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state.    There  is  no  edition  wholly  free  from  errors    and  mS 
always  to  have  compared  Dryden's  lra„datio„r:?th  thToT^ral 

more  often  due  vo  Dryden'I  fa„U  tha^  „"  hi  n^UuT  tZ 

of  the  l*Srr';'/"  r!?<=»'"«  "«  P'«^  he  showed  in  the  ca2 
of  the  £#istf«  to  /oA„  Dnden,  a  work  for  which  lie  had  a  sm3^ 

which  contains  thi,.nL«  "1'"°  P-Wications,  the  very  volume 

:$i?^^  f-Mhei"  °„tXs-i^  Xr^iS^ 
were  silently  corrected  in  subsequent  editions     It  needed  no 

S?£a!Ltro*a;t;Tn1i:^L^->'''^'  '"  ^  '^^  "--"^ 

Had  Orphans  sung  it  in  the  neather  Sphere 

^-'a  Se?p  av"  itf in'^.r ;r  o^,s  s--^ 

And  some  descending  Courtier  from  above 
Had  giv  n  her  timely  warning  to  remove. 
The  word  '  Courtier  ',  or,  as  Drvden  would  have  said  the  word  nf 

denounced'  tT/  S^^f  '^  ?^^"^^*-  -^«  ^^^     and  Todd 
denounced  the  original  reading  as  '  a  laughable  error  of  the 

Dr   SaintJburv    ?n"'lh'''^^"^   ^'   15^^"^^^    ^y   Christie    and 
i^r   »aintsbury,  an     there  is  someth  ng  to  be  said  on  either 

side.     In  Palamon  a.ul  Arcite  a  line  in  thf  original  appealed  a''' 
Rich  Tap  stry  spread  the  Streets  and  Flowers  the  Pots  adorn. 

a  3 
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The  earlier  ediiors  changed  '  Pots  '  into  '  Posts  ',  and,  although 
Dr.  Sainiabury  prefers  the  original  reading,  the  passage  cited  in 
my  note  seems  to  show  that  they  were  right. 

Many  of  the  poems  were  republished  soon  after  Dryden's 
death,  some  in  a  collection  and  some  in  volumes  of  Miscellanies. 
Jacob  Tonson,   who  had  succeeded  Herringman  as  Dryden's 
publisher,  was  also  the  publisher  of  these  early  pos-thumous 
editions.    Whom  he  employed  to  see  the  booKS  through  the 
press  doec.  not  appear.    The  work  was  not  well  done,  and  some 
of  the  corruptions  which  were  then  allowed  to  defile  the  text  have 
appeared  in  every  later  edition.    The  first  editor  with  a  name 
was  Thomas  Broughton,  who  published  two  incomplete  collec- 
tions, one  in  1741,  the  other  in  1743.    Broughton  intr -duced 
new  errors,  and  some  of  these  have  held  their  ground  in  the 
published  texts.    In  1760  four  volumes  of  the  poems  appeared 
under  the  editorship  of  Samuel  Derrick.    Derrick,  who  in  his 
poetical  character  is  the  louse  of  Johnson's  famous  epigram,  as 
an  editor  is  styled  by  Dr.  Saintsbury  '  the  accursed '.    What 
right  Dr.  Saintsbury  had  to  throw  this  stone  will  appear  hereafter. 
That  Derrick  deserved  it  is  unhappily  true.     In  his  edition  the 
game  of  corruption  went  merrily  on.    Not  satisfied  with  accidental 
errors.  Derrick  took  upon  himself  to  alter  Dryden's  text,  and 
always  altered  it  for  the  worse.    From  his  volumes  other  editions 
were  printed,  and  in  spite  of  the  boasts  of  later  editors,  some  of 
his  abominations  are  still  printed  as  the  genuine  work  of  Drj'den. 
In  1808  appeared  Walter  Scott's  complete  edition  of  the  works 
of  Dryden.     It  was  unfortunate  that  the  great  poet  and  man  of 
letters  hardly  suspected  the  existence  of  corruption  in  the  text. 
It  is  astonishing  that  he  should  have  passed  many  passages  which 
on  the  face  of  them  did  not  make  sense.    Nor  was  there  much 
improvement  in  the  Wartons'  edition  of  1811.     To  one  of  the 
poems  in  it  were  a])pended  some  notes  by  Todd,  a  textual  critic  of 
some  capacity,  who   orrected  a  few,  but  only  a  few,  of  Derrick's 
mistakes.    Mitfoni's  Aldine  edition  of  1832  is  bad,  and  was 
hardly  made  better  by  Mr.  Richard  Hooper,  who  claims  to  have 
revised  it  in  1866  and  again  in  1891.    Mr.  Richard  Bell's  edition, 
which  appeared  in  1854,  was  quite  in  Derrick's  manner,  and  added 
many  fresh  errors  to  a  corrupt  text.    And  so  the  melancholy 
tale  goes  on. 

The  first,  and.  down  to  the  present  century,  the  only  serious 
attempt  to  present  a  correct  text  was  made  by  William  Dongal 
Christie.    His  edition,  which  does  not  contain  the  translations 
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o^^^'^s:  V"Hr.5fc£>  ,r'„^^HS"-  "' 

a  collation  had  called  his  at  tent  on  1^?^^^^ 

Pity  7he  X"^^  oltTTC."':  <«^  '"'^-' 
Wht'LJ^rn'tl'tf  '  ''""'^'  •  ""'  P™'  -'«!  """  'he  « long. 

An  Uni\'ersal  Metempsucl-  sis 

But.  not  to  hold  our  Proffer  in  Scorn 

sometimes  makes  it  doubtful  whether  he  carelii°',',f  ^T"' 
error  of  his  predecessors,  or  actSy  misunStS'hil  exT     1^^ 

:sTs%?;:j,Sol™l,;;!s/£v£t'T"^^"'"^«"^^ 

the  text  was  worse  than  uiless     Pt  iftrlfh  ^    ^"'  ''""'^  ?" 
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is  unfortunate  that  he  should  have  used  a  phrase  which  well 
might  be,  and  actually  has  been,  misunderstood.  He  has  been 
taken  to  mean  that  he  had  throughout  collated  his  text  with  the 
original  editions.  This  was  not  the  case.  It  must  be  clear  to 
one  who  really  has  made  the  collation  that  Dr.  Saintsbury  cannot 
have  meant  more  than  that  he  had  verified  the  corrections  which 
Aru  ™«"*^°"ed  in  his  notes.  It  follows  that,  where  Scott 
and  Christie  ap^ree  in  an  err  r,  that  error,  however  monstrous 
and  palpable,  is  usually  reproduced  by  Dr.  Saintsbury.  A  few 
mstances  will  suffice.  In  Stanza  23  of  Annus  Mirabihs.  Dryden 
wrote  and  printed  :  ' 

So  reverently  Men  quit  the  oiien  air, 

When  Thunder  speaks  the  angry  Gods  abrotd. 

This  remained  the  text  in  both  the  editions  published  in  Dryden 's 
lifetime.  After  his  death  the  first  word  of  the  second  line  was 
corrupted  into  '  Where  ',  much  to  the  detriment  of  the  text,  and 
Where  it  remained  for  two  hundred  years.  It  is  '  Where  '  in 
Christie's  text,  and  consequently  it  is '  Where '  in  Dr.  Saintsbury's 
Ihe  error  was  the  more  unpardonable  that  Dryden  was  proud 
enough  of  his  simile  to  reproduce  it  in  his  contemporary  play  of 
The  Maiden  Queen :  i        j  f   y 

As,  when  it  thunders, 
Men  reverently  quit  the  open  air 
Because  the  angry  gods  are  then  abroad. 

^^^'^*u^'  ,^^^"*^^"''y  P""ts  his  text  correctly  with  no  corruption 
ot  then  into  '  there  '.  The  same  poem  presents  us  with  an 
error  infinitely  worse.  In  Stanza  224,  Dryden.  after  picturing 
the  ghosts  of  traitors  as  descending  from  London  Bridge  and 
dancing  round  the  Fire  of  London,  goes  on  thus  : 

Our  Guardian  Angel  saw  them  where  he  sate 
Above  the  Palace  of  our  slumbring  King. 

In  the  Miscellany  Poems,  published  after  Dryden's  death  '  he  ' 
was  turned  into  '  they ',  and  this  piece  of  egregious  nonsense 
hgures  in  all  subsequent  English  editions,  even  in  Christie's  and 
consequently  in  Dr  Saintsbury's.  It  appears  even  where  special 
care  should  have  been  taken  to  secure  sense,  in  Mr.  Humphry 

wh V  f h      £  'f  ^f ''•,.  P'  '^•*"''  ^'^  "«t  «t^y  to  «sk  themselves 
Why  the  ghosts  should  have  mounted  to  the  roof  of  Whitehall 
how  they  could  dance  in  a  place  so  unfit  for  the  exercise,  or  by 
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I  ♦.  supernatural  duplicity  thev  couW  a*  tu^ 

on  the  ridge  of  the  Alace^nd  Sanc^^ound  the  RrT  "°"""' 

IPH^^)"   TheZt'TderH-^  r^S^^^C^^on   an4 

wU  he  call':  •X^tTaTu^ttS;^'  ^^*'  "^"  °- 

Above,  but  just  above,  the  Brucal  kind, 
declares  that 

The  drowsy  wak'd  •    anH  ol  u      ^   f  •  '^®""  °' 
•      The  Maker^s  4'a^e  orL^hllLT^LT^^^'^^ 

?he*tl'"::.rTC[  Sti'^'rd^s'  co"r'ruS^T^B>^^^  «<^^*-- 
piece  of  nonsense  with  ^frbsurd  S  f  T*^  T'^^t  '•  This 
printed  in  Christie's  text  inH  .  sugwstion  of  tattooing  is 

Since  Christie  did  not  04^?)%^'^/"  ^''  Saintsbury's 
ancient  poets.  Dr  Saintsburl  hi^^h^^"  ^  translations  from  the 
cessors.  He  does  iS  rSrkiha?'fK"^^'^^v.'™"^  ^'^  P'-^de- 
with  the  text  and  imXs  thThVh.«  *  'u^'*'"'.  ^^^^  ^e"  taken 
singly  '.  That  he  has  done  i  I  ^nl^Z^"'^'  '  *°  "°*^  ^^'"^ 
instance,  and  even  there  he^eavST*  '^''"V^  except  in  one 
the  errors  which  he  has  iot  corritS  ^"""^  "^  ^'^  *^^*-  O^ 
Thus  Ovid  has  a  passage  ^vhichgrvl^r  ^'"^.y^'-y  ""fortunate. 
1    =a«»gc  .\nicn  uryden  correctly  rendered  • 

iny  i-ate  .    (,f  Form  to  Monsters  Men  allow  ) 

Jom'^S^L  i^a%rlt^p,3r^?and  '^  ^^^  ^^  - 

editors  unanimousl^Sge'  forLC'"/nr'Vy-  J^*  ^^^«  ^he 
sense  the  lines  might  then  have  wnnM  "*  .foreshow  '.  What 
known  to  Dryden  or  to  Ovid  In  '^'^f'".^'''  "'^^  ^^^^  been 
Lucretius  there  is  a  line  wWch  nof^f.T  °^  *^^  "^^'"^^""^  from 
brief  life  of  Homer  and  he  eteS  of  h'^'Jr'S*  ^*^^'"^"  ^be 
wrote  and  printed  it.  the  lin^  ran '    ^  ^^'"''-    ^'  ^^^^^n 

Wil^'i  "Tf''  '''"'  --ains/the  mortal  author's  gone 
insfeadof'SS'/'^^  *'^  ^"^"^^  ^^^^ors  print  'immortal' 
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originals  of  his  translations.  Nor  have  they.  They  have  so 
changed  the  text  as  to  display  their  ignorance  both  of  their 
poetand  of  hisauth..rities.  Dryden  translated  the  Twenty-ninth 
PJ  <^  "M!'e  Tl^^rd  Book  of  Horace,  and  prelixt  to  it  the  correct 
title.  His  English  editors,  one  and  all,  change  '  third '  into  '  first ' 
One  only  remarks  that  '  first  '  ought  to  1x5  third,  and  even  he 
leaves  the  error  in  his  text  because  he  supposed  it  was  Dryden 's 
When  Juvenal  wrote 

1  rx     ,  ^eniet  cum  signatoribus  auspex, 

and  Drydon  wrote  and  i>rinted 

The  Publick  Notaries  and  Auspex  wait, 

the  English  editors  print  '  Haruspex  *,  an  emendation  which 
makes  the  scansion  harsh  in  Dryden  and  impossible  in  Juvenal 
Ilicy  seem  to  have  desired  to  display  their  learning,  since  at 
a  Koman  inarriage  m  Juvenal's  time  the  augur  did  not  use  birds 
for  divmation  But  their  learning  goes  astray,  for.  as  often 
happens,  the  old  name  outlived  the  change 

Occasionally  Dr.  Saintsbury  following  Scott,  who  himself 
followed  a  bad  text,  has  printed  a  reading  other  than  Christie's. 
His  variations  are  sometimes  for  the  worse.  Thus  in  the  second 
part  ol  Absalom  and  Achihphel,  when  J!onmouth  suggests  that 

«  ^'i  P'-f  /,"°*!''^'  '''■^  self-interested,  the  Earl  replies  in 
effect  that,  if  tins  b<-  so,  there  is  all  the  more  reason  why  Mon- 
niouth  should  trust  him,  since  his  interest  lies  all  in  Monmouth's 
advancement. 

Royal  Youth,  fix  here. 
Let  Int  rest  be  the  Star  by  which  I  Steer. 
Hence  to  repose  jour  Trust  in  Me  was  wise. 
Whose  Int'rest  most  in  your  Advancement  lies. 
The  lines  may  be  Tate's  but  were  at  least  passed  bv  Dryden 
Here  it  is  plain  that  '  let  '  is  used  in  the  sense  of  '  assume  ' "    An 
edition  published  after  the  deaths  of  both  authors  changed  '  I ' 
mto     you  '    taking  '  let '  in  a  hortative  sense.    This  illogical 
reading  is  deliberately  preferred  bv  Dr.  Saintsbury 

In  some  forms  used  by  Dryden  "his  editors  have  made  changes 
without  system  and  without  justification.  He  uses  according  to 
the  sense  and  the  sound  either  '  them  '  or  '  'em  '.  The  latter  his 
sometimes  been  allowed  to  stand,  and  has  sometimes  been  altered 
it  may  be  that  Dr^'den  was  not  .nlwavs  careful  in  his  use  but  there 
are  clear  cases  where  his  choice  was  deliberate.    He  was  doubtless 
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is  thus  printS  by  SSuon.l     ' '"  •*"  ^''""'  "  '"'"' "'«'« 
Who,  white  ,hou  shar'st  their  lustre,  fend'st  then,  thine 

Mr.  Hooper  invariably  prints  '  e'en  '  '     "* 

solutio'n  of  a  pint  rhich'had  tch  ^zf^^'^^^f'  '"  "•" 

^.^;:?;a^TS^er^liSSle3S0? 
a  "d  ;T^r 'S  "'C^^eTtlS:'^^'^  ,n.e7hpor1h1'jt';S 
which  th?  other  l«d  not  Uh»,  ^^i  ''■'"',  »  "'«  »'  ""'» 
When  Dryden  camrhack  (nm,  Wil?r'  ''?.™  ^PP'"''''  '*  "•!'• 
the  poen,r  he  sawTor  hta^K  or  wl  inM  k"".,""'  P'jWication  of 
wouKl  give  great  oSceZi  m"gl7evefbe1«^^^^^^  '"S  """ 
In  those  copies  which  liad  not  S.„  .„?j  t  ' "! '''^''I''""")' 

cancelling  a  sheet  n  order  to  i^,,'^  "^  "''?  "*  "«'  '^'"'•e'  of 
lines.  oWvi^ttot  Z  '°  ?r:f  K,"  T"'"""  ':^'^'™  <"  •he 
Preface,  he  prS  on  it  a  it?  „r  '"K''  ^"8'  "'  ">e  end  of  the 
words  have  ?oJn.pted "  'he  ext  S'^  f^'^  "/  i  ''>■  ""»«='l''n 
must  have  hapMnK  the  Vi„i  .^^'^ing  of  the  s;,me  kind 

imp,«sible  toSfe'aVeSg"™^;^"^"^' """  "  '^»''"™"V 
o(  U  Iflnt'rorfion  wL'Sh'""','  'T,"'"  """  "»  f-'  """ 
i»e-^?^^'e£iSSHslF?™^ 

nS-on&stS'Sr^^^^^^^^^ 

overlooked  an  error  arfoTSl  t^re^^nre^Kriiir 

What  is't  to  thee  if  he  neglect  thy  Urn  > 
he  prints  •  neglects  ■  for  •  neglect ',  or  when  in  the  lin, 

The  Fiend,  thy  Sire,  has  sent  thee  from  below 
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il  P""t;  hath  •  for  •  Las  '.  There  are.  however,  cases  in  ^h 
he  has  followed  our  predecessors  in  altering  tic  oHcinaltext 
without,  as  It  seems  to  me.  just  cause.  It*^may  Kat  twl 
deviatK     has  not  been  intentional.     Thus,  when^ryden  printed 

Not  all  the  Wealth  of  Eastern  Kings,  naid  she. 

Hav>  Powr  to  part  my  plighted  Love  and  me: 

the   Cambridge  editor  prints   'Has'   for   'Have'.    Here   the 
assumption  of  a  m.spnnt  seems  highly  improbable.    The  irreeular 
construction,  called  by  Dr.  .Abbott  *  the  confusion  of  proxTS' 
IS  common  and  natural.     It  is  paralleled  by  the  taunt  thro^'^at 
Antony  by  Cassius  in  Shakespeare's  play  : 

The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown. 

Heav'ns  Pow'r  is  infinite  :    Earth.  Air.  and  Sea. 
The  Manufacture  Mass.  the  making  Pow'r  obey. 

The  change  of  '  Manufacture  '  into  '  Manufactur'd  '  may  seem 
plrusible.  but  before  it  can  l)e  accepted  there  must  S  Sm^ 
evidence  that  the  verb  or  participle  w  is  used  preciselv  in^Ws 
sense.  The  New  English  Dictionin  supplies  no^su^  evidence 
The  verb  was  nev  m  Dryden's  time,  bit  the  noun  had  beenfn 
use  for  some  time,  and  sometimes  had  the  sense,  now  oSte 
of  handicraft.     Its  attributive  use  in  the  present  passage  may 

tt'o;Sn!d  tx^tTrSr ''^' ''  ^"^'^^>''  '"^  ^"  ^^  p-'^s 

Again,  there  are  instances  in  the  Translations  where  a  reference 
o  the  translated  work  shows  that  the  editor's  silent  alterations  o^ 
the  original  text  are  mistaken.     Thus  when  Dryden  printed 

More  grateful  to  the  sight  than  goodl>   Planes. 

a  reference  to  Ovid's  '  platano  conspectior  alta  '  shows  that  the 
alteration  of  Planes  '  into  '  plains  '  is  a  clear  error.  Nor  is  it 
easy  to  see  what  sense  the  Cambridge  editor  attaches  to  a  passage 
in  Persius  when  in  Dryden's  H'»»>'*Se 

There  boast  thy  Horse's  Trappings,  and  thy  own  : 

he  substitutes  'Their  '  for  '  There  '.     This  line  is.  as  it  happens 
given  correctly  m  most  of  the  En-Lsh  editions.  "-^PP^^s, 
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Dryden'8  love  of  h?s  own  Northamnt^""'!?"'*^"^  allowance  for 

cases  his  alterations  ote^ure  the  Xm/'rh'^^''^     ^"  ^'"^ 
printed  ^  rhyme.    Thus  when  D-yden 

A  Tuft  of  Daisies  on  a  flow'rv  I^v 

They  saw.  and  thitherward  they  b^nt  their  way  • 

ani  '  tane  "shou'.d  give  waTto 'Lr^'H^    "JV^*  ^?"".^  ^*  '  P^ct ' 

I  had  at  first  overlooked    ''^''^'•^"^"y  corrected  an  error  which 

cannot  always  tell  whether  Vh.»    n^^^"^  "^^  ^^"S'steni.     We 
printer's.    \^e  may  7aX  ascribe  t^lT^  '""!    "^  °^"  ^^  ^s 
indicate  a  pronunciatW     Usu^v  h.  l!!  ?«•*?•"  '««er.  which 
than  '  savage  '.  witl  a  ^und  in  ?h J  fi    *  ^^o^^  '  salvage  '  rather 
to  •  calves ^.    It  is  noM^keli  th, t  I'l ^^u^^^^  '""'^  ^«  ^^  give 
influence,  for  this  vvoSdSv  Ith    '^  ^^'^'?  ""^^''  '^a^an 
clearly  guiltless.     He  wTote  '^^Ln  '  wh.n  h''"'^-  u  ^^'''''y  ^«  ''^^ 
the  word  as  we  do.  bu?  if  hoL^l^fU^  Tu^.^  *°  pronounce 
sometimes  do.   he  WrotV  a/air'     rhr^-^'P''^^^^^^^^ 
Dryden's  spellings  as  renukhi    fAr  ^  V'*'*  regarded  some  of 
and  '  ghess  '  for^  '  gLss  '    thou^^tr^^  >'l^'^ '  ^^^  '  ^^^^ ' 

phonetic  than  our  own  brSii  ^^"i"  ^^^^^  «  more 
unless  there  b^  strong  reaLn  n  th"'^  modernizes  the  spelling 
when  there  is     Thus  on  Sie     *^'  '°"*'''^^>''  ^"^  ^omSmes 

The  Theatres  are  Berries  for  the  Fair 
t^^S^y^.^ll^riL'^Z^^r'^  "«, --  for  modern 
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nf  ,!.t-  K  J  •  ^'  ^"U^te,  IS  not  one  of  those  modernizines 

aLrowi'  Trt"^'."^  '°  .^'■•,  ^^'-^i^t^bury.  Drvden  would  haS 
approved.  That  lie  would  have  approved  of  some  cannnJ  Tn 
^ice  of  the  Preface  to  the  Fables  lightly  be  denied  StiShmnS 
be  remembered  that  a  pious  adherence  to  DryTn's  w  he  is  no 
always  possible.  It  would,  in  face  of  th*»  L,.^l  v2f  u  ^ 
prevented  Dr.  ,Sai„..bury  frc'i  ieplMstoglTe  of  heVa'v? 

always  keep  such  better  spellings  as  '  wcjlf  ■    '  mold"    •«?.«• 

our"'e"dued'.'"1^:-  .KLT'^^'"  '  '^  "-■■-  ^H^^Zn 
our    endued  .     It  is  true  that  some  of  his  spellines  Ipivp  th« 

sense  ambiguous,  but  here  editors  have  not^  ^3    mp'oved 

matters  by  making  a  choice.     Thus  Dryden  printed       '"'P'"'^^'* 

'  Old  as  I  am.  for  Ladies  Love  unfit. 

Here  Warton  printed  '  Ladies'  '  and  Christie  '  Ladv'.; '      9,-n.. 
Dryden  undoubtedly  had  in  mind  a  linp  nf  H^ri^.  •  *  -^ 

^^aSK:^x^rfer^s:£3SSSS 

nol°riv'"  the  genitive  singular  but  also,  where  ft  setSS 
no  Jess  correct,  m  the  nomimtiwi  i^i«roi      u       "  ^•^^'""logicaiiy 

There  seems  „o  ialidTea^^  for^terin/tlese  fo™T"S'™'- 

printed  neither  of  these  words  in  thU  fnrm  t  fi  •'  *^°".&h  ^^ 
spelling  has  been  altered  evcentn  Jh  ^"  ^^f  ^^'t'^"  "" 
misprints,  nor  then  Sout  a  noTe     "   '^'   '''''   "^   ""^^^^^^^ 

Greet  chang[ng'?o7  intnV^hif^^'^n  '^  .^^^^  ^^y<i-s 
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anancien  Greek  he  Larnod^^^^^  ^  "'°^''"  ^'''^'  ^"'^  """^e 
u'o,Ka  and  ^^^        ne  made  no  difference  in  pronunciation  between 

is  use  fallbr^n.if"  P'"°P^'- "^"^f  I^'-yden  is  not  consistent  in 
line  ^  sometimes  under  the  influence  of  Latin.    On  the 

But  Iphigenia  is  the  Ladies  care 
^an^the  nn^7  ^'''^  \- "*^  *°  '^P^^^^  ^"^  ^^°P«  that  Dryden  did  not 

n?'i^"i."f/'''  '''^'°  °"  t^e  W'oody  Plain 
ut  Htppoplacus  did  in  r/ie6g  reign, 

but  Dr.  Saintsbury  takes  on  himself  to  nrint  '  ^*\^r.'a  > 

a  ™„g  theory,  ^"r.'^fC  St  eTrl  Zn,'  [.e'^PX;' 
h.s  Greek  nan«  „„o  an  English  dress,  but  from  sheeHgnoranre! 
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his  editors  for  the  same  reason  liave  failed  to  correrf  hinn      tu  ~ 

or  r ?Lnt™?,::^™(>': 's  "^ -"^r^^-l  ^ 

He  would  not  mind  much T/hifprr^r'  ^  ''  '"  '''"  *^^^  «d't'o"s. 

but  he  would  rS^ih  editts  corrS^ln?'  'T'"?  °"*  *«  h""- 
than  when  he  was  not  ^^^^rected  lum  when  he  was  wrong 

Again,  most  editors  have  rohbrtl  Drxvi...,  „<■  i  •    •.  ,• 
employment  of  them,  apart  Cm  the ^nitua  ",',.'''•'''•     ^'' 
names,  is  not  perhaps  always  hanm  1,,!  li  \^  '?  P'"°P^'" 

allowed  to  knovV  what  he, Sted^H/Jl^^^^         '"^^'^^il  '^^""^^  "^ 
for  emphasis,  some  imes  to  shmv  "f -^^^f -^^^  "sed  sometimes 

Parlenl  thai  a  wo^T  wal^^t" /^Uy   ".t^JaV.:"  %if"^^-  ^"^^ 
interesting  and  exce,>tional  case  in  A.r.jSv.S^X^e  II 

A  Virgin-Widow  and  a  Mourning  Bride. 

^'^^^^fl^'S:^  -  ^^^^-^    It  might 

they  deprive  the  dram^tkrof   fh  ^ongreve.     At  any  rate, 

meant  ti  pay  ifm  tm.?bethn  ncT."^'^"''""*/^'^'^'^  ^^^^^1^" 
without  the  alluSon  buT  ^s  Dr  S  iS  k""'"*^'"  *^'^  ^'"^  '^  better 
than  in  his  praS  once  rem n^'^"'^'  ''^tter  in  his  theory 
what  Dryden  wrSe  and  ot  S;  ^''  T  ^'^  ""^'^led  '  to  read 
that  Dr^^den  should  ha  l?\;me^  P.^^^"*  thought 

few  of  those  which  were  prefixed  to  nl^  .  ^^'''!',! '  ^^^"'"^  ^"'"^ 
printed  in  italics.  In  tin's  case  tit  ^•f-.r'^^^'"'"  ^'''  '''°'^''  '''^'^ 
call  them,  were  printed  !n  t^rolnVn  tpf'  "°^'^'  ^^  ^  ^'^^  - 

^7o^^Z  J:.^r^!:;,5isi^^^'^r  I^^-  faints- 
form,  now  disused  of  in  HcftTnAv],.   n     7  ""'u    ^  conventional 

so,  but,  f  so,  Dn-den  ,?iH  ivl,,*  ,      .     i-"»'s»  .    That  may  W 
reader  is  cniitYS  to  too,     vL    0^.5'"''"  '".  '^"S"*.  and  th„ 

first  'edition  „t^„r  5?,^  ,  '  ™  Sn,V:,'"tt?7,  °' ""' 
•confounded  the  sense  '  Of  nnnf»,L\.  ^  I  "^^  false  stops 
...  printer  had  served  .;i,n'?,i,ri'l:.r;:;i!;Lrh7^'r otl 
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for  toe  ^trSglKL'^^^^^^  "?  ''■^,  ""'"  ?«-"> 

.ion  «.  pus.  .S'SeXk  „  ^iS^S'^J'^^^^^^r'^^'^: 

Who,  studying  peace  and  shunning  civil  rage, 
whereas  Dryden  printed : 

Who  studying  Peace,  and  shunning  Civil  Rage 

wit:  cferg'v^s"  "°*  ^°^'^^^'  ^^  ''''  -^^-'«  g-de. '  Again, 

Even  then  industrious  of  the  common  good  ; 
Dryden  has 

Ev'n  then,  industrious  of  the  Common  Good ; 
where  the  comma  marks  an  emphasis  and  a  consequent  na,,.,^ 

Dn  den  almost  as  we  should  print  them  to-day     The  sole  H^p? 

Self-love,  which,  never  rightly  understood 
Makes  poets  still  conclude  their  plays  are' good 
And  malice  m  all  critics  reigns  so  high.      ^       ' 
That  for  small  errors  they  the  whole  decry. 

In  this  form  the  lines  have  neither  construction  nor  sense      '  Self 
love   IS  a  subject  without  a  verb,  and  '  understoS  'Is  a  partidple 
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INl'RODUCTION 


printer    said  i^ryden  on  one  occasion    'is  a  hp-,sf  '    t       i    ! 

other  instances  the  printer  iSsrfel,,„^?T,h  ""?»"<'  '"  ">™y 

"'Vr?*?^'^  Predil"c&?fora£l„"te'ion'':„t'"  "™  """ 
The  English  ed  tors  of  Drvden   excent  rhril\;^'     u     rj 

tt  secum  tenui  suspirans  murmura  dicat 
L.t  puto,  non  poteras  ipsa  referre  vic% 

A^dda't    ttT'''  '""^  P^r^"-dentia  ve.-E^ 
Addat,  et  msano  luret  amore  mori. 

In  Dr.  Saintsbury's  text  this  is  represented  by 

^h^uf'l'^^  '""^^^  '"'  '"'Stress  understand 
^he  has  the  means  A  vengeance  in  her  hand  ■ 
And  swear  thou  languishes!  and  diest  for  her.' 

iLTafcloseasKtS^^^^^^  ''''  ,^"^^'^''-  -^"^h  is  at 

of  the  third  hne  in  t"le  Lad?   '?he\?'°"f  ^^^'  ""  Representative 
well  represented  by  t^i:r.uS:V::iS::S^;[^^^^^  ^^ 

Then  naming  thee  thy  humble  suit  prefer 

tLrtll^t  which^D"^  sSsbrhfr"^  ^^"'^  '"^  ^  *-*-^  "itic 
Another  r  .^h  uW  -^    ,  ^  ^^^^''^  committed. 

case  uhere  a  nuspnnt  has  led  to  misplaced  annotation 
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^"^tnts^-^  ^'"^""^''^'""^  ''*'*^"'"^  "»  ^^'"^  i'lccknoe,  1.  185.    Christie 
But  so  transfused  as  oil  on  waters  flow, 

H^flnS^f  h  '  /'!''  ^'  *''^  '^^^'"S  of  '  all  the  early  editions  '  He 
defends  the  false  grammar  on  the  strange  ground  that  "the  verb 
IS  made  plural  following  the  plural  noun '.  Earlier  ed^to^^ 
changed  the  text  to  'oil  and  waLr '.  and  some  ater  ones  accep  - 
ing  Chnstie's  report,  have  printed  this  imjx.ssible  alteration  But 
Christie  s  rei>ort  is  not  true.     The  hrst  edition  gives 

But  so  transfus'd  as  Oyls  on  Waters  flow, 
^"5  *^js  /s  the  only  reading  that  gives  any  sense. 

Tl-t  the  present  text  should  be  wholly  free  from  errors  is  more 
than  can  be  hoped,  but  it  is  at  least^nore  correcJ  Jhan  anv 
printed  in  our  ovvn  country.  It  does  not  contah^  D^vden's 
translations  from  Virgil,  which  are  long  enough  for  a^parate 
;a,lume  I-or  another  reason  it  exclfides  one  versio^^from 
rheocritus  and  one  from  Lucretius.  Nor  has  room  been  found 
for  a  few  poems  which  have  at  various  times  without  authorUv 
or  probability  been  attributed  to  Dryden.  On  the  otS  hand^ 
It  has  been  thought  well  to  reprint  sudi  of  the  songs  hi  he  nlavs 
as  could  be  detached  from  their  context  ^  ^ 

My  best  flanks  are  due  to  my  friend,  Mr.  Henry  B  Wheatlev 
for  the  loan  of  first  editions  and  for  generous  helo  on  the  iShS' 
graphy,  and  to  the  Secretaries  of  the  Clarendon  pL  the  Re^^^^^^^^ 
and  the  Printers,  who  have  done  their  best  to  save  me  '  m  errors' 
Such  errors  as  remain  must  be  ascribed  to  me  alonT 

The  notes  are  intended  to  record,  with  defineu  ceutions 
tl  e  cases  m  which  this  text  differs  from  the  origin  11  edh  nn!' 
The  exceptions  are  indisputable  misprints,  sujraf'pobablitv' 
for    probabih  y  ',  though  some  of  these  ha  e  been  recorded  fake 

Westminster,  1910. 
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And  now 'tis  time  ;  for  their  officious  haste. 
Who  would  before  have  born  him  to  the 
Skv, 

Like  eager  Romans  e'er  all  Rites  were  past. 
Did  let  too  soon  the  sacreU  Eagle  fly. 

2 

Though  our  best  Notes  are  Treason  to  his 
Fame, 
Joiii'd  with  the  loud  Applause  of  publick 
Voice,  . 

Since  Heaven,  what  Praise  we  offer  to  Ins 
Name, 
Hath    render'd    too    Authentick    by    its 
Choice. 

3 
Though  in  his  Praise  no  Arts  can  liberal  be, 
Since  they,  whose  Muses  have  the  highest 
flown, 
Add  not  to  his  Immortal  Memory  ; 
.  But  do  an  Act  of  Friendship  to  their  own. 

4 
Yet  'tis  our  Duty  and  our  Interest  too, 

Such  Monuments  as  we  can  build,  to  raise  ; 
Lest  all  the  World  prevent  what  we  shou'd  do, 

And  claim  a  Title  in  him  bv  their  Praise. 

How  shall  I  then  begin,  or  where  conclude. 
To  draw  a  Fame  so  truly  Circular  ? 

For  in  a  Round,  what  Ord'ei^can  be  shew'd, 
Where  all  the  Parts  so  equal  perfect  are  ? 


T.xt  from  llie  oiijjin  ;l  riliticm  of  l''5g. 


His  Grandeur  he  derived  from  Heav'n  alone, 
For  he  was  great.e'er  Fortune  madehirn  so; 

And  Wars,likeMists  that  riseagainsttheSun, 
Made  him  but  greater  seem,  not  greater 
grow. 

No  borrow'd  Bays  his  Temples  did  adorn. 
But  to  our  Crown  he  did  fresh  Jewels 
bring; 
Nor  was  his  Vertue  poisoii'd,  soon  as  born. 
With   the  too  early  Thoughts  of  beiig 
King. 

8 
Fortune  (that  easie  Mistress  of  the  Young, 
But  to  her  ancient  Servants  coy  and  hard) 
Him,  at  that  A^e,  her  Favourites  ranked 
among, 
When  she  her  bcst-lov'd  Pompey  did  dis- 
card. 

9 
He,  private,  marked  the  Faults  of  others 
Sway, 
And  set  as  Sea-marks  for  himself  to  shun  ; 
Not  like  rash  Monarchs,  who  their  Youth 
betray 
By  Acts  their  Age  too  late  wou'd  wish  un* 
done. 

10 

And  yet  Dominion  was  not  his  Design  ; 
We  owe  that  Blessing  not  to  him,  but 
Heav'n, 
Which  tofairActsunsoughtRewardsdid  join, 
Rewards  that  less  to  him,  than  us,  were 
giv'n 


HEROICK  STANZA'S. 


II 

Our  former  Chiefs,  like  Sticklers  of  the  War, 
First  sought  t'  intiame  the  Parties,  then  to 
poise: 

The  Quarrel  lov'd,  but  did  the  Cause  abhor. 
And  did  not  strike  tohurt,  but  makea  noise. 

13 

War,  our  Consumption,  was  their  gainful 
Trade ; 
We  inward  bled,  whilst  they  prolong'd  our 
Fain ; 
He  fought  to  end  our  Fighting,  and  assay'd 
To  stench  the  blood  by  breathing  of  the 
Vein. 

»3 

Swift  and  resistless  through  the  Land  he 
pass'd. 
Like  that  bold  Greek,  who  did  the  East 
subdue ; 
And  made  to  Rattcls  sucli  Ileroick  Haste, 
As  if  on  VVinys  of  Victory  he  flew. 

14 
He  fought,  secure  of  Fortune,  as  of  fame  ; 
Till  by  new  Maps,  the  island  might  Ix- 
shown, 
Of  Conquests,  which  he  strew'd  where-e'er 
he  came, 
Thick  as  the  Galaxy  with  Stars  is  sown. 

15 
His  palms,  llio  under  Weights  they  ilid  not 
stand, 
Still  thriv'd  ;  no  Winter  could  his  Laurels 
fade: 
Heaven  in  hisPortraict  shew'd  a  Work-man's 
Hand 
And  drew  it  perfect,  yet  without  a  Shade. 
16 
Peace  was  the  Prize  of  all  his  Toil  and  Care. 
Which  War  had  banish'd  and  did  now 
restore : 
liolognia's  walls  thus  mounted  in  the  Air, 
Toseat  themselves  more  surely  than  before. 

17 
Her  Safety,  rescued  Ireland,  to  him  owes  ; 
And  treacherous  Scotland,  to  no  Int'rest 
true. 

Vet  bless'd  that  Fate  which  did  his  Arms 
dispose. 
Her  Land  to  civilize,  us  to  subdue. 

14.4  is]  are  i6s9. 

1(1.3  Bj/oj'iiia's]  Dryden's  spelling  of  Bologna. 


18 
I  Nor  was  he  like  those  SUrs  which  only  shine, 

When  to  pale  Mariners  they  Storms  por- 
I         tend : 
'  He  had  his  calmer  Influence,  and  his  Mien 

Did  Love  and  Majesty  together  blind. 

'9 
Tis  true,  his  Count'nance  did  imprint  an  Awe, 
I     And  naturally  all  Souls  to  his  did  bow  ; 
As  Wands  of  Divination  downward  draw. 
And  point  to  Beds  where  Sov'raign  Gold 
doth  grow. 

30 
When,  past  all  Ofl'rings  to  Phtrelrian  Jove, 
He  Mars  depos'd  and  Arms  to  Gowns 
made  yield. 
Successful  Counsels  did  him  soon  approve 
As  fit  for  close  Intrigues  as  open  Field. 

31 

To  suppliant  Holland  he  vouchsafd  a  Peace, 
Our  once  bold  Rival  in  the  British  Main, 

Now  tamely  glad  her  unjust  Claim  to  cease, 
And  buy  our  Friendship  with  her  Idol, 
Gain. 

33 

Fame  of  th'  asserted  Sea,  through  Europe 
blown. 
Made  Franci  and  Spain  ambitious  of  his 
Love ; 
Each  knew  that  Side  must  conquer,  he  wou'd 
own  ; 
And  for  him  fiercely,  as  for  Empire,  strove. 

23 
No  sooner  was  the  Fr*M^A-Man's  Cause  em- 
brac'd. 
Than  the  light  Monsieur  the  grave  Don 
out-weigh'd : 
His   Fortune   turn'd   the  Scale  where-e'er 
'twas  cast, 
Tho'  Indian  mines  were  in  the  other  laid. 

24 
When  absent,  yet  we  conquer'd  in  his  Rij^ht ; 
For  tho'  some  meaner  Artist's  Skill  were 
shown, 
Ir;  mingling  Colours,  or  in  placing  Light, 
Yet  still  the  fair  Designment  was  his  own. 

25 
For  from  all  Tempers  he  cou'd  Ser\'ice  dra^v 

The  worth  of  each,  with  its  Alloy,  he  1  new; 
And,  as  the  Confident  of  Nature,  saw 

How  she  Compactions  did  divide  and  brew. 


]. 


;» 
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26 

Or  he  their  single  Vertiics  ditl  survey, 
Uy  Intuition,  in  liis  own  larj^o  liriust, 

Where  ull  the  rich  Idea's  of  them  hty. 
That  were  the  Rule  uiid  Mea!>ure  to  the  rest. 

When  such  Iteroick  V'ertiie  Ileuven  sets  out, 
The  Stars,  like  Commons,  sullenly  obey  ; 
Because  it  drains  tiiem,  when  it  comes  about ; 
And  therefore  is  a  Tux  they  seldom  pay. 
38 
From  this  hii,'h  Spring,  our  Foreign  Con- 
quests How, 
Which  yi-t  more  (glorious  Triumphs  do 
portend  ; 
Sinco  their  Commencement  to  iiis  Arms  they 
owe. 
If  Sprin^^s  as  hijjhas  Fountains  mayascend. 

29 
lie  made  us  Free-men  of  the  Continent, 
Whom   Nature   did   like   Captives   treat 
before  ; 
To  nobler  Preys  the  English  Lion  sent, 
And  taught  him  lirst  in  Bflgian  Walks  to 
roar. 

30 
That  old  unquestiouM  I'ir.ite  of  the  Land, 
Proud  Roiiif,  with  Dread  the  Fate  of  Dun- 
kirk  heard  ; 
And  tremblin-,',  wish'd  behind  more  Alps  to 
stand, 
Althoui;h  an  Alexander  were  her  Guard. 

31 
By  his  Command  we  boldly  cros-.'d  the  Line 
And  bravely  fought  where  Southern  Stars 
arise  ; 
We  trac'd  the  far-fetcladCiokl  untotheMine, 
And  that  which  brib'd  our  Fathers,  made 
our  Prize. 


32 

Such  was  our  Prince,  yet  own'd  a  Soul  above 

The  highest  .Acts  it  could  produce  to  show  : 

Thus  iHJor  .Meclmnick  Arts  in  Publick  move. 

Whilst  the  deep  Secrets  beyond  Practice 

go. 

Nor  dy'd  lie  when  his  Ebbing  Fame  went 
less, 
But  when  fresh  L&urels  courted  him  to 
live : 
lie  seem'd  but  to  prevent  some  new  Success, 
As  if  above  what  Triumphs  Earth  could 
give. 

M 
Ilis  latest  Victories  still  thickest  came. 

As  near  the  Centre,  Motion  does  increase  ; 
Till  he,  press'd  down  by  his  own  weighty 
Name, 
Did,  like  the  Vestal,  under  Spoils  decease. 

35 
But  lirst,  the  Ocean,  as  a  tribute,  sent 

That  (Jiant-Prince  of  ull  her  Watry  Ilerd  ; 
Anil  th'    Isle,  wiien  her  protecting  Genius 
went. 
Upon  his  Obsecjuics  loud  Sighs  conferr'd. 

36 
No  Civil  Broils  have  since  his  Death  arose. 
But  Faction  now,  by  llubit,  does  obey  ; 
Au<l  Wars  have  that  Respect  for  his  R  !>ose. 
As  winds  for  llnUyous  when  they  breed  at 
Sea. 

37 
His  Ashes  in  a  Peaceful  Urn  shall  rest. 
His   Name  a  great   Example  stands   to 
show. 
How  strangely  high   Endeavours  may   be 
blessM, 
Where  Piety  and  Valour  jointly  go. 
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Aftrasa   Redux. 

A 

POEM 

On  the  Happy  Rertoration  and  Return  of  Hii 

Sacred  MAJESTY 

Charles    the    Second. 


Now  with  a  general  Peace  the  World  was 

blest. 
While  Ours,  a  World  divided  frcm  the  rest, 
A  dreadful  Quiet  felt,  arid  worser  far 
Than  Armes,  a  sullen  Interval  of  War : 
Thus,  when  black  Clouds  draw  down  the 

lab'ri/if;  Skies, 
Ere  yet  abroad  the  winged  Thunder  flics, 
An  horrid  Stillness  first  invades  the  car. 
And  in  that  silence  We  the  Temiiest  fear. 
Th'  ambitious  Swede  like  restless  Hillows  tost 
On  this  hand  gaining  uhat  on  that  he  lost. 
Though  in  his  life  he  lilood  and   Ruine 

breath'd,  i i 

To  his  now  guideless  Kingdom  Peace  bc- 

queath'd ;  (Fate, 

And  Heaven,  that  scem'd  regardless  of  our 
For  France  and  Spain  did  Miracles  create. 
Such  mortal  Quarrels  to  com|HMe  in  Peace 
As  Nature  bred  and  Int'rcst  did  encrease. 
We  sigh'd  to  hear  the  fair  Ibertan  Bride 
Must  grow  a  Lilie  to  the  Lilies  side,       [bed 
While  Our  cross  Stars  deny'd  us  Charles  his 
Whom  Our  first  Flames  and  Virgin  Love  did 

wed.  20 

For  his  long  al)scnce  Church  and  State  did 

groan ;  [Throne : 

Madness    the    Pulpit,    Faction    scii'd    the 
Experienc'd  Age  in  deep  despair  was  lost 
To  see  the  Rebel  thrive,  the  Loyal  crost : 
Youth  that  with  Joys  had  unacquainted  been 
liiivy'd  gray  hairs  that  once  good  Days  had 

seen :  [content. 

We  thought  our  Sires,  not  with  their  own 
Had  ere  we  came  to  age  our  Portion  spent. 
Nor  could  our  Nobles  hope  theirbold  Attempt 
Who  ruined  Crowns  would  Coronets  exempt : 
For  when  by  their  designing  Leaders  taught 
To  strike  at  Pow'r  which  for  themselves  they 

sought,  32 

Ti'xt  rrom  the  sieconil  eJition,  i6!^8.    The  first 
rditinn  was  in  i66u. 


i  info  Rebellion,  arm'd, 
action  by  the  Prize  was 


toil) 
(What  King,  what  Crown  from  Treasons 


The  vulgar  e 
Their  blood 
warm'd ; 

The  Sacred  Purple  then  and  Scarlet  Gown, 
Like  sanguine  Dye,  to  Elephants  was  shewn. 
Thus  when  the  bold  TypkoeusKiA'd  the  Sky 
And  forc'd  great  Jove  from  his  own  Heaven 

reach  is  free. 
It  Jove  and  Heaven  can  violated  be  ?).      40 
The  lesser  Gods  that  shar'd  his  prosp'rou» 

State 
All  sufler'd  in  the  Exil'd  Thunderer's  Fate. 
The  Rabble  now  such  Freedom  did  enjoy. 
As  Winds  a'  Sea,  that  use  it  to  destroy  : 
Blind  as  the  Cvclops,  and  as  wild  as  he, 
They  own'd  a  lawless  savage  Libertie, 
Like  that  our  painted  Ancestors  so  priz'd 
Ere  Empire's  Arts  their  Breasts  had  Civiliz'd. 
H(  w  Great  were  then  Our  Charles  his  woea, 

who  thus 
Was  forc'd  to  suffer  for  Himself  and  us  1  50 
He  toss'd  by  frfte,  and  hurried  up  and  down, 
Ileir  to  his  Fathers  Sorrows,  witn  his  Crown, 
Could  taste  no  sweets  of  Youths  desired  Age, 
But  found  his  Life  too  true  a  Pilgrimage. 
Unconquer'd  yet  in  that  forlorn  Esta'e, 
His  Manly  Courage  overcame  his  Fa'«, 
His  Wounds  he  took  like  Romnur    >..  his 

Breast, 
Which  by  his  Vertue  were  with  I.n'irels  drest. 
As  Souls  reach  Heav'n,  while  yti  in  Bodies 

pent. 
So  did  he  live  above  his  Banishment.        60 
That  Sun,  w  hich  we  beheld  with  couz'ned  eyes 
Within  the  Water,  mov'd  along  the  Skies. 
How  easie  'tis  when  Destiny  proves  kind. 
With  ful'  spread  Sails  to  run  before  the  Wind, 
But  those  that  'gainst  stiff  Gales  laveering  go 
Must  be  at  once  rcsolv'd  and  skilful  too. 
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He  would  not  like  soft  Olho  hope  prevent, 
But  stay'd  and  siiKcr'd  rortinic  to  npmt. 
Tiicse  Virtues  Galhn  in  a  Stranyer  son;^ht  ; 
And  Piso  to  Adojited  Empire  brought.      70 
How  shall    I   liiun   niv   doubtful  Tiiou^^lils 
express 

That  must  his  SufT'rinfjsbsthregretand  bless! 
For  when  his  early  Valour  IFcav'n  had  crost, 
And  all  at  Worc'ster  but  ti)e  honour  lost, 
Forc'd  into  exile  from  his  rijjthtful  Throne, 
He  made  all  Countries  whore  jie  came  his  ow  n, 
And  viewing  Monarchs  secret  Arts  of  sway 
A  Koyal  Factor  for  their  Kinj^doins  lay. 
Thus  baiiish'd  David  sjjent  abroad  his  time, 
V\  hen  to  be  Cods  Anointed  was  his  Crime,  .So 
And  when  restor'd,  made  his  proud  Neigh- 
bours rue  [drew : 
Those  choisc  Renia        '-"  from  liis  Travels 
iNor  IS  he  only  by  .               s  shown 
To  conquer  others                 jut  rule  his  own : 
Kecoy  ring  hardly  v            ,  lost  before, 
His  Rijht  mdcars  it  nnu  .1, 1- is  rurchasemore. 
Inur  d  to  stilfer  ere  he  came  to  raijjn. 
No  rash  procedure  will  his  Aclions^stain. 
To  bus  ness  ripened  by  digestive  thouuht. 
His  future  rule  is  into  .Method  hroiij;hl :    00  ' 
As  they  who  first  I'roi)ortion  understand,'     ' 
With  easie  Practice  reach  a  Master's  hand. 
Well  mi^ht  the  Ancient  Poets  then  confer 
On  Night,  the  honour'd  name  of  Connsdler, 
bmce  struck  with  rayes  of  prosperous  Fortune 

blind, 
We  Light  alone  in  dark  Alllictions  find. 
In  such  adversities  to  Scepttrs  train'd, 
The  nyime  of  Great  Jiis  famous  Grandsire 

Rain  d  : 
Who  yet  a  King  alone  in  Name  and  Right, 
With  hunger,  cold  and  angry  Jove  did  light  ; 
bhockd   by   a   Covenanting  Leagues   vast 
Pow  rs,  jQj 

As  holy  and  as  Catholick  as  ours  :  [known 
lill  Fortunes  fruitless  spight  had  made  it 
Her  blows  not  shook  but  riveted  his  Throne 

borne  lazy  Ages,  lost  in  Sleq;  and  Ease 
No  action  leave  to  biisie  Chronicles  ; 
.Such,  whose  supine  felicity  but  makes 
In  story  Casmes,  in  Effochc's  mistakes  : 
O  re  whom  Time  gently  shakes  his  wings  of 

Hown,  *' 

Till  with  his  silent  Sickle  they  are  mown  : 
.Juch  IS  not  Charles  his  too  too  active  age, 
Which  joveni-.l  by  the  wild  distemper'd  rage 
108  Casmes]  C/iasmes  /660. 


Of  some  black  .'^tar  infecting  all  the  Skies, 
Maile  him  at  his  own  cost  like  .4dam  wise. 
T:   inble  ye  Nations  who  senirc  before, 
Laught  at  those  Arms  that  'gainst  ourselves 

we  bore  ; 
Rous'd  by  the  lash  of  his  own  stubborn  Tail, 
Our  Lion  now  will  foreign  Foes  assail. 
With  .  //jjrt  who  the  sacred  Altar  strows  ? 
To  all  the  Sea-Cods  Clniilcs  an  Offering  owes; 
.\  Hull  to  thee  Porliiuns  shall  be  slain     121 
A  I^anib  to  yon  the  Tempests  of  the  Main  : 
For  those  loud  .Storms  that  did  against  him 

rore 

Have  cast  his  shijjwrack'd  Vessel  on  theshore. 
\  et,  as  wise  Artists  mix  their  Colours  so 
riiat  by  degrees  they  from  each  other  go, 
niack  steals  unheeded  from  the  iieichb'rinn 
white  ** 

Without  offending  the  well  couz'ned  sight, 
So  on  us  stole  our  blcssc<l  change  ;  while  we 
1  h  effect  did  feel  but  scarce  the  manner  see. 
iTosts  that  constrain  the  ground,  and  birth 

To  Flow'rs  that  in  its  womb  expecting  lie, 
Do  seldom  their  usurping  Pow'r  withdraw, 
I  "lit  raging  Floods  persue  their  hasty  Thaw  : 
OurThaw  wasmild.thcColdnot  chas'd  away, 
Lut  lost  m  kindly  heat  of  lengthned  day, 
Ileav'fi  would  no  bargain  for  its  Blessings 
drive,  " 

But  what  we  could  not  pay  for,  freely  give. 

The  Princeof  Peace  would,likehimself.confer 
A  (,1ft  unhoi)'d  without  the  j.rice  of  war.  140 
V  et,  as  heknewhisBlessingsworth.took  care 
I  hat  we  should  know  it  by  repeated  Prav'r, 
Which  storm'd  the  skies  and  ravish'd  Charles 

from  thence, 
As  Heav'n  itself  is  took  by  violence 
lioolh's  forward  \-alour  only  serv'd  to  shew 
He  durst  that  duty  pay  we  all  did  owe  : 

Ih  .Attempt w.is fair;  but  Heav'n's  prefixed 
liour 

Not  come  ;  so  like  the  watchful  Travcllor. 
that  by  the  Moons  mistaken  light  di('  rise 
Liiy  down  again  and  clos'd  hi,  weary  eves.' 
rwas  .MONK,  whom  Providence  desii-nM 

to  loose 
Those  real  bonds  false  Freedom  did  impose'. 
The  blessed  Saints  that  watch'd  this  turning 

.Scene  '' 

Didjrom  thejrStars  with  joyful  wpnder  lean, 

'■»"  J.!?'.';"'"^!  Travrllour  1660. 
i.M  AIO.NKJMONCK  i66o 


A  POEM,  ETC. 


To  sec  small  (Jucs  draw  vastest  weights  aloiiR, ' 
?u  'V^"",  ''""'  *'"*  '"  their  order  strong.  , 
Thus  I  encils  can  by  one  slight  touch  restor.  ! 
Smiles  to  that  changed  face  that  wept  befort  i 
VVith  ease  such  fond  Chymara's  we  persuc  I 
As  Fancy  frames  for  Fancy  to  subdue  ;  i6o 
But  wlien  ourselves  to  action  we  betake. 
It  shuns  tlic  Mint,  like  Gold  that  Chymists 

make : 
How  hard  was  then  his  Task,  at  once  to  be. 
What  m  the  body  natural  we  sec  ; 
Mans  Architect  distinctlv  did  ordain 
The  charge  of  Muscles,  Nerves,  and  of  the 

Brain. 

ThroughviewlessConduitsSpiritstodispense, 
The  Springs  of  Motion  from  the  Seat  of  Sense. 
Twas  not  the  hasty  product  of  a  day. 
But  the  well  ripened  Fruit  of  wise  delay.  170 
He  like  a  patient  Angler  er'e  he  stroak. 
Would  let  them  play  a  while  upon  the  hook. 
Our  healthful  food  the  Stomach  labours  thus. 
At  first  embracing  what  it  strait  doth  crush. 
Wise  Leeches  will  not  vain  Receipts  obtrude, 
While  growing  Pains  pronounce  the  Humors 

crude  ; 
Deaf  to  complaints  thcv  wait  upon  the  III, 
Till  some  safe  Crisis  authorize  their  Skill. 
Nor  could  his  Acts  too  close  a  Vizard  wear 
To  scape  their  Eyes  whom  Guilt  had  taught 

And  guard  with  caution  that  polldted  nest. 
Whence  Legion  twice  before  was  dispossest. 
OnceSacred  house,  which  when  they  entr'd  in, 
I  hey  thought  the  place  could  sanctifiea  sin; 
Like  those  that  vainly  hop'd  kind  Heav'n 

would  wink. 
While  to  excess  on  Martyrs  Tombs  they 

drink. 
And  as  devouter  Turks  first  warn  their  Souls 
10  part,  before  they  taste  forbidden  Bowls, 
bo  these  when  their  black  Crimes  they  went 

about, 

First  timely  charm'd  their  useless  Conscience 

out. 
Religions  Name  against  it  self  was  made  ; 
ihe  Shadow  serv'd  the  Substance  to  invade  : 
Uke  Zealous  Missions  they  did  Care  pretend 
"f  Souls  m  shew.butmadetheGold  theirend. 
The  incensed  Powr's  beheld  with  scorn  from 

high 
An  Heaven  so  far  distant  from  the  Sky, 


171  itroAk]  stropke /Ma 


Vv  h,<  '■  &..(-t,  with  horses  hoofs  that  beat  the 

Grouni! 
AiuIMurtiul  Br  ■  ,i  bely  the  Thunders  Sound. 
!«as    hence    at    length    just    Vengeance 

tlsoi'i^Dt  it  fit  , 

10  spetu  •.!»;:  Ruin  by  their  impious  wit. 
ThusS/orza  curs  d  with  a  too  fertile  brain. 
Lost  by  his  wiles  the  Pow'r  his  Wit  did  gain. 
Henceforth  their  Fogue  must  spend  at  lesser 

rate. 
Than  in  its  flames  to  wrap  a  Nations  Fate. 
Suffer  d  to  live,  they  are  like  Helols  set 
A  virtuous  Shame  within  us  to  b^et. 
For  by  example  most  we  sinn'd  before    207 
And  glass-like  clearness  mixt  with  frailty  bore. 
But  since,  reform'd  by  what  we  did  amiss. 
We  by  our  sufi  rings  learn  to  prize  our  bits. 
Like  early  Lovers,  whose  unpraclis'd  hearts 
Were  long  the  May-game  of  malicious  arts. 
When  once  they  find  their  Jealousies  were 

vain. 
With  double  heat  renew  their  Fires  again. 
Tw  as  this  produc'd  the  Joy,  that  hurried  o're 
Such  swarms  of  English  to  the  Neighb'rine 

shore 
To  fetch  that  Prize,  by  which  Batavia  made 
So  rich  amends  for  our  impoverish'd  Trade. 
Oh  hadyou  seen  UomSchevelinesh\Txm  Shore, 
(Crowded  with  troops,  and  barren  now  no 
more,)  jjq 

Afflicted  Holland  to  his  Farewel  bring 
True  sorrow,  Holland  to  regret  a  King  ; 
While  waiting  him  his  Royal  Fleet  did  ride. 
And  willing   Winds  to  their  lowr'd  Sails 
denied.  [out, 

The  wavering  Streamcrs.Flags.and  Standart 
The  merry  Seamens  rude  but  chearful  Shout ; 
And  last  the  Cannons  voice  that  shook  the^ 

Skies, 
And,  as  it  fares  in  sudden  Extasies,  228 
At  once  bereft  us  both  of  Ears  and  Eyes. 
The  Naseby  now  no  longer  Englands  shame. 
But  better  to  be  lost  in  Charles  his  name 
(Like  some  unequal  Bride  in  nobler  sheets) 
Receives  her  Lord :  The  joyful  London  meets 
The  Princely  York,  himself  alone  a  freight ; 
The  Swijt-sure  groans  beneath  great  Glouc's- 
lers  weight.  [these. 

Secure  as  when  the  Halcyon  breeds,  with 
He  that  was  born  to  drown  might  cross  the 

Seas. 
Heav'n  could  not  own  a  Providence, and  take 
The  wealth  three  Nations  ventur'd  at  a  stake. 
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The  same  iiidtilj;encc  Clmrhs  his   Vovace 
bless  (I,  'jj^ 

Which  in  his  right  had  Miracles  confcss'd. 
J  he  >\iiid.s  that  never  Moderation  knew, 
Afraid  to  blow  too  nin.  li,  too  faintly  blew  • 
"r  out  of  breath  with  jov  conid  not  cnlar.'e 
Their  straiKhtncd   hiinjjs,   or   conscious   of 

their  Charge. 
The  Hritish  Amphilryle  smooth  and  dear 
In  richer  Azure  never  did  apjjcar  ; 
J^roud  her  returning  Prince  to  entertain 
Uith  the  submitted  Kasces  of  the  Main 


And  welcom  now  (Great  Monarch)  to  your 
own ;  '       ^ 

Behold  th'  approaching  Clifles  of  Albion  -^ 
It  is  no  longer  Motion  cheats  your  view 
As  you  mftt  It,  the  Land  approacheth  you. 
i  ne  Land  returns,  and  in  the  white  it  wears 
i  he  marks  of  Penitence  and  Sorrow  bears 
Uut  you,  whose  Goodness  your  Descent  doth 
show. 

Your  FIcav'nIy  Parentage  and  Earthlv  too  ; 
iiy  that  same  mildness  which  jour  Fathers 
trown 

Not  ty  d  to  rules  of  Policy,  you  find        260 
Kevenge  less  sweet  than  a  forgiving  mind. 
Thus,  when  U.  Almighty  wouldNo .lL«give 
A  sight  of  all  he  could  behold  and  live  • 
A  voice  before  his  Enf     did  proclaim 
Long-Suffring,     Goodness,     Mercy     in     his 

vilr  r^'^'V'  '"^  ^T''^^  ^«"'   ''"bmit  your' 
^our  Gooclness  only  is  above  the  Laws  ; 
Wh(Ke  rigid  Letter,  while pronounc'd  by\ou 
Uh^^:K"'^'''^;.'^.''^'"'^=^''''''^"'n^estsbrew 

^'"^s  Th"'""  '^''*" "''''  °'^°"'''  '^'^  "'^''° 

And  as  those  Lees,  that  trouble  it,  rehne 
1  he  agitated  Soul  of  Generous  Wine. 

JuTh-  T  "r"*^  "f"*'*  ""^  former  Guilt 

S"ra„d!   '"  '  ^"'°"'''  ""  ^""^'^ 

VVho  in  their  haste  to  welcom  you  to  Land 
Choak-d  up  the  Beach  with  theiJ  still  growing 

MTilirin^  %^iWer  Torrent  on  the  Shore : 


I  reventmg  stil  your  Steps  and  making  hast 
To  meet  you  often  whereso-e're  you  past. 
How  shall  I  speak  of  that  triumphant  Day 

(A  month  that  owns  an  Interest  in  your 

Name:  ■' 

Von  and  the  Flow'rs  are  its  peculiar  Claim.) 
That  Star,  that  at  your  Birth  shone  out  so 

bright. 
It  stam'd  the  duller  Suns  Meridian  light, 
Did  once  again  its  potent  Fires  renew,    290 
Guiding  our  Eyes  to  find  and  worship  you. 

And  now  times  whiter  Series  is  begun. 
Which  in  soft  Centuries  shall  smoothly  run  ; 
Those  Clouds  that  overcast  your  Morn  shall 

Dispell'd  to  farthest  corners  of  the  Sky 
Our  nation,  with  united  Int'rcst  blest 

^\^t  T'c^""?"!  '''^*"  ""  Limits  know. 
But  like  the  Sea  m  boundless  Circles  flow. 
\  our  much  lov'd  Fleet  shall  with  a  wide 

Command 
Besiege  the  petty  Monarchs  of  the  LandT 

down  ''''  Off-spring  swallo;'d 

Our  Ocean  in  its  depths  all  Seas  shall  drown. 
Their^wealthy  Trade  from  Pyrate's  Rapine 

\nr  ?I'[^''^"*'  ^'"•" JJ"  "'"'•^  Advenfrers  be  : 
Nor  ,n  the  farthest  East  those  Dangers  fear 
Which  humble  Holland  must  dissemWe  here 
Spain  to  your  gift  alone  her  Indies  owm  • 
For  w^hat  the  Pow'rful  takes  not  he  besro;s 
And  Fr««..  that  did  an  Exiles  presence  F^ar' 
May  justly  apprehend  you  still  too  nLr.Nf, 
At  home  the  fiateful  names  of  Parti«  celle 
And  factious  Souls  are  weary'd  in  o  peac^ 
5w7 -'""^  now  are  on^  they  '^    "' 
^t!ayT''  ^°''  ^'^  ^""^  J"^*  C»"^^ 
Of  those  your  Edicts  some  reclaim  from  sins 
But  most  your  Life  and  Blest  ExTrnp^^w  „  ' 
tKay '""  "'"'"  "^'*^'"  '>»'^  '-St 
Oh  H^*^  '^r\  t°  have  more  Vows  topav  • 
2J  yS^'\  ?^  *'■'"«'"*«  'hose  afo'le 
uCn  th^fo^*  ^"  «■■?'  ^nMHs  throne  ! 
Toreshel'"'  «'°*''*  °^  ^^^  ""^  Arts 
TheWorlda  Monarch.and  that  Monarch  You, 
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TO  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY, 

..  PANEGVKICK  ON  Ui6  CORONATION. 
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In  that  wild  DfliiRc  wlierc  the  world  was 

drownd, 
When  life  and  sin  one  common  Tombe  had 

found, 
The  first  small  |)rospect  of  a  rising  hill 
VVith  various  notes  of  Joy  the  Ark  did  fill : 
^  et  when  that  flood  in  its  owi,  depths  was 

drown  d, 
It  left  behind  it  false  and  slipp'ry  ground, 
And  the  more  solemn  [wmp  was  still  deferr'd 
Till  new-born  Nature  in  fresh  looks  appear'd; 
Ihus  (Royall  Sir,)  to  see  you  landed  here 
\\as  cause  enough  of  triumph  for  a  vcar  • 
Nor  would  your  aire  those  glorioii's  jovcs 
repeat  '  ■  ^^ 

Till  they  at  once  might  be  secure  and  great : 
Till  your  kind  beams  by  their  continu'd  stav 
Had   warm  d    the   ground    and   call'd   the 
Uamps  away. 

Such  vapours,  while  your  pow'rful  Influence 
dries. 

Then  soonest  vanish  when  they  highest  rise. 
^S"         "'"^  '""^'^  "^^^^  p'^- 
^°"'l&-  '^^°"'^'''  ^'''^  '"  ^""^  Triumphs 
But  this  untainted  yea-  is  all  your  own, 
^  our  glory  s   may  without  our  crimes  be 

shown. 
We  had  not  yet  exhausted  all  our  store, 
Vlhenyourefresh'dourjoyesbyaddinRmorc: 

Vou  gave  us  Manna  and  still  give  us  new 
Now  our  sad  mines  are  rcniov'd  from  sight, 

delf'hT-^""  ""'""  ^'^""^^^  '"''''  """'^ 

Time  seems  not  now  beneath  his  years  to 
stoop, 

^°^  ^f^  .*"'   "^'"^^  ^^^^   ''*''*'>'   feathers 

Soft    western  winds  waft  o're  the  gaudv 
spring,  " 

^"'^bXg'**  ^"""  °^  ""'"'''  ^"'^  '''<^^°'"* 
Aot  King  of  us  alone  but  of  the  year. 


Text  from  the  original  .-.lition.  1661, 


All  eyes  you  draw,  and  with  the  eves  the 
heart. 

Of  yourown  pomp  your  self  the  greatest  part  • 
Loud  shouts  the  Nations  happiness  proclaim. 
And  Ilcav  n  this  day  is  feasted  with  your 

Name.  ^ 

Vour  Cavalcade  the  fair  Spectators  view, 
Hom  thcirhigh  standings, yet  lookuptoyou. 
Irom   your   brave    train  each  singles  out 

a  Prey 

And  longs  to  date  a  Conquest  from  your  day. 
Now  charg'd  with  blessings  while  you  seek 
repose. 

Officious  slumbers  haste  your  eyes  to  close  ; 
I  And  glorious  dreams  stand  ready  to  restore 
The  pleasing  shapes  of  all  ycu  saw  before. 
Next  to  the  sacred  Temple  you  are  led, 

Head'-''  "  ^"'°""  ^°'  ^°"'  "'°"'  '^""'^ 

»    "justly  from  the  Church  that  Crown  is 
due, 

Prcserv'd  from  ruine  and  restor'd  by  you  ! 
The  gratefull  quire  their  harmony  employ 
Not  to  make  greater,  but  more  solemn  joy. 
V\rapt  soft  and  warm  your  Name  is  sent  on 

iiign, 
As  flames  do  on  the  wings  of  Incense  fly  :^' 
•Musique  .  erself  is  lost,  in  vain  she  brings 
Hrr   choiscst   notes  to  praise  the  best  of 

Kings : 

""  foJnd"^  '''"'"'  '"  ■'"°"  "  '°'"^*'  '"^"'^ 

And  lye  like  Bees  in  their  own  sweetnessc 
drowned. 

He   that  brought  peace  and  discord  could 

attonc. 
His  Name  is  Musick  of  itself  alone. 
Now  while  the  sacred  oyl  anoints  your  hca,]. 

I         spread"'  '""'''  '''^""  ^'""'  >'""• '"'^^ 
Through  Jhe  large  Dome,  the  peoples  joyful 

^'"'grou'nd:''   ''"'   '''''""''^   '"   ''^"'"^'^ 
Which  in  one  blessing  mixt  descends  on  >ou 
As  he^htned  spirits  fall  in  richer  dew.  ^     ' 
Not  that  our  wishes  do  increase  your  store 
Full  of  your  self,  you  can  admitL  moreT 


\Ve  add  no   to  your  glory,  but  employ 
Our  time  ike  Angels  in  expressing  Joy 
Nor  IS  It  duty  or  our  hopes  alone 
Create  that  joy,  but  full  fruition  :  70 

We  know  those  blessings  which  we  must 

possesse 
And  judge  of  future  by  past  happinesse, 
No  promise  can  oblige  a  Prince  so  much 
Mill  to  be  good,  as  long  to  have  been  such. 
A  noble  Emulation  heats  your  breast 
And  your  own  fame  now  robbs  you  of  your 

Good  actions  still  must  be  maintain'd  with 

gOOu, 

As  Ixxlies  nourish'd  with  resembling  food 
Vou  have  already  quench'd  sedition's  brand- 
And  zeal  (which  burnt  it)  only  warms  tht- 
Land.  „ 

The  jealous  Sects,  that  dare  not  trust  their 

cause 
So  farre  from  their  own  will  as  to  the  Laws, 
Vou  for  their  Umpire  and  their  Synod  take 
And  their  appeal  alone  to  Cctsar  make. 
Kind  Heav'n  so  rare  a  temper  did  provide 
fhat  guilt  repenting  might  in  it  confide 
Among  our  crimes  oblivion  may  be  set. 
But  'tis  our  Kings  perfection  to  forget  ' 
Virtues  unknown  to  these  rough  Northern 

climes 
From   milder  heav'ns  you  bring,  without 

their  crimes. 
Your  calmnessedoes  no  after  Storms  provide 
Nor  seeming  [latience  mortal  anger  hide. 
VV  hen  Empire  first  from  families  did  spring. 
Then  every  Fathrr  ^'overn'd  as  a  Kin^  • 
hut  you  that  are  a  Soveraign  Prince,  allay 
linperial  pow  r  with  your  paternal  sway 
l-rom  those  great  cares  when  ease  your  soul 

unbc:;ds, 
Your  Pleasures  are  design'd  to  noble  ends  : 
Uorn  to  command  the  Mistress  of  the  Seas, 
V  our   Thoughts   themselves   in    that    blue 
Empire  please.  ,00 

Mither  in  Summer  ev'nings  you  repair 
lo   ake  the  fruisclieur  of  the  purer  air  : 
Liidaunted  here  you  ride  when  Winter  raves 
H  ith  Ufsars-  heart  that  rose  above  the  waves 
More  I  tculd  si,.g,  but  fear  my   Numbers 

stays  ; 
No  Loyul  Subject  dares  that  courage  praise. 


TO  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY. 


«3 

In  stately  Frigats  most  delight  you  find.  ~ 
nM  '^  ^""'^  ^''  your  nStial 

^^'""Ln^ce  °"'  ""^  ^^  °*^  '*  '*""'  ^""n 

^'''defeni^""'  '''"''"''*  *"^'  '»^  ''"' 
Beyond  your  Court  flows  intheadmitted  tide** 
Where  m  new  depths  the  wondCfist' 
Here  in  a  Royal  bed  the  waters  sleep. 

cree^  '  '"'   ''^  ""'''"   ">'*    »->'  »'->• 
Here  the  mistrustfull  foul  no  harm  susoecN 
So  safe^are  all  things  which  our^K^rpV:* 

From  your  lov'd  Thawrs  a  blessing  yet  is  due 
Second  alone  to  that  it  brought  in  you  •      ' 

^'l^vlir  '''"^'  '•'"'  «omb,^orda'inVl 

The  souls  of  Kings  unborn  for  bodies  wa.V^ 

Yourr;  •  ^^^^  ^-f^^V"^^^  ^'-^^^^  ceae* ; 

peaci^  "     ''"'"^  '°  >'°"'  Countiits 

With  Gold  or  Jewels  to  adorn  your  bride 

While  h'  r"^''/^  ^'"«  P^«"'»^  "^^  ore 
Uhile  that  with  Incense  does  a  God  implore 
Two  Kingdoms  wait  your  Doom  ;   and    as 

you  choose,  ' 

This^miu^t  receive  a  Crown  or  that  must 

Thus  from  your  Royal  Oke,  like  Jove's  of  old 
Are  Answers  sought,  and  Destinies  fore-tcld  ' 
I  ropitious  Oracles  are  beg'd  with  Vows     3/ 

boughs"  ^'■°^'   "P**"   '^'  ^«""j 

Your  Subjects,  while  you  weigh  the  Nations 

Suspendiobolh  their  doubtfull  love  or  hate  • 
Choose  only,  (Sir.)  that  so  they  may  possesse 
With  their  own  peace  their  Childrens  happi- 
nesse.  '  '^ 


;] 


1 1.)  from  I  S„wf  cdilon:  jrfj.t  near.     //  /f  cU„, 


To  mf  Lord  CHANCELLOR, 

presented  ou  New- Years-Day,   \66i. 

My  Lord,  ,  ^     c  i    •  ■• 

i  o  t'ue  themselves,  not  you.  an  happy  Viar 

How  much  they  hope,  but  not  how  well  they 

love,  ' 

The  Mus,s,  who  your  early  Courtship  boast. 
Though  now  your  Muuks  are  with  their 

lleauty  lost. 
Vet  watch  their  Time,  that,  if  vou  have 

lorgot 

TheywcreyourMistresses.theworldmaynot: 
Decay  d  by  Time  and  Wars,  they  only  p  ove 
Their  fornar  Beauty  by  your  former  llov. 
And  now  j.resent,  us  Ancient  Ladies  ,lo     n 

For  srMI  Vl''^  '°"*^'r  '^■"«"'  ■''''  f»''^'d  to  woo. 
lor  st.ll  ihey  !ook  on  you  with  such  kind 

tyes 
As  those  that  see  the  Church's  Sovereit-n  rise 
"'stair  "'"'  ^'^''  ^'''°''^' '"  ^''«^e  »I3; 
■Ihey  thmk  themselves  the  second  Choise  of 

wll'i'  Tu^r"''^  y^o^^Tc\i  into  ExHe  went. 
\V.t  and  KehtMon  suffer'd  JJanishment. 

They  with  the  vanquished  Prince  and  Par^y 

And  leave  their  Tem,,|es  emj.iy  to  the  Foe 
At  length  the  Muses  stand  ristor'd  aRain 
To  tlm  _,reat  Charge   which   Natu'r^did 

uSiS^:ji^^t^r^!:;sf;;-|"- '"^^  ^^»cy was .;;  j;; 

State.  "'  ""''  K"'^''  "'«   ?^"»  fifcat  for  any  Subject  to  ret.iin 

T..e  Xat^n-s  Sou,,  our  Monarch,  d.s  dis- 1  (?^;;3.Sii:j:J::;?;-«T;th.-rs 

HSi-F- !'^-  -  I  ^^  &-^  --  -  Wure  Of 

r.  "In  XS  i::,;;^:^!:::.;!' r '%'"  i  ;!^'y'^  i^-"' '^'^'^  ^"'"---  •-  Deceit 

i;..til  the  Kartirsee.;!:^^^    o  tl^^S^'^  I  Si::ir''r^':^""^^'if"'  '>"<^aCheat. 


A    II  "       • """c  yuu  are  lom  d 

And  beyond  that  no  farther  Heav'n  can  find. 
So  well  your  V  irtucs  do  with  liis  acree 
ihat.  thoush  your  Orbs  of  different  Great- 

ness  be. 
Yet  both  are  for  each  other's  use  dispos'd, 
His  to  enclose,  and  yours  to  be  endos'd  :  40 
Aor  could  another  in  your  Room  have  been. 
txcc|)t  an  Emptiness  had  come  between. 
\Ve II  may  he  then  to  you  his  Cares  impart 
And  share  his  Burden  where  he  sharM  his 
Heart. 

In  you  his  Sleep  still  wakes ;  hispleasurcs  find 

Mhur"  ''""'  '■"  >'°"'  '*^"^^K 

So.  when  the  weary  Sun  his  Place  resigns. 

I  ,sH  "'  '."  ^"^'"  '"'^I'y  ^'^f^^^^ion  shines. 
Justice,  that  sits  and  frowns  where  publick 

Exclude  soft  Mercy  from  a  private  Cause,  50 
In  >  our  Tribunal  most  hersJf  does  please  ; 
Ihere  oi.ly  smiles  because  she  lives  at  Eas^. 
And,  like  young  David,  finds  her  Strength  the 
more  *r 

When  disencumber'd  from  those  Arms  she' 
Heaven  would  your  Royal  Master  should 

exceed 
Most  in  thatVirtue.  which  we  most  did  need- 
And  US  mild  Father,  who  too  late  did  find 
All  Mercy  vain  but  what  with  Pow'r  was 

join  d. 
His  fatal  Goodness  left  to  fitter  Times 

BnJ  «i'""";r  [*,"•  »° fl'solve  our  Crimes : 
But  when  the  Heir  of  this  vast  Treasure 
knew  , 

61 


e«  •  .u-  7.  ^'^'-"'■>  join  a  unto  the  .^ 
So  m  this  Hemisphere  our  utmost  V Lw 
I^miJy^bounded  by  onr  King  and  you. 


-:r.j;ri:'^.,:'i^-'-'"-. '^^'. 


wltr'i!'  H^  *'^''"'  '*  "°'''«^  as  your  End : 

.hid.  I         Que      "^  *■''"'■'•'' *'^'"'g'''""«i'''J«»'«^ 

"  ' .  As  Men  do  Nature,  till  we  came  to  you.    ' ' 


' 


Ai.d  as  the  Indies  were  not  found  before 
Tho^^nch  Perfume,  which  from  the  happy 

Tlje  Winds  upon  their  balmy  Wings  convev'd 

So  by  your  Counsels  we  are  brouoht  to  view 
A  rich  and  undiscovered  World  in  you 
Whfch"  Kii;  ^°"'*"''  '^'^  "•"  Fam^issure 
secure?     "•"      '"'^''  ""'  '■'"'"°'  "ve 
For  grospemus  Princes  gain  the  Subjecu 

^^''''hlvVpH;"!  ■""'''  '"  *'"^''  •''^•"^'^« 
Hy  you  he  fits" those  Subjects  to  obey. 
As  Heaven's  Eternal  Monarch  does  convey 
ujiil  •  ""  u""'.""''  **»"  'o  »'«  Design^ 

Our  setting  Su,i  from  his  declining  Seat 
S  ^"""1  ?^K"'''"'^«s  on  you.  not  Sf  lltlf 
And  when  h.s  Love  was  boundt^l  in  a  few  80 
fhat  were  unhappy  that  they  might  beTru? 

Made  you  the  Favourite  of  his  lasfsad  Tine  • 
That  IS  a  Sufferer  in  his  Subjects'  Cr  m^  •' 
fhusjhose  first  Favours  yoJ  re^eiv'7w"re 

''""n"enr"''  ^'^"^'  '"  *"''''y  P""«»'- 
Vet  Fortune,  conscious  of  your  Destinv 
J-ven  then  took  Care  to  lay^  youSl7by 
And^rapt  your  Fate  am'o.^  her  p^eciVus 

Kept  fresh  Jo  be  unfolded  with  your  Kine. 
■Shown  all  at  once,  you  dazzled  so  our  Ev« 
As  new-born  Pallas  did  the  Gods  surprit^ 
When,   sprn.ging   forth   from  Jove'r,t,y. 
closuig  Wound,  •'  ,„, 

She  struck  the  warlikeSpear  into  theGrou.  d  • 

WhichsproutingLeavesdidsuddenlyendS' 

And  peaceful  Olives  shaded  as  they  r^e      ' 

How  strangely  active  are  the  Arts  of  Pesice 

cLsf/'"'  ^^""""^  '^^  '*«>«  War'^do 

Peace  is  not  freed  from  Labour,  bul^from' 

That  'likiM!??  ^f  :*''^^"?^  °f  y«"r  wind 

behL;'"  '^"*"  ^'  "  '•'^^^^  «-  Sense 
^'''X£V°  '''"°°''''y  »-"  «"d  roll  oir 
That  rapid  Motion  does  but  Rest  appear. 


^0  MV  LORt)  CHANCELLOR. 


For  as  m  Nature's  Swiftness,  with  theTJ.ronr 
W  flymg  Orbs  while  ours  is  borne  alone     ' 
All  seems  at  rest  to  the  deluded  Eye     ^' 
5'°^/'  ^^y 'he  Soul  of  the  same  iSmony 

Let  F^v     *^'*"^«  «'«^  y«  in  Motion  shire. 
Let  Envy  ,  .»„  those  Crimes  within  you  !« 
Horn  which  the  happy  never  must  b^7r«' 

Th.y^^  notM'''/-7*"«*  °^  '"'"'"^  Pride. 
I  nink  It  not  hard,  if  at  so  cheap  a  Rate 

You  can  secure  the  C:onstancy  of  Fate 

Wh^^^kindness  sent  what  d4  theSl&alice 

By  lesser  ills  the  greater  to  redeem  • 

tete-r^a-3 

AK^n"  •'■'f'^'T'  ""'^  admires  to  fed' 
A  Fate  so  weighty  that  it  stops  her  Whee  . 
I^i  all  things  else  above  our  humble  Fatf 

Uut  hke  some  Mountain  in  those  happy  hks 
smiled. ''"P"'""*  ^"^""S  younS'Cre 

Your  Greatness  shows  ;  no  horror  to  affricht 
STigS';^''"^'^  '"'^  Flowers  to  c^t'  . 

JnTi^rn"'"'"  '"*'l"'*''  itself  a  while 

^guile^'''""''   ^'""'^   ''°   "*   "^'fiht 
^"^p^™^'™"  niounts,  but  so  as  Billows 

Wh<«e  rise  not  hinders  but  makes  short  our 


^°"k,?ow7'  ''^''^  '^°''  "°  ^""  °^  ■^''"'"^" 
Sees  rolling  Tempests  vainly  beat  below  • 
And,J.keOW.,.  Top,  the  Impression 

Of  Love  and  Friendship  writ  in  former  Years 
Yet,  unimpair'd  with  Labours  or  with  S* 
Your  Age  but  seems  to  a  new  Youth  to  cZb* 
(Thus  heavenly  Bodies  do  our  Tirne  bem 
JnH  ";?,f ."'«,  ^^'''^"Ke.  but  share  no^art  of  t  ) 
And  s  ,„  ,t  shall  without  a  Weight  increas^ 
Like  tim  New-year,  whose  Motions  never 


ll 


1  ^ 


iTiUe-ptgt       Original  Edition.] 

ANNVS    ^flRABILlS: 
Ti.j  Year  of 

WONDERS. 

1666. 

AN  HISTORICAL 

POEM 

CONTAINING 
The  Progrrfs  and  various  Succeffes  of  our  Naval 
War  >v,.h  >/„W,.u„der  .he  Conduft  of  hT 
Highnrf.  Pr,„ceRup„^,  and  His  Grace  the 

UUKtOt  /itBEMARl.  A 

And  defcribing 

THE     FIRE 

L^  N°b  O  js£ 

By  John    Dryi^em,  Efq- 

Uris  uu.ua  ru,t  mutts,  L,  ^"^"'*  '*'*"'"'•  *^  *'^'"- 


^k^r  in  the  Lower  Walk  oUhe  /V.*  £.r./,*.^,.  ,567. 
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The  YEAR  of 

WONDERS, 

M.  DC.  LXVI. 


AN 


Hiftorical  Poem. 


ALSO 

A  rOEM  on  the  Happy  Ri.to^ation  and  Return  of 

His  Late Sdcrei  MA  JE^TT 

Likewise 
A  Panioyiick  on  His  CORONATIOJST 
xxT  .  TOGETHER 

With  a  Poem  to  My  Lord  Chancellor 
Prefemed  on  KewJTe^s.Dsy.     t66i. 


By  yOH:\^V<RrVEN,Efcii 


^MToZi^:r^i:%'V°'^''''  /*rr/-^*-..   and  fold  by 


il,i^i 


i  J 
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TO  THE 
METROPOLIS 

OF 
GREAT  BRITAIN 

The  most  renowned  and  late  flourishing 
City  of  London, 
in  its 
REPRESENTATU'ES 

Th.  Ix)RD  Mayor  and  Court  of  Aldfrmen, 
the  Sheriffs  and  Commo.n  Council  of  it. 


i 


I 


^y^^Pi!i^^z:^:z^^r:^::;X   "--to the Metropo.. of 

of  such  a  Dedication  should  bet-in  it  with  thn^r        ''^*''«*«  to  jjive  the  first  Exami)le 
of  true  Loyalty.  iuvinciUe  Sa  ' .  ad  u,l  Zl'  r  ^"^  *"*'  **'  "  ''''"""  '«  "»  oSl 
prais'd  for  the  sanie  Virtues,  but  ratrm^i^l.    i      -''.''?.'*"'y-    ""'"  *'t''^^s  have  bee„ 
t  .e.r  Reputation  ;   their  Fame  has  b^ln  T^t  tb  ^.'h  '"''  ''''^!  ^l^'^-'v  1'"'''-^^ 
hough  necessary,  War,  a  consumingPestn.    J  Zh.^    '*''*'  '"="  "*»»  ""  «I>ensive, 
yourselves  w.th  that  humility  to  the  Ju  n      ' ^^tf^°''  consuming  Fire.     To  subn.it 
raise  your«ves  with  that  Vigo,    above  ah  I       a^Vli?'''"'  V"^  "'  ""^  «'"«^  ''".e  to 
20  above  and  f^„  belovv.  to  l>e  struck  down  a„dto^ri^^,i.  •%^:  ™'"»'«''-^l  «' once  from 
Trials  have  been  ever  parulk-IM  in  any  .\atbn  the  J.  i  ^'     '   ^''"°*  ""'  **''«"'"  su'h 
can  be.     Never  had  Prince  or  Peo.Te  mnrl  „  '  ^''V      '""""  ""'^  successes  of  them  never 
for  each  other  can  indear  affecuCn'     You  have     ''  '?"""' k'"  '**""  ^^^''  "'hrr,  if  suffer^ 
through  many  difficulties  ;    He     Irouah  a  lo^.  'f"'^  ''^''^"  ^  P^"  «*  "^t^hless  Love  i^ 
the  mterposition  of  many  Riv  U   wh«     •  1      ?  ^'"'^■'  ''""°"^  traverses  of  Fortune  and 
and  certainfy  you  nave  h^ad  your 's|?,'e  in tff '^'  '""^'^  ""^  ^^"''''^^  Vou  ^^om  fli";'' 
want  of  Trade,  that  you  micht  n.Sir  l2.     ?7'^"-     ^"*  ''"-ovidence  has  cast  upon    on' 
rest  of  your  afflictio,-^  "reT   n  EL'"erts"o;S'''  f^T'''  "^f"^'»'-  =  ^  th 
of  them  havmg  been  m  the  Remn  ^  .k  ..    *  Displeasure  (frequent  examnle* 

30manif«ti„gof%„rChriiian  andC^i  v,;^^^   T"""  ^r'f^  *'"'"  o?caJ^nI  foTVl^ 
H  justly  dedicated,  because  lou  ha  ^e  mSe Tt' so     C  "T"^"'''  ""^  ^''"^  "/  »'"'"'''' 
RLn^V"^  Age*,  and  who  have  buil   your^,'^  J.Lnn'!  f  u  *°  ''""'^  *  ^"""l"  '« 
Rums.     You  are  now  a  Phcenix  in  her  .sl.^       1      '•?'»°'t'''  Monument  on  your  own 
a  great  Emblem  of  the  suffe   ng  Ddtv     S  U^l""  '"  '^  ""."'""^^y  "»"  W^oaH 
Virtue,  to  leave  it  miserable.     I^.aveheard^n.WH  7  ""'"  ^"^'^  '^  ""'^'^  P^ty  an 
ended  unfortunately,  but  neve    of  any  virt  ^nl?  v"!-'"'"'  ^'""""*  ^'"^""s  who  have 
deeply,  when  the  Cause  becomes  ^  Tn^er         a  '  .  ^'**""'  •    Providence  is  engaeed  Too 
ruin  of  that  People  at  home    w  nH It  h^s  f  1    "^  ^  ^"T  ''"^k'"'^  *'  has  r«olved    le 
tlierefore.  to  conclude  that  vo.ir  S  .ff    •  ''^'^'^  ''^''^'^  **'»''  ■'^"ch  .Successes      I  ^m 

40  has  not  been  more  an  Hi  tor  o?"*^  '  d:s^n. -r  '"  f,'"''  "V^  "'^  «««  P''"  Sy  P.S 
restoration.  The  accomplishLu  c^fwhicrh  "»!''"'  """  "'^""'"  *  Prophecy  of  yo,r 
»««>  so  i.  by  none  more'  passStdy  S^^  ^^  "  '^  "«^  *-h  of  all  true  £«£;" 

The  greatest  of  Vour  Admirers. 

and  most  humble  of  your  Servants, 

John  Dryde.\, 


Sir, 


AN 

ACCOUNT 

OF   THE 

ENSUING  POEM, 

IN 
A  LETTER 
TO  THE  HONOURABLE 
S'-  ROBERT  HOWARD. 


0/  perusing  a  Play  for  me,  and  nlJ^sUadoUn  aL  Tj  '""*  "Tf  '  *"'*  """*  '**  'roubU 
tn  ih.  Correction  of  a  Poem.  B«/  /  ;',  vl(^r  to  t  f/^^'S'''''  ^  ^"^  Vven  you  a  great" 
vou  the  encouragement  of  a  Marty^,  yoJcouMntt'":  L^"  Persecution,  I  uHlat  lelst  gZ 

the  motives,  the  beginning,  progress  aud  JM.Z.l   i  '    ■  "^'"  '"*'«  "/«"»  w*  to  describe 

the  care  management,  a.^  prulene' oourK^'"  1^^^^^^^  ""'"-"^  War     7nU 

and  0  two  tncombarable  General,  •  h.L  ^i.',  ^o*^»cl  and  valour  of  a  Roval  Admiml 
three  glorious  Victories,  ihrrTuLfauZTn^^^^^^^  "'  ?>'\Captain/ anHrameiZi  .o 
b„tw,lhal  the  greatest  Argument  lLlanbii2lJ''V''J^  ^'"  '*'  ««'  deplorable, 
sudden,  so  vast  and  miserable,  asnolhiZ  /J^^  ni'-  'H  ''"'""'Hon  being  so  swift  so 
Poem,  relating  to  the  War,  is  bu  adTeitZ^.?^^'^  '"  •^""■>'-  ^*'  /^^^^  pm  of  this 
".  ./.  All  Gentlemen  are'almo  J gejf  it -Jn^  Tl  ""  ''"""*  ""^  ^''•;  ««*'  clltry 
advantage  to  the  Commonalty  of  Engfi  to  be  i^fJ,^'"^u  ""  """'"•  «*  '^"^^  S'«*  /*«J 
./France  would  never  suffer  in' their^ Peasants  /  cS  '"/r"'"  '""^''  «'*''*  /*'  «*S 
uA^  Aa^  *.«,  ever  orward  to  appear  inalTEn,t,lL.  ""/  *?'"  '*'""«  '*«  *«' '"  «  /"^rw*. 
W  ^/W  A/;;,.     The  latter  part  %  my^ptT^S'^  «'*1'*'' *"  "'>nour  and  GenZlZ 

ihal  1  have  wanted  words  to  celebrate  theZZT^  J       ^"^  '  **"*  «'*«'^*  «"«•'  ^«  consticuou^ 
notEpich,  though  both  the  JconfandlZZ^'^^^^^^     I  ha,y  called  my  PoemSor"c"l 
b;  since  the  Action  is  not  properly  one  IrZ        """''  ,^1?/'*  «  -"^  P'^'"  'on  conain 
t'lJg'd  ,1  too  bold  a  title  for  afewSiL^'l     ii       'f^^'P'^h'd  in  the  last  successei   Ih^.: 
or  the  longest  of  the  I^l^l     Fo^htsl'e^'t:)?!  ''"''  ""7/"  «"'"*-  '*«"««%// ifc 
too  m.erdy  to  the  laws  of  History)  I  Jl  ah  ,n    ^    '"'".'•"?'  "/  K"/*.  but  broken  action   U'd 
Htstmans  in  Verse  than  EpSpoet7;Z  whZ'r^.^  'fT  "'''^  '"''*  L"""  ""A-^^J 
though  a  worse  Writer,  may  nwre  iusth  h.nT ■,^'' '//  ""«  «*"  deceived,  Silius  Itaiia!^ 
quatrains  or  stanza's  J/Z,^  ZVjtJll   i  "''""."«'•    -^  *««"  ^A««,  to  Jite  mv  Ii«L  .^' 
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/  hflhn  on  ;  and  nol  only  so.  buUu  bZali^L  It  I.  i'  ."V"  •^"'•'■•••i'*  A^  is  to  cany 
lines  together.  For  those  uho  \Jnu  "onfih^^h?.  1  /*'"''  '*'  ''""*/""«"•  ^rnse  ol  lour 
list  line  o,  the  Sian/u  ,.  to  be  ZZerJj  Ae't^  *■'"'  'T'.  *""''  "^^^O'-l'dge  tha  llZ 

a  word  uhuh  ,s  not  a.n.J  EnsL.  o  JnThevarUtln,  I  '^'T').^'  concluding  tuh 
our  Fathers  hraclhed.  And  lor  the  Fe,Ll/l\-l.l'z  ,,'"'"'>'<'/''«"<//.■  h'hymes  ;  all  which 
uHk  the  Itafian  ,„  n,ery  l£u%  tZt^^^^^ 

^M'r«'  <>/  Ihar  activity  the  lurg.r.    I  have  duel    iJl,^  '-■^Slhennig  oj  their  Chain  makes  the 
you  ntay  ren.,nher  is  much  hitter  ././.'^wt  M  "fe  "/  "'^  '^'a'^a.  «•*«>* 

*<«/.«  to  acquaint  you  with  my  endeavours   „  the  -^    ^       ;""'<i'lHTt  ;  and  therefore  I  will 
vT  ^"Z'^"  ""•  '''■'•■'i^ion  o  any  NmZlZ„  Z    \   '"  '^'"""J  '  '"i"  ""'v  say  I  have 
t    there  be  any  such  ir! another  lanZvlafluVlt'^''''^^^^^ 
I  could  not  prevail  myself  of  it  ,>rX  F, '  Hsl       1    "       '".  "I  """^  "I  '"'  ''harstlia.  y,1 

ThundrmgofGuns,  the  Smoke,  the  l)iwr7fraud  L{"i     '?'^"'^' "'"""^  "'"  Poets,  of  the 
noltons.    And  certa.nly  as  ll'osj^.ho   i       flJ^^  '    '""  ««  ">'se  are  common 

-  fallacy,  so  those  uho  do  ,t  .n  any  /V.^^.te^J^^^Ji^'r  i^rS-Jr '  ''"""'  '"'' 
Descriptas  scrvar.  vices.  opcrun,.|ue  colores 

30  W  7^r/i?i^^tS^«±  ^;>-  '  ^T  'W..  .  ,.  .W  .  learn  • 
wanted  opportunity  to  correct  thnn    tZ  whol^Pn     V       T  *'"'  "''  "■'""".  *'•«««  /  W 

«  ttr,/,„g  „  «,,„  g,,^/,   .,  ^,^^  IhanrecomZl'lT^r'-  ,^ '■"'">"8'"/'c  trouble     had 

u^jrm  ,„  celebrating  the  Praises  of  MUtarv  ZTTn       1  ^  ""  ^'''""'" '    '  /""«</  mself  so 

//^f  Koyal  Pain.ly,  so  also  that  this  I  have  uriiZJli  ,  "^  '""'•  '•*^'7'">«l?  ofily 

performed  on  any  other.     I  have  hJ  r  <,  /  ,   ^  "'  '*""  "  ^'""'A  iw/.r  ///„„  -,/„/  /  /     • 


»'l// , 
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>  leavt 


it 


loproued  Iron,  ,.,/  in  the  li'nrral/oL„,:I,l^Z'^^^^^^^  /'"«f.n«/JJ:; 


-  Thin,.:  TV.  n^tn:;);;^  7    :z  SS"  "-«i''r ./  /v.,^:^:;;;;:;.  ^y^' 


■^'ililhrsis  { ^,. 

poor  Para.K.a.asia':-  n^ilha^i/irj^Zuni:/^::,^^'  1  "''T^'  "'"  '*'  * '"f/'  ^/ '«  ^ 
hu  monspanngly  used  by  Viruil ;  but  i  is  ToZJltll    T"  ^f """'''  "S^clfd  Ay  I.ucan.  ,„ 
^^/o«..  ol  spruh.  lluit  it  sets  brfore  yo7 ,yVs,hcZ^^^^^^^^  "^^  dfuription,  dnss/d  insueh    ^ 

than  nature  So  then,  the  first  happiness  ouLTmA^^^^^  "'  f^^""*' "'"'  '"'^'  delightfuly 
J  K  "/  '*'  '*«"'«*'.-  the  second  is  "ancy  JrThe\nT,F''''T ''■  ^"^""'^  '"t'^U,  ir 
W/  as  the  Judgment  represents  it  proplno  Z  sub  cTr:,'^T'%  '^  '"'"'''^"'f  "f  hat 
clothmg  and  adorning  that  thought  so  fc  '-,  fZL  "f' ""f'^  ".  ^'"'"'i''*:  or  tie  Art  0/ 
unrds:  The  quiehness  of  the  hnaginatio,  ,  i'TA'  '"  r^''  "P'^'""'  -''  mounding 

u»d  the  accuracy  i„  the  ExpressiL.    k  oJstJ.r"'7.'  ^5'  ^'"''''y  •"  '*«  '"•"OS 

Pof, /or, healer  Virgil     Ovid  ,Wg„        e  oitenX  2j,    "' 9'''^"  1'''*'''''' ''*"'>»Vt  lie 
either  combating  between  tuo  contrary  Passions  ^ !^f  movements  and  affections  0/  the  mind 
there/ore  are  the  least  part  of  his  care -lor  h.  ^^""1'^  ''"'ompos'd  by  on.     his  ZTd's  « 
s,.dy  and  choice  of  ufrds  il ito::t;J'\%tuTlT'  !"  /l^*''  «^'*  «*^'*^A 
and,  consequently,  0   the  Drama,  where  all  ihZil    "".(""P":  ""  <>   Dialogue  or  Discourse 
Ihrnight  .-which,  though  it  ^^dJcZnheJu^^^^^^^^^  '"JP^^''^  ""  effect  of  suddm 

c  r,ous  election  of  words,  too  frequent  allutZTor  11    -T  7^"'""^  >""  "'*'"'"  «'«  "  ""> 

often  to  us  ,n  the  person  of  another  lit,  Ovid  A?!  '  1.  '*'  "'*''  *"''-  ^  'fR''  ^pfaks  not  so 
Ijoni  himself  and  thereby' gains  Z'Jl^bl^'^tn  Wl^hTto''  "'"'""'^"^^  -«  '*4/« 
M.  er  .,  of  elocution,  to  utile  more  figurativelTnndtn.Z',  "^''ff  .*"  '*""«*'*  «'''*  «« 
«/  *«x  .  magination.  Thoueh  he  descrihl.li  n- j  '^/<w/w  aJ  ar//  M*  labour  as  the  force 
P<^ssi^s,  yet  he  must  yiellin  tf /"  it   ft;;K^^  •'•  '*'  vioVeK  to 

^j.  «rfm,r,r  ^/  A,n,  as  I  am,  I  must  acknoMelha    u)    '  '*' Altha-a  of  Ovid  ;  for  as  great  ^ 
of  Dido's,  at  least  I  have  a  greater  cmcnnmZ  t'.J    "'  !!"'.  """*  "  ^^eir  souls  than  I  see 
has  touched  those  tender  strokes  mZed"ZtT/ktv-''", '  i"/  '*"'  '"«"'«'«  me  that  Ov.d       J 
"['''''''^"fnbed,  when  any  u,7lZceth^^^^  ^>"  uhen  Action  or  PnZns 

'he  strokes  of  Virpl  /    WV  see  theobtcThrJe",  /^"Vu''  'T  *"''''  *"«'  masterly  are        ' 
proper  motions  ;  but  so  ur  see  /A^« T;!.       "P^""^'"  »"  wthm  their  native  fitures  i»  ihli, 
•nthemselves.    We selthYsZoiThe^^^^^^^^^ 

nnd  mating  through  all  his  pJresTo^l'ri^^Jt^^^^^^^^^^  ''•*'^*  *'  W^.  infZHn 

^c  corpore  nmcct ;   we  behold  him  embSinJt   '/       ""'  ^^T  ^R''»'  '"o"'^'"  et  maer.o 
h^auty  upon  her  son  .Eneas.  ""^lishing  hn  Images,  as  he  makes  Venus  breathing  40 

*  "rpur   im.  et  lactos  otu  s  afflarat  honors.:  • 
Q..ale  manus  addunt  Ebori  decus  aut  ,?hi  «».« 
ArRentum.  Pariusve  lapis  circundatur  auro       ° 

"7  »»thet  great  m  themselves  nor  have  anvlauZt  '*"''3"  "f  ^''"*"'  most  of  which 

J  Ovid  Materiam  superabat  opus ;  ThetZ^SounJnt^u/^I'i  '"  *"«  «'*'^*  ««  w/rf  50 
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Horace  «,«„  ,„  *«  £>„//,  /o  Zrisos :  'tmficatton ;  and  Ms  is  it  which 

/  W  Virgil,  y  ««,,  ^^  ,A,  S«^^  /riC/  ^S  L"'f  'T"'''!'.''^'*""-    y^Ve 

i^ioHons  of  L    Mytpre!Ll:'X;:aT:elt^^^^  (T  *''"'  "^  ^-«'  - 

arfm//  ol  m  translation.    And  this  Sr  lLZ7        ■  T  l'^*V"^  "  ""  '^o  Lansuaees  wouU. 

ZnTat  ir "/  r  ''^^>^^1  s';x?*  t'«:f?;r  ^"^  «•*-*  ^ -«"S 

Ma«  /  aw.  f//.o«  your  first  pmusal  of  this  Poem  ^^ouL,  ,  T  ■  "'^''ainted  with  him 
I  hare  innovated  (if  it  be  too  bold  fornu  osalTeM^  ,Z  'f "*t  ""•"''  "^  ""^'  «"'rf^  «*'VA 
to  introduce  wto  English  prose,  si  I  Zle  Z  are^eilTi  ^1  **""  '  ''■*'^*'  "^  ^  "/?''  «"< 
.«  F^«  ;  and,  m  rt/..  //..<,«  ^m  „J'„  de/en/J"'^'''  ""P'^P'^  «or  altogether  uneUgant 

^^j;PPfsingZ7ly%Z't7u'a7dt!ZdJZ,  'Ihe  rv^if "  ^"^  *"'«*'  *«'"  '*«''>' '»  coin  a  rrvrd 
itt""ti'''"''t'''y^'''''ld:Z^^^^  into  a  Latin  termin^titn^nd 

wought,  which  1  promise  not  for  mine  Jr/lTi^'  .  '.*  descriptions  or  imaees  well 

Poesie;  for  they  beget  admiratZ,  uhTch  Tsitslit\  ""f'  ""  ?''">"'"'  <''''«*'  ThnZk 

in  that  of  a  Latar,  or  of  a  Fool  with  disiorJ,!  il       /  '  ■       """^  **<^'^  *«"  deformed  as 

their  full  proportion  ;  Xr;..1ni^^?Aryr^''!='^'''  ''""«^*'''  Chariosaut 
soniewhat  more  of  softness  and  endnnessint  J  ^"B"'.  Sp.rantia  mollius  »ra  /  Ane  Is 
not,  this  without  concern.    Some'^thZl  Si^'tL' VfW  ''T  f?  "^  ^""^  '  ^'^ 
have  accusy  them  of  M&lLrr  "ITILT''  '-'  ^'^  '" 


TsaJ  Tr^''  '""'Z '!!'"'  ""  ''"Sf''ALT  a^^^^^^  ""d  the  smZh- 
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-  Her  Journey  afur.ar,s  uuo  ,te  L/ 


Madam, 

Vn  "I'-ey.^'**'  to  the  Enem^ 

^ou  locfed  your  Countries  .ires  within  your 

^^'rST/'""  ''''"'  '°^'  '""^  *''°»W  only 
The  nlr^'  ^**'  "•'^"'^  '^"e  overcome 

'^'''dTvMer'""'^''^*^^»'>'''"'  Souls 

Your  Honour  gave  uswhat  your  Love  deni'H 
And  twas  for  him  much  easier  to  subdue  f. 
Those  Foes  he  fought  with,  than  to'a'ftLm 

Thatjjlorious  day,  which  two  such  Navies 

As  ead.^unmatch'd,  might  to  the  world  give 

we'rfc^r    "''"'  ''•=  '^''^"  '"  -"•<■« 
As  awfully  as  when  God's  People  past  • 
Those,  yet  .mcertain  on  whose  Sa'ls*o  blow 
These.  uj„e  the  wealth  of  Nation^ o'ugTt' 

""'"Ih:  da;'"  """'^  >""^  "'«'>"-«  ^"''d? 

llflt  '^"h"'  ^^  ^^  ^«'""'»nd  obey 
rhe  Fair  and  P.ous  under  you  did  nrav     I 

Vou  brib'd  to  combat  on  the  EnzUsh  side 
""'con^r^  """  '""'^  ^-^  y-  did 
An  unknown  succour,  ^nt  the  nearest  way. 


Like  dis„„,  Hu^  30 

Like  Commons  the  Nobility  resort 

I,ncrowd.ngheaps.tofiIlyoi;rSv'    Court- 
10  welcome  your  aDDroarh  tk.  ..".'S^ourt. 

'^^TncrS:'^"^^''""—  Train., 
Each  Poet  of  the  air  her  Glory  simrs 


J       .  '  ."IKS. 
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vSt"- '  /  ^«  X^'r  '^"'*'  '■/  ^'"  «""' Pa^""'  niulti.  qui  carpcre  amicos  suos  judicium 
vocani ,   /  am  rather  loo  secure  of  you  on  that  side     Vnur  mtiAn,  .«  *, »     •        j"""-«u«" 

«,y  Poemauerby  „uu,y  of  your  blots.  If  m,  'you  kL  'the  sTy  of  A  Gam  in  So  Lr'rfd 
fy^^hMan  s  Daut^hter  and,  when  her  Father  denied  the  Portion.  ChristeZal  theCh7ldren 
by  his  Strname,  that,  //  tn  conclusion  they  must  beg,jhey  should  do  so  hTLJxlL.  n 

10  ..  by  the  other.    But  since  the  reproach  of  my  fault! uHl  ligkZyou&TretoTlsVoM 
do  you  that  justice  to  the  Readers  to  let  them  know,  that,  if  there  beanythil  ZZZlt  T  i 
Poem,  they  owe  the  Argument  to  your  choice,  the  lVriting\oyZrLurCZf^^^^ 

Sir, 
The  most  Obedient  and  most 

Faithful  ef  your  Servants, 

From  Charlton,  in  J°'"'  ^^^''^K 

Wiltshire,  Xov. 
10,  1666. 
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I 

In   thriving  Arts  long  time  had  Holland 

grown, 
Crouching  at  home,  and  cruel  when  abroad : 
Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our 

own; 

Our  King  they  courted,  and  our  Merchants 
aw  d, 

2 
Trade,  which  like  Blood  should  circularly 
flow,  ^ 

Stopp'd  in  their  f      nels,  found  its  Freedom 

lost  : 
Thither  the  Wealtl,    1  all  the  World  did  go. 
And  seem  d  but  Shipwrack'd  on  so  I  ,se  a 

Coast. 


^T^J^'^"  '*'''    ^^1'°"-    "^7    >oZ  faults 
Ja^^^  •'"'■  P*""'.  •    T''«  '•'■a'l'"K*  of  the  fir,t 

«^5^■^,  .     <="""t  texts  have  bad  error,  in 


For  them  alone  the  Heav'ns  had  kindly  heat; 
D  *^!*'"   Quarries   ripening   precious 

For  them  the  Iduma;an  Balm  did  sweat. 
And  m  hot  Ceilon  Spicy  Forrcsts  grew. 

4 

The  .Sunhutseem'dtheLab'rer  of  their  Year- 
Each  waxmg   Moon  supplied  her  watrv 
store,  ^ 

To  swell  those  Tides,  which  from  the  Line 

did  bear 
Their  brim-full  Vessels  to  the  Belg'an  shore. 


.t  fi«7£l  r"  0«arr„s,tic.    Precious  Stones 
warmth  of  the  Sun.  or  subterranean  Fires, 
nninjf-    „i.°*'il'"f'   J^'^'     ^"^  •Cording    to    their 
nEw,?  .'h.  t°  thinTi  that  great  he«/of  Water, 

Ml^to^akiWoS"""*  '""*  ■^''^-  "^y  "•« 


4.2  waxing]  wexing^  Oif. 
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YefsSn  f'  1J'''"^°^  '^'  *"''^  ^'«"  ^". 
And  this  may  prove  our  second  Punick  War. 

(IJut  they  more  diligent, and  we  morestronc) 

Or  If  a  peace,  ,t  soon  must  have  an  end  ;  ^' 

Im  ^'""^  ^'^  Pow'rful  were  it 

Hfhold  two  nations  then,  infjas'd  so  far, 

''"ea^dfST  '"'^  '''  ^"  "'"^^  ''^'^ 
Where  Fr«„,^  will  side  to  ueakcn  us  bv 
v>ar, 

Who  only  can  his  vast  Designs  withstand. 


8 


^ 


See  how  he  feeds  th'  Iberian  '  wiu,  delays. 
To  render  us  his  timely  Friendship  vain  J 
And,  wh.lc  his  secret  soul  on  FlanLs  nreU 
He  rocks  the  Cradle  of  the  babe  of  Spa7n 


Such  deep  desiKns  of  Empire  does  he  lay 

hand  •  ""  '"^  '*'"'""  ^°  ^"'^'*=  "' 

And  prudently  would  make  them  Lords  at 

^^   Land. ""'"''  '""'^  ^'  ""  «''■'  ^''''''  ^y 

'^'"''£y"'King;'°andlo„guithinhis 
jlis  |.onsive  cmmsels  ballanc'd  too  and  fro  • 

And  he  less  for  it  than  Usurpers  do. 

'»»  fame  and  Honor,  which  in  dangers  lav  • 
W  here  wealth,  like  Fruit  on  precipkes  Vrew' 
N"f  to  be  gather'd  but  by  Birds'of  p;ey 


'  '■*'  ""•"«"•    7Ae  SpaniarcJ, 


13 

The  Loss  and  Gain  each  fatally  were  ereat  • 
n?i  '""  '"^  Subjects  call'd  aloud7or  Wa  •' 
S;,P~«fi''  Kings,  o're  martial  peopirs/t' 
Each  other's  poize  and  counter-baUance  are.' 

He.  first  survey'd  the  Charge  with  careful 

Vet  judg'd,  like  vapours  that  from  Limbecks 
It  would  in  richer  showers  descend  again. 

At  length  rcsolvM  t'  assert  the  watry  Ball. 
He  m  h.rnself  did  whole  Armado's  bring  " 
Him  aged  Sea-men  might  their  Master  call. 
And  choose  for  General  were  he  r.  .  their 
Kmg. 

ills  awful  Summons  thev  so  soon  obey  • 
So  hear  the  skaly  herd  «  hen  '  Proln,s  bl^ws 
And  so  to  Pasture  follow  through  the  Sm. 

16 
To  see  this  Fleet  upon  the  Ocean  move 
Ange  s  drew  wide  tU  Curtains  of  the  Skies  • 
And  Heav'n,  as  f  there  wanted  Lights  abme; 
For  Tapers  made  two  glaring  Comets  rise. 

FiStj/l''^""'*"*'"^  Exhalations  are, 

Star,  '"°'*'  '"""''=  ^'"^   ''"l'p"y 

Which  lo^es  footing  when  to  Mortals  shown. 

\\hZ  ! I*"-  ^"'*^'"  '^<''"I«'"on  of  the  Sun, 
Whose_Klonous  aspect  seal'u  our  new-born 

14.3  HiinJ  Him,  1667  and  itSS. 
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>9 
Victorious  York  did  first,  with  fam'd  success, 
To  his  known  valour  make  the  Dutch  give 

place : 
Thus   Heav'n  our   Monarch's   fortune  did 

confess, 
Beginning  conquest  from  his  Royal  Race. 

30 

But  since  it  was  decreed.  Auspicious  King, 
In  Britains  right   that  thou  shouldst  wed 

the  Main, 
Heav'n,  as  a  gage,  would  cast  some  precious 

thing, 
And  therefore  dooni'd  that  Lawsoit  should 

be  slain. 

21 

Lawson  amongst  the  formost  met  his  fate. 
Whom   Sea-green    Syrens  from  the   Rocks 

lament : 
Thus  as  an  od'rittg  for  the  Grecian  state. 
He  first  was  kill'd  who  •i'-st  to  Battel  went. 

22 

Their  Chief  t  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves 

expir'd. 
To  which  his  pride  presum'd  to  give  the 

Law; 
The  Dutch  confess'd  Heav'n  present,  and 

retir'd. 
And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  Ocean  saw. 

»3 

To  nearest  Ports  their  sliatter'd  Ships  repair, 
Where   by    oui-   dreadful   Canon   they  lay 

aw'd  : 
So  reverently  Men  quit  the  open  air. 
When    Thunder    speaks    the    angry    Gods 

abroad. 

And  now  approach'd  their  Fleet  from  India, 
fraught 

With  all  the  riches  of  the  rising  ^■*' 

S„„.  alltmpial 

A     1  •■       o       ir         ,c       ■  B.'rghcn. 

Andprecious.Sand from  Southern 

Climates  brought, 
(The  fatal  Regions  where  the  War  begun.) 

+  Tht  aHmiral  nfW(i\\vn^\. 
*  Sntiihcrn  Ciiiuaies,  Guinny. 


».1.4  Wheji]  The edi/on wron/r/y frixt'^'hrrt 


as 

Like  hunted  Castors,  conscious  of  their  Store, 
Their  way-laid  wealth  to  Noruays  coasts 

they  bring : 
Ihere  first  the  North's  cold  bosome  spices 

bore, 
.\ud  Winter  brooded  on  the  Eastern  Spring. 

36 

15y  the  rich  scent  we  found  our  perfum'd 

Prey, 
Which   llanck'd  with   Rocks,  did  close  in 

covert  lie  ; 
And  round  about  their  murdering  Canon  lay, 
At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  the  Eye. 

Fiercer  than  Canon,  and  than  Rocks  more 

hard. 
The  English  undertake  th'  unequal  War : 
Seven  Ships  alone,  by  which  the  Port  is 

barr'd. 
Besiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark  dare. 

28 

These  fight  like  Husbands,  but  like  Lovers 

those : 
These  fain  would  keep,  and  those  more  fain 

enjoy : 
And  to  such  height  their  frantick  Passion 

grows. 
That  what  both  love,  both  hazard  to  destroy. 

29 
Amidst  whole  heaps  of  Spices  lights  a  Ball, 
And  now  their  Odours  arm'd  against  them 

flic: 
Some  [ireciously  by  sliatter'd  Porc'lain  fall, 
.\iid  some  by  Aromatick  Splinters  die. 

30 
And  though  by  Tempests  of  the  Prize  bereft. 
In  Heavens  inclemency  some  ease  we  find ; 
Our  foes  we  vanquish'd  by  our  valour  left. 
And  only  yielded  to  the  Seas  and  Wind. 

.11 
Nor  wholly  lost  we  so  dcserv'd  a  prey ; 
For  storms,  repenting,  part  of  it  restor'd  : 
Which,  as  a  tribute  from  the  Bullick  Sea, 
Tlie  I?ritish  Ocean  sent  her  mighty  Lord, 

37  a  nndertaki!]  andt-rtook  1667. 
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Fo;  w7nhK '    ri  '^"'^  ^^^  yourselves  in  vain 

When  ^-hat  was  brought  so  far.  and  with 

such  pain 
Was  onely  kept  to  lose  it  nearer  home. 

33 
The  Son,  who  twice  three  months  on  th' 

Ocean  tost, 
Prepar'd  to  ttll  what  he  had  pass'd  before, 
Now  sees  an  English  Ships  the  fIollar,dco^.t , 
And  parents  Arms,  in  vain,  strctcht  from 

tlie  sliore. 

34 
This  careful  Husband  had  been  long  away, 
^^hom  his  chaste  Wife  and  iittle  Children 
mourn ; 

Who  on  their  fingers  learn'd  to  tell  the  day 
On  which  their  Father  promis'd  to  return. 

35 


39 


Such  are  the  proud  Designs  of  human  kind. 
And  so  we  suffer  SInpwrack  every  where  ! 
Alas  !  what  port  can  such  a  Pilot  find, 
W  ho  in  the  night  of  Fate  must  blindly  steer. 

-  36 
Toe  undistinguish'd  Seeds  of  Good  and  El, 
hides"  *"'  ^''°'"  °"^  '"'owJcdge 

u'hlSf  'l""V  •  ™"»^™Pt  of  human  skill, 
vides  ^        '  '"'^**''^"  fo«s  P^o- 

37 
Let  Munslers  Prelate  ever  be  accurst. 
Ill  whom  we  seek   the  ^German  Faith  in 
vain : 

rbp^'  i"  '^;''''  ^.'"'^  ''•<=  ^«S'"*  first. 

38 
Happy  who  never  trust  a  Strangers  will. 
VMiose  Friendship's  in  his  Interest  under- 

stood ! 
SInre  Money  giv'n  but  tempts  him  to  be  ill, 
tt  hen  pow  r  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good. 

'.S-z/fA  a,e,  Kc.  from  Pclronius.     Si  Ixne  cal- 
'"i"^  P"""'-  "'"que  fit  nanfracium. 
.,./"'  Grrman  fiii'/A]  Tacitp*  uaifh  nf  tk.^ 
Nullosmortalium  fide  .it  .r.nuVn.f  G/rma^i 


Till  now,  alone  the  Mighty  Nations  strove  : 

1  he  rest,at  gaze,  without  theLists 

did  stand :  fy^^^  jg. 

And  threatningFrant:;,  plac'd  like    ^'"■*<'  h 

a  painted  Jove,  France. 

Kept  idle  Thunder  in  his  lifted  baud. 

_  40 

That  Eunuch  Guardian  of  rich  Hollands 

trade. 
Who  envies  iis  what  he  wants  pow'r  t'  enjov  ; 
Whose  noisefiil  valour  does  no  Foe  invadi. 
And  weak  assistance  will  his  Friends  destroy. 

41 
Offended  that  we  fought  without  bis  leave. 
He    takes    this    time   his  secret    Hate   to 
show: 

Which  C/uirUs  does  with  a  mind  so  calm 

receive, 
As  one  that  neither  seeks,  nor  shuns  his  Foe. 

43 

With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes 
unite, 

France  as  their  Tyrant,  Denmark  as  their 
slave. 

But  when  with  one  three  Nations  join  to 

fiRht, 
They  silently  confess  that  one  more  brave, 

43 
/.f««  had  Jias'd  the  English  from  his  shore  ; 
Uut  Charles  the  French  as  Subjects  docs 

mvite : 
Would  Heav'n  for  each  some  Solomon  restore. 
Who,  by  their  mercy,  may  decide  their  right' 

44 
Were  Subjects  so  but  only  by  their  choice. 
And  not  from  Birth  did  forc'd  Dominion 

take. 
Our  Prince  alone  would  have  the  publique 

voice  ; 
And  all  his  Neighbours  Realms  would  desarts 

make. 

45 
He  without  fear  a  dangerous  War  pursues, 
Which  without  rashness  he  began  before. 
As  Honour  made  him  first  the  danger  choose, 
bo  still  he  makes  it  good  on  virtues  score. 


:) 
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46 


The  doubled  charge  his  Subjects  love  sup- 
plies, 
Who,  in  that  l)ouiity,  to  tliemst  Ives  arc  kiiul : 
So  Rlad  Egyptians  sec  tlieir  .Xilus  rise. 
And  in  his  plenty  tlicir  abundance  Hnd. 

■t7 
With  equal  pow'r  lie  docs  two  Chiefs  create. 
Two    such,    as    each    sceni'd 

worthiest  when  alone;  /V///rcRu- 

Each  able  to  sustain  a  Nations     P.",  ••"."' 

Since  both  had  found  a  greater    /osea. 
in  their  own. 

48 
Both    great   in   Courage,   Conduct  and  in 

Fame, 
Yet  neither  envious  of  the  other's  Prai-o  ; 
Their  Duty,  Faith,  and  Int'rost  too  thesanic. 
Like  mighty  Partners  efjually  they  raise. 

49 
The  Prince  long  time  had  courted  Fortune's 

love. 
Rut  once  possess'd  did  absolutciv  rcigii  ; 
Thus  with  their  Amazons  the  Heroes  strove. 
And   conquer'd   first    those    Ueautics  thev 

would  gain. 

! 

The  Duke  hchehl,  like  Scilyio,  with  disdain,  ' 
That  Carlhage  which   he  ruin'd,  rise  once 

more ;  1 

And  shook  aloft  the  Fasces  of  the  .Alain, 
To  fright  those  Slaves  witii  what  they  fill 

before. 

51 
Together  to  the  watry  Camj)  thev  haste. 
Whom   Matrons   passing  to  their  children 
shew : 

Infants  first  vows  for  them  to  Hcav'n  arc 

cast. 
And  future  "  peojjle  bh.ss  them  as  they  go. 

With  them  no  riotous  pomp,  nor  Asian  train, 
1    infect  a  Navy  with  their  gaudy  fears  : 
To  make  slow  fights,  and  victories  but  vain  ; 
IBut^r.  severely,  like  it  self,  appears. 

tJj!in!"'w'^^{'^  Fxamina  infantium  futurnviue 
populus.    piin.  Jnn.  in  Pan.  a<l  Traj. 


53 


Diffusive  of  themselves,  where  c're  they  pass 
Tliey   make   that   warmth   in  others   they 

expect  ; 
Their  Valour  works  like  Bodies  on  a  glass, 
.\nd  docs  its  Image  on  their  men  project. 

Si 
Our  Fleet  divides,  and  straight  the  Dutch 

appear. 
In  miiiibir,  and  a  fam'd  Coni- 

marider,  bold : 
The   -Narrow  Seas  can  scarce 

their  Navy  bear 
Or  crowded  Vessels  can  their  Soldiers  hold. 


niiie  of 
.Mh'.-iiiarrs 
Hntlel./irit 
day. 


55 
The  Duke,  less  numerous,  but  in  Courage 

more. 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  Combat  flies  ; 
His  murdering  C.iins  a  loud  Defiance  roar, 
j  Ami  bloody  Crosses  on  his  Flag-staffs  rise. 

56 
I  Both  furl  their  Sails,  and  strip  them  for  the 

Fight. 
Their  folded  Sheets  dismiss  the  useless  Air  : 
'Ih'  Elean  i)lains   could   boiist   no   nobler 
sight, 

AVhen  struggling  Champions  did  their  Codies 
bare. 

57 
Born  each  by  other  in  a  distant  Line, 
The  Sea-built  Forts  in  dreadful  order  move  : 
■>o  vast  the  noise,  as  if  not  Fleets  did  join. 
But    lands   unlixt,  and    floating   Nations 
strove. 

Now  i)ass'd,  on  either  side  thev  nimbly  tack, 
r.olii  strive  to  intercept  and  guide  the  wind  : 
And,  in  its  eye.  more  closely  they  come  back, 
lo  finish  ail  the  Deaths  they  left  behind. 

59 
On  high-rais'd  Decks  the  haughty  Bthiam 

ride. 
Beneath  whose  shade  our  humble  Frigats  go : 
>iicli  port  the  Elephant  bears,  and  so  defi'd 
B\-  the  Rhinofero's  her  unefpial  foe. 
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An-l  as  the  Built,  so  different  is  the  Fijiht  • 
ll.c.r  n.ou..t,„KShot  is  on  ourSailsdc^iS,/. 
Dec-i. ...  thc.r  I  ull,  our  dt-adly  BulllliSh  " 
And^hrou«h  the  yiddin,-  Flunks  u  pai^ 

Our  dreaded  Admiral  from  far  they  threat 

All  buje.  like'some  old  Oak  which  Tempests 
Ilestands.and  sees  bil„whisscatter-U  leaves. 

n.iX°'f ''''''""  «o""^l^<J,-Shclter  sought: 
ivn    i:.1r  "'T  ""  ^""«"  «"»'  disdain 
broLsilr   '•^^•'^   '''^   ^'''P    'o   Anchor' 

And  Slcepk-hinh  stood  ,.ro,>t  upon  the  Main. 


49 


68 


At  this  e.xcess  of  Cou.ire  all  an.a/'d 

wuh':"^:s',"'^'^''"'^'' "''"-- ''"j^ 

U  t h  such  res  cct  ni  enter'd  Rowe  tlieN-  .-az'd 
U  hoonh.i,h  (  hairs  the  Cod-l.ke  Fatlart  saw.' 

Mean  time  his  In.sie  .\h.riners  he  hasts 

Uhose  lofty  heads  rise  hi«iK.rllu./Srt' 

StreyhMo  the  DuU,.  he  turns  his  dreadful 

S"w"|''i:!''°^''"'^Q"--' to  decide: 
uKe  swans,  m  lonj:  array  h  s  vessels  shew 

\\''-  .rreasts,   advancil.^.  do  ...nl:::;; 
Tluv  charoe.  recharge.' and  all  along  the  Sea 

lierklev  alone,  w!.,o  nearest  Danger  lav 

D.d  a  l^ejate  with  lost  6>...u'me' t! '         j 


69  ■ 

In  ^^^j  English  fleet  each  Ship  resounds  with 

^'"^  Fame  "'''''""''  °^  '''*''  «'*«'  Leader's 
In  fiery  dreams  the  Du/ch  they  still  destrov 
And  slumbnng,  smile  at  the  imagined  fS.' 

70 
Not  so  the  IIolla„d  fleet,  who  tired  and  done 
Stretch  d  on  their  Decks  like  weary  Oxen  He  ' 
I  l—;^Swc.ats  all  down  their  might'y Sui 

(Vast  bulks  which  little  Souls  but  ill  supply.) 

In  Dr-ams  they  fearful  Precipices  tread  : 

Or'  n  '/  WM  '^''f  "^"^  toson/edistant  shwe • 
Or  m  dark  Churches  walk  among  the  Dead  •' 
rhey^  „.ke  w.th  horror  and  dfre  sleT^'o 

'■It  J'*'"'  *'"■>■  '"Ok  on  with  unwilling  eyes 
lill  from  their  Main-top  joyful  ^^*^' 
.-,  ,.'"'» s  they  hear  Stccna 

Of  Ships,  which  by  their  mould    iZ% 
bring  new  Suj^plies,  '^*"'''' 

And  m  their  colours  Belgia,,  Lions  bear. 

Our  watchful  General  had  discern'd  from  far 
This  mighty  succour,  which  made  glad  the 

He  sigh'd,  but,  like  a  Father  of  the  War, 
flow  '''     '  ^°^^'  *''"^  ^^'^ '"'  S«"''«s 

("•ever"t'^J'i'"'"  '''^^r  ^^"''^  ««  '^  ^''^'^ 
(•>e\ er,  till  now,  unwilling  to  obey  ) 

'de^or'e       ^°""''*^"»  «»"»  of  Strength 
And^think  them  happy  who  with  him  can 


:i 


premit 
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75 
Then  to  the  rest,  Rejoyce  (said  he)  to-day  ; 
In  you  the  fortune  of  (Jnal  Britain  lies : 
Among  so  brave  a  people,  you  are  they 
Whom  Heav'n  has  chose  to  tight  for  such 

a  Prize. 

76 
If  number  English  courages  could  (lutll. 
We  should  at   first  liave  shun'd,  not  met 

our  Foes : 
Whose  numerous  Sails  the  fearful  only  tell ; 
Courage  from  hearts,  and  not  from  numbers, 

grows. 

77 
He  said ;  nor  needed  more  to  say :  with 

hast 
To  their  known  Stations  chearfully  they  go  ; 
And  all  at  once,  disdaining  to  be  last, 
Solicite  every  Clalc  to  meet  the  Foe. 

78 
Nor  did  th*  incourag'd  Bdgians  long  delay, 
But,  bold  in  others,  not  themselves,  tliey 

stood : 
So  thick,  our  Navy  scarce  could  sheer  their 

way. 
But  seeni'd  to  wai.der  in  a  moving  wood 

79 
Our  little  Fleet  was  now  infjag'd  so  far. 
That,  like  the  Sword-fish  in  the  Whale,  they 

fought. 
The  Combat  only  seem'd  a  Civil  War, 
Till  through  their  liowtls  we  our  I'assage 

wrought. 

80 
Never  had  Valour,  no  not  ours,  before. 
Done  ought  like  this    upon  the    Land  or 

Main : 
Where  not  to  be  o'rcoine  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  Conquests  former  Kings  did 

gain. 

81 
The  mighty  ghosts  of  our  great  Harries  rose, 
And  armed  Edwards  look'd  with  anxious 

eyes, 
To  see  this  Fleet  among  unecjual  Foes, 


82 
Mean  time  the  Belgians  tack  upon  our  Reer, 
And  raking  Chiise-guns  through  our  Sterns 

they  send  ; 
Close  by, their  fire-ships,like /a<:*u/j,a|)pear. 
Who  on  their  Lions  for  the  Prey  attend. 

83 
Silent  in  smoke  of  Cannons  they  come  on 
(Suih  Vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide.) 
In  these  the  height  of  pleas'd  Revenge  is 

shewn, 
Who  burn  contented  by  anothers  side. 

84 

Sometimes  from  fighting  Squadrons  of  each 
Fleet, 

(Deceiv'd  themselves,  or  to  preserve  some 
Friend,) 

Two  grappling  Etna's  on  the  Ocean  meet, 

.\i.il  E}i!;lish  Fires  with  Belgian  Flames  con- 
tend. 

85 

Now.  at  each  tack,  our  little  Fleet  grows  less ; 

And,  like  maim'd  Fowl,  swim  lagging  on  the 
Main  ; 

Their  greater  loss  their  Numb^'s  scarce  con- 
fess, 

While  they  lose  cheaper  than  the  English 
gain. 

86 

Have  you  not  seen,  when,  whistled  from  the 
Fist. 

Some  Falcon  stoops  at  what  her  Eye  design'd. 

And,  with  her  eagerness,  the  quarry  miss'd, 

Str>.'ight  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down 
the  Wind  ? 

87 
The  dastard  Crow  that  to  the  Wood  made 

wing. 
And  sees  the  Groves  no  shelter  can  afford. 
With  her  loud  Kaws  her  Craven  kind  does 

bring. 
Who,  safe  in  numbers,  cuff  the  noble  Bird. 

88 
Among  the  Dutch  thus  Alhemarl  did  fare : 
He  could  not  conquer,  and  disdain'd  to  flie ; 


By  which  fate  promis  d  them  their  Charles  \  p^^t  hope  of  safety,  'twas  his  latest  care, 


should  rise. 

78  %  shrer]  /AJ/ :  steer  16SS.    Probably  a  mis- 
print. 


Like  falling  Casar,  decently  to  die. 
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Yet  Pity  did  his  manly  Spirit  move, 
To  see  those  perish  who  so  well  had  fought  • 
And,  generously,  with  his  despair  he  strove! 
Resolv'd  to  live  till  he  their  safety  wrought 


90 
Let  other  Muses  write  his  prosp'rous  fate, 
Of  conqucr'd  Nations  ttll.and  Kings  lestor'd- 
But  nunc  shall  sing  of  his  eclipj'd  estate, 
Which,  like  the  Sun's,  more  wonders  does 
afford. 

91 
He  drew  his  mighty  Frigats  all  before, 
On  which  the  Foe  his  fruitless  Force  em- 
ployes : 
Ilis  weak  ones  deep  into  his  Reer  he  bore 
Remote  from  Guns,  as  Sick-nien  from  the 
noise. 

92 
His  fiery  Canon  did  their  passuge  guide. 
And  foUownig  Smoke  obscur'd  them  from 
the  I'oe : 

Thus  /W,  safe  from  the  Egypiian',  pride, 
Hy  Hammg  P.llars,  and  by  Clouds  did  go. 

91 
Elsewhere  the  Belgian  iotce  we  did  defeat. 
But  here  our  Courages  did  theirs  subdue : 
^^Jf^ophmonct  led  that  fam'd  Retreat, 
Which  first  the  Asian  Empire  overtiirew. 

94 
Tlie  Foe  approach'd,  and  one,  for  his  bold 
Sm, 

Was  sunk,  (as  he  that  touch'd  the  Ark  was 
slain  :) 

The  wild  Waves  master'd  him  and  suck'd 

him  in. 
And  smiling  Eddies  dimpled  on  the  Main. 

This  seen,  the  rest  at  iiwful  distance  stootl ; 
As  If  they  had  been  there  as  .Servants  set, 
o  stay,  or  to  go  on,  as  he  thought  good, 
Aiid  not  p.rsue,  but  wait  on  his  Retreat. 

96 
So  /.yiww  Huntsmen  on  some  Sandy  i)lain, 
from  shady  coverts  ronz'd,  the  Lion  chace  : 
n.e  Kingly  beast  roars  out  with  loud  disdain, 
^nd  slowly  moves,  unknowiiij;  togive  place. 
"•  T/ie  Simile  is  Virgil's :    V.-stigia  retro  iiu- 

yi4  from  thennisejarr  from  noise  1667 
</)i  Lybian]  The  editors  correct  to  \:An„n 
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But  if  some  one  approach  to  dare  his  Force. 
He  swings  his  lail,  and  swiftly  turns  him 

round : 
With  one  Paw  seizes  on  his  trembling  Horse. 
And  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground! 

98 
Amidst    these    Toils    succeeds   the    balmv 
night ;  ' 

Now    hissing   waters   the   quench'd    Guns 
restore ; 

"And  weary  waves,  withdrawing  from  the 

ri^ht. 
Lie  lull  d  and  panting  on  the  silent  Shore. 

99 
The  Moon  shone  clear  on  the  becalmed  Houd, 
>Vhere,  while  her  beams  like  glittering  silver 

play, 
I  poll  the  Deck  our  careful  General  stood. 
And  deeply  nius'd  on  the  "succeeding  day. 

100 
That  happy  Sun,  said  he,  will  rise  again, 
W  ho  twice  victorious  did  our  Navy  see  : 
And  I  alone  must  view  him  rise  in  vain, 
W  ithout  one  ray  of  all  his  Star  for  me. 

I  lOI 

Yet  like  an  English  Gen'ral  will  I  die, 
And  all  the  Ocean  make  mv  spatious  grave : 
Women  and  Cowartis  on  the  Land  may  lie, 
\  he  Sea  s  a  Tomb  that's  proper  for  the  Brave. 

103 

Restless  he  pass'd  the  remnants  of  the  Night, 
rill  the  fresh  Air  proclaimed  the  Morning 

nigh : 
And  burning  Ships,  the  Martyrs  of  the  Fight. 
« ith  paler  fires  beheld  the  Eastern  sky. 

But  now,  his  Stores  of  Ammunition  spent. 
His   naked   Valour   is   his   only 

guard  ;  Third 

Rare  Thunders  are  from  his  dumb     *'"•'' 

Cannon  sent. 
And  solitary  Guns  are  scarcely  heard. 

n  tvearyviaves.  from  Statiu-;  Sylv. 
Nee  trucibus  tlutiis  i.lem  sonus :  Occidit  liorror 
!Mlunris,el  tcrris  mariaacclinata  quirscunt. 
iiie  thirU  of  iane, /amaus  for  two  former 
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Thus  fur  liad  Fortune  jiow'r,  hi-rc  (jirt'd  tu 

stity. 
Nor  loi.Kt-r  durst  witli  Virtue  In-  at  strife  : 
This,  as  a  Kaiisoiu,  AlbepHtirl  did  pay 
For  all  the  Glories  of  so  great  a  Life. 

_  105 

For  now  brave  Rupert  .'.om  uf:>r  appears. 

Whose  waving  Streamers  the  glad  General 

knowis : 
With  full-spread  Sails  his  cajjer  Navy  steers, 
And  every  Ship  in  swift  proportion  grows. 

106 
The  anxious  Prince  had  heard  the  Cannon 

lon^, 
Andfroni  that  lenj^th  of  time  diret^/HfMidrew 
Of   English  over-niatth'd,   and   DtiUh    too  ! 

strong, 
Who  never  fought  three  days  but  to  j)cr>.ui'. 

107 
Then,  as  an  eagle,  (who,  with  j)ious  care. 
Was  beating  widely  on  the  wing  for  prey.) 
To  her  now  silent  l\iry  does  repair. 
And  finds  her  callow  Infants  forc'd  away. 

108 
Stung  with  her  Love,  she  sto<j()s  nj)on  the 

Plain, 
The  broken  Air  loud  whistling  as  she  flies  : 
She  stops,  and  listens,  and  shoots  forth  again, 
And  guides  her  Pinions  by  her  Young  ones 

cries. 


Ill 


100 
With  such  kind  passion  hasts  the  Prince  to 

tight. 
And  sprtads  his  flying  Canvass  to  the  sound  ; 
Iliin,  whom  no  danger,  were  he  there  cor'd 

fright. 
Now,  absent,  every  little  noise  can  wound. 

no 
As  in  a  drought  the  thirsty  Creatures  crv. 
And  gape  upon  the  gather'd  Clouds  for  P  '  'h\  ; 
And  first  the  .Martlet  meets  it  in  the  SI 
And,  with  wet  wings,  joys  all  the  ftather'd 
Train. 


lo.i  TAe  lexl  of  16SS  is  t/iit  of  la/tr  copies  nf 
ibbj.     1  he  ea  rliesi  (ofiies  of  /OO7  have 
For  now  brave  Rupert's  Na\y  ilici  -ppear, 

Whose  wavln)rstriaitiersfioiiiafar  he  kiioAS  : 
A»  in  his  fatt*  son.'-lhinjj  divine  thrre  wrrir 
Who  (Jeail  and  liui  iccT  the  third  day  arose. 


With  sue  h  glad  heui  ts  did  our  despairing  Men 
Salute  the  appearance  of  the  Priitces  Fleet ; 
And  rach  aniiiiliously  would  claim  the  Ken, 
That  with  first  eyes  did  distant  safety  meet. 

II} 
The  Dutch,  who  came  like  greedy  Hind* 

t<efore, 
To  reap  the  harvest  their  ripe  Ears  did  yield ; 
Now  look  like  those,  when  rowling  Thunders 

roar. 
And  sheets  of  Lightning  blast  the  standing 

Field. 

'•3 
Full  in  the  Princes  Passage,  hills  of  Sand 
Anil  dang'rous  Flats  in  secret  Ambush  lay, 
Where  the  false  tides  skim  o'er  the  cover'd 

Land, 
And  Sea-men  with  dissembled  Depths  betray. 

114 

The    wilv    Dutch,   who,   like   fall'n-AngcIs, 

fear  d 
This  new  Messia's  coming,  there  did  wait, 
.And  round  the  verge  their  braving  Vessels 

steer'd, 
To  tempt  his  Courage  with  so  f.ur  a  Bait. 

i'5 

liut  he,  unniov'd,  contemns  their  idle  tl  .■  ..t, 

Secure  of  fame  when  e're  he  please  to  < , '. . : 

Mis  cold  Experience  tempers  all  his  h      , 

.\ntl    inbred   worth   doth    boastini!    *  Uour 

slight. 

116  ; 

Ileroick  Virtue  did  his  Actions  guide. 
And  he  the  substance  not  th'  ap|)earance 

chose :  j 

To  rescue  one  such  Friend  he  took  more    t 

pride,  j 

Than  to  destroy  whole  Thousands  o£  suiii 

Foes. 

"7 
Hut  when  approach'd,  in  strict  Embraces 

bound, 
Rupert  and  Albemarl  together  grow  : 
He  joys  to  have  his  Friend  in  safety  found, 
Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  Fticnd  wouiJ 

owe. 

1154  doth]  does  1667. 
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Th;  chearful  Soldiers,  wirh  new  stores  sup- 

pli'd,  ' 

Now  long  to  execute  their  spleenful  Will  • 
And.  Ill  reveoRe  for  those  three  days  thev 
tn'd,  '         ' 

Wish  one,  like  Joshuah's,  when  the  Sun  stood 

119 

J'!,"',''«-|lforc'd.  ORainst  the  adverse  Fleet. 
!>till  doubling  ours,  brave  Ruptrt 

leads  the  way  ;  Fourih 

With  the  first  blushes  of  the  Morn    fe! , 

they  meet,  ""'*' 

And  bring  night  buck  upon  the  new-born 
day. 

I30 

"'*  K"*^''  '^"  ^'*'*'*  "''  ''"'  kinJIiny 

And  his  loud  Guns  s|Hak  thick  Jike  ani-rv 
men :  "  ' 

It  seem'd  as  Slaughter  had  been  breath'd  all 

night. 
And  Death  new  pointed  his  dull  Dart  agen. 

I2t 

^^knew'   '°°   ^^"  '"*  "''^'''^'  ^""^"'^t 

And  matchless  Courage  since  the  former 
Fight ! 

Whose  Navy  like  a  stiff-stretch'd  cord  did 
show, 
I  Till  he  bore  in,  and  bent  them  into  flight. 


\% 


_IJ4 
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Tlie  wind  he  shares,  while  half  their  Fleet 
onends 
.5   His  open  side,  and  high  above  him  shews, 
i    *  P^"  J  *  [^^  *'  pleasure  he  descends, 
a   And,    doubly    harm'd,    he    double    harms 
bestows. 

Beliirul  the  Gen'ral  mends  his  weary  Pace, 
And  sullenly  to  his  Revenge  he  sails : 
"bo  glides  some  trodden  Serpent  on  ihe 
Grass.  "^ 

I__  And  long  behind  his  wounded  Volume  li^^ib. 
extrfmCn'*';™i{r?'  Xi'K''=  P""""  ""^J"  "«"» 
I 


Th*  increasing  Sound  is  bom  to  either  shore. 
And  for  their  stakes  the  throwing  Nationf 

Their  Passion,  double  with  the  Cannons  roar, 
there  *"'"'  *'**'*^'  "*^*'  *"■"  «""*»»• 

Pli'd  thick  and  clow  as  when  the  Fight  begun, 
Their  huge  unwieldv  Navy  wasts  awavT 
So  sicken  waning  Moons  too  near  the  Sun, 
And  blunt  their  Crescents  on  the  edge  of  day. 

Aiid  now  reduc'd  on  coual  terms  to  fight, 
Their  Ships  like  waste.]  Patrimonies  show; 
ImII'*'       "  «^a"'"ng  Trees  admit  the 
And  shun  each  others  Shadows  as  they  grow. 

The  warlike  Prince  had  sever'd  from  the  rest 
Two  giant  Ships,  the  pride  of  all  the  Main  ; 
Which,  witl    IS  one,  so  vigorously  he  press'd 
And  flew      .lome  they  could  not  rise  again. 

.,  128 

Already  batter'd.  by  his  Lee  they  lay. 
In  vain  upon  the  passing  Winds  they  call : 
The  passing  Wmds  through  their  torn  Can- 

vass  play. 
And  flagging  Sails  on  heartless  Sailors  fall. 

129 


Sr^Inr'      ''/"'?  '^"'^^  ^  8'°«my  light, 
Dreadhil  as  day  let  in  to  shades  b^low  : 
Without,  gnni  death  rides  bare-fac'd  in  their 

And  urges  ent'ring  billows  as  they  flow. 

Sil"K"^1"^u*'°^'''^'"^"«'«^y'^o"'dsupplv, 

bS^.       board  the  Prince's  Main-mast 

^'L'^K^  now.  ''elpless,  by  each  other  lie, 
And  this  offends  not,  and  those  fear  no  more. 

>o  have  I  seen  some  fearful  Hare  maintain 
A  Course,  till  tir'd  before  the  Dog  she  lav 

VW^T^'^  behind  her,  panU  upon  t^he 
Past  pow'r  to  kill  as  she  to  get  away. 


DR. 
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l-allere  &  effugere  ost.triumphus. 


Wjlh  hU  loJI'd  toiigue  he  faiiilly  li.ks  las 

Prey, 
His  warm  breulli  blow*  lu-r  flix  up  usi  slie  lies  ; 
She,  trembliiiK,  rreepsu|)on  the  (jrouiKl  uwuv. 
And  looks  back  to  him  witii  bcsecthiny  cy^  , 

>JJ 
The  Prince  unjustly  does  his  Stars  uccusi , 
Which  hinder'd  him  to  push  his  Fortune  oi. 
For  what  ihey  to  hi*  Courage  did  rcfiisi-, 
By  mortal  Valour  never  must  be  done. 

'34 
This  lucky  hour  the  wise  Baluvum  fakes. 
And  warns  his  tatter'd  Fleet  to  follow  bona 
Proud  to  have  so  yot  off  with  equal  stakes, 
■•  Where  'twas  a  Triumpimot  to  be  o're-come. 

^35 
Tlie  General's  force,  as  kept  alive  bv  fiKht, 
Now,  not  oppos'd,  no  longer  can  |>ersue  : 
Lasting  till  lleav'n  had  done  his  couruL't 

right : 
When  he  had  conquer'd  he  hi?  We-akuess 

knew. 

He  casts  a  Frowi  on  the  departing  Foe, 
And  sighs  to  see  him  quit  the  watry  Field  : 
His  stern  fix'd  eyes  no  satisfaction  shew. 
For  all  the  glories  which  the  Fight  did  yield. 

'37 
Though,  as  when  Fiends  did  Miracles  avow. 
He  stands  confess'd  e'en  by  the  boastful 

Dutch, 
He  only  does  his  Conquest  disavow. 
And  thinks  too  little  what  they  found  too 

much. 

'38 
Return'd,  he  with  the  Fleet  resolv'd  to  stay  ; 
No  tender  thoughts  of  Home  his  heart  divide; 
Domestick  Joys  and  Cares  he  puis  away  ; 
For  Realms  ^re  households  which  the  Great 

must  guide. 

'39 
As  those  who  unripe  veins  in  Mines  explore. 
On  the  rich  bed  again  the  warm  Turf  lay, 
Till  time  digests  the  vet  imjxirfeci  Ore, 
And  know  it  will  be  Gold  another  d.^v  : 


140 


^o  lo<4n  our  Monarch  on  thb  early  Fight, 
( 1."  >  ..av  and  rudiments  of  great  Success, 
Ul<  I' I  •all-maturing  time  must  bring  to  Light, 
*'•  I   I     le,  like  Hcav'n,  does  each  days  hibuur 


141 


iv  n    ruled  not  the  lirst  or  second  day, 
\    I  eu.  I  was  perfect  to  the  work  design'd  : 
t.iKl  ill.    Kings  work,  when  they  their  work 

;        '•\  ■>'. 

1  Ami  ^,.is  ve  apinesF  in  all  Subjects  find. 


1:    liuriji   ,' 
hi-;  pi  •t. 


4i 


V  .-s-sels  first,  with  speedy  cart, 
Stores  do  season' !    ^y 
Ti..|.'.    end  M^^„^ 

I  hither  tl      brawny  Carpenters    ripairs 
riiyai..  Iht  FIttl. 

And    as    the    Surgeons   of   maim'd    Ships 
attend. 

'43 
With  (  ord  and  Canvass  from  rich  Hamburgh 

sent, 
Hii  Navies  molted  wings  he  imps  once  more  ; 
Tall  Norway  Fir,  their  Masts  in  Battel  spent. 
And  English  Oak  spruag  Leaks  and  Hanks 

restore. 

'44 

All  hands  employ'd  '  the  Roval  work  grows 

warm  : 
Like  labouring  Bees  on  a  long  Summers  day. 
Some  sound  the  Trumpet  for  the  rest  to 

swarm. 
And  some  on  bells  of  tasted  Lillies  play. 

'45 
With  glewy  wax  some  new  Foundations  lay 
Of  Virgin-combs,  which  from  the  Roof  are 

hung : 
Some  arm'd  within  doors,  ujion  Duty  stay 
Or  tend  the  Sick,  or  educate  the  Young. 

146 
So  here  some  pick  out  Bullets  from  the  side, 
Some  drive  old  Okum  through  each  Seam 

and  Rift : 
Their  left-hand  does  the  Calking-iron  guide, 
The  ratling  Mallet  with  the  right  they  lift. 


'  F<-rvpe  opu«  :  .'At  same  sfm^'f-'ude  in  VitKii. 

142.4  Surgi'ons]  Clivrnrjjr'ons  i<^. 
M.'Jl  Foundations!  Foundation  7^5*7. 
14'^'  '  sijej  sicies  7667  and  ibSS 
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With  »K)iling  I'itrh  anotlar  nrar  ut  liurui 
{tin,n  frwn.lly  Sutdn  bu.ywhi)  the  sen'itn 
i*»st(M)«; 

V\  likh  will  jwiU  o'r,  (he  salt-Sta  waves  with- 

Ami  shake  thciii  from  (he  risii.L'  Beak  in 
ilro|»s. 

148 
Soni.   the  K-'ll'<i  Ko|)es  with  dawby  Marline 

Or  scar-cloth  Masts  with  strong  TarpawlinL' 
coitis :  ■ 

To  tr)^  new  Shrouds  one  mounts  into  the 

wind, 
And  one,  »)elow,  tlieir  Ease  or  Stifm-is  notes. 


S5 


»SJ 


I4<; 
Our  careful  Motiarch  stands  in  Person  by, 
His  new-cast  Cannons  Firnintv,  to  explore  • 
The  strength  of  big-cornM  I'owder  1   ves  to 

try. 
And  Hall  and  Cartrafe  sorts  for  every  bore. 

150 

F.t.h  day  brings  fresh"  supplies  of  Arms  and 

Men, 
And    Ships    which    all    last     Winter     w-re 

abroad : 

And    such  as    fitted    sukl-    the  Fiijl.t    had 

been. 
Or  new  from  Stocks  were  fall'u  into  Road. 

'SI 

7  he  good!  v  Londou  in  her  gallant  Trim, 
(lie    Phanix   daiitjiiter   of    the 

vanish'd  old  :)  I.oyal 

L.ke  a  rich   Bride  does  to  the    li^^^^J 
Ocean  swiin,  »«--t»-*«-a. 

And  on  her  shadow  rid.-s  in  Floating-tjoid. 


With  roomy  Decks,  her  Guns  of  roichtv 
strength,  *    ' 

^•"^., '«*;'"W    Mouths    each    mounting 

Billow  faives : 
Deep  in  her  Draught,  und  warlike  in  her 

Length, 
She  Kcn»  a  Sea-wasp  flying  on  the  Waves. 

»54 
This  martial  Present,  uiously  design'd, 
1  he  Loyal  City  g.ve  their  best-lov^d  King : 
And  wrth  a  Bounty  ample  as  the  wind, 
Huill,  hited  ai«d  maintain'd  to  aid  him  bring, 

'55 

By  viewing  Nature,  Nature'.  Handmaid 

Art 

Makes  mighty  thing's  from  sir  .11  ^^t^/wJ 

b^innings  grow :  SkiMinr 

Tims  Fishes  first  to  Shipping  die  'idNavijr*. 

impart,  *•*• 

Their  1  ail  the  Rudder,  and  their  Head  the 
Prow. 

Some  Log,  perhaps,  upon  the  waters  swam, 
An  useless  drift,  which  rudely  cut  within. 
And.  hollow  d,  first  a  floating  Trough  becan  - 
A"'!  cross  some  Riv'let  Passa -e  did  beein 


157 

In  shipping  such  as  this,  the  Irish  Kern, 
And  untaught  Indian,  on  the  Stream  did 

K'lde : 

EresK   rp-ketlM  Boats  to  stem  the  Flou<   did 
learn, 

Or  fin-like  Oars  did  spreao  from  er  ner  side. 

158 
Add  but  a  sail,  and  Saturn  s<   app-  ar'd 
Wlu„  trom  lost  Empire  he  ti  Ev   e  went. 
And  with  the  Golden  age  to  1  vbrr  steer'd. 
Where  •  oin  and  fir<       omme'ce  he  did 
invent. 

'.-<J 
I  Ruik  as  their  Ships  v    s  Navigation,  then  ; 


'52 
Iler  Flag  al'      spread  ruffling  to  the  Wind. 
Ami  sanguuic  Streamers  seem  the  Flou<l  ru 
lire : 

T!.    Weaver  rharm'd  with  what  his  I.twni 
Ifsign  (I. 

<-  -  on  to  Sea.  and  knows  not  to  retire.       \  No  useful  Voa^'o,  .vl<.;5i^'".^.r. 

I  Coasting,  they  kept  the  I  and      it;       'heir 


m;-4  s!,.ik.l  .hakes/«67««,/,&Sy.  ''«""• 

k.'     "*  •        '    '"'*'  "'"''"'■f  v»rongl.  gif*  ihc    ^^'^  '''    *  no  North  but  vv 

'         sh  >fte. 


» 
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i6o 
Of  all  who  since  have  used  the  open  Sea, 
Than  the  bold  English  none  more  Fame  have 

won  ; 
•Beyond   the  Year,  and  out   of   Heav'n's 

high -way. 
They  makediscoveries  where  thcysee  no  Sun. 

i6i 
But  what  so  long  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 
By  poor  man-kinds  benighted  Wit  is  sought, 
Shall  in  this  Age  to  Britain  first  be  shewn. 
And  hence  be  to  admiring  Nations  taught. 

162 
Tlie  Ebbs  of  Tides  and  tlieir  mysterious  Flow, 
We,  as  Arts  Elements  shall  understand, 
And  as  by  Line  ujwn  the  Ocean  go. 
Whose  Paths  shall  be  familiar  as  the  Land, 

•  Instructed  ships  shall  sail  to  quick  Com- 
merce, 

By  which  remotest  Regions  are  alli'd  ; 

Which  makes  one  City  of  the  Universe  ; 

Where  some  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  sup- 
pli'd. 

164 

Then  we  upon  our  Globes  last  verge  shall  go, 

And  view  the  Ocean  leaning  on  the  Sky : 

From  thence  our  rolling  Neighbours  we  shall 
know. 

And  on  the  Lunar  world  securely  pry. 


>68 


Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  Coast, 
Whose  Fleet  more  mighty  every  day  bccama 
By  ate  success,  which  they  did  falsely  Iwast, 
And  now  by  first  appearing  seem'd  to  claim. 

Designmg,  Subtil,  Diligent,  and  Close, 
They  knew  to  manage  War  with  wise  delay  : 
Yet  all  those  arts  their  Vanity  did  cross. 
And,   by  their  pride,  tlieir  prudence  did 
betray. 

.Nor  staid  the  English  long :  But  well  sun- 
pli'd,  ' 

Api>ear  as  numerous  as  th'  insulting  Foe : 

The  Combat  now  by  Courage  must  be 
tri  d. 

And  the  Success  tlie  braver  Nation  shew. 

171 
Tliere  was  the  Plimoulh  Squadron  new  come 
in 


This  I  fore-tel  from  your  auspicious  Care, 
Who  great  in  search  of  God  and 

Nature  grow ;  Apostrophe 

Who  best  your  wise  Creator's     ^""'f^l^oyal 

Praise  declare.  •^''""^• 

Since  best  to  praise  his  works  is  best  to  know. 

166 
O  truly  Royal !  who  behold  the  Law, 
And  rule  of  Beings  in  your  Makers  mind  : 
And  thence,  like  Limbecks,  rich  Idea's  draw. 
To  fit  the  levell'd  use  of  Human  kind. 

'67 
But  first  the  toils  of  War  we  must  endure. 
And  frorn  th*  injurious /)i<//:A  redeem  theSeas, 
War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  secure 
And  gives  up  Fraud  to  be  chastis'd  with  ease. 

•  Extra  anni  solisque  vias.     Virr. 

»  By  a  more  exact  mtasurt  of  Loni;itude. 


Which  in   the  Streights  last  Winter  was 

abroad  ; 
Which  twice  on  Biscay's  working-Bay  had 

been. 

And  on  the  Mid-land  sea  the  French  had 
aw'd. 

Old  expert  Allen,  Loyal  all  along, 
lam'd  for  his  action  on  the  Smirna  fleet : 
And  Holmes,  whose  name  shall  live  in  Epick 
Song, 

While  Mustek  Numbers,  or  while  Verse  has 
Feet. 

173 
Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  Gen'ral's  Fight ; 
Who  first  bewitch'd  our  eyes  with  Guinny 

gold : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Roman's  sight 
The  tempting  Fruits  of  Africk  did  unfold. 

»74 
With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave. 
Whom  his  high  Courage  to  command  had 

brought : 
Harman,  who  did  the  twice  fir'd  Harry  save. 
And  in  his  burning  ship  undaunted  fought. 


Print*  "**^  '"^''  "°*  '***'■    '*'**•*'■»'  •  »"• 
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'75 


Young  HoUis  on  a  Muse  by  Mars  begot, 
Born,  Cflfwhke,  to  write  and  act  creat 

Deeds :  '' 

Impatient  to  revenge  his  fatal  Shot, 
His  rigiit  Iiand  doubly  to  his  left  succeeds. 

176 

Thousands  were  there  in  darker  fame  that 

dwell. 
Whose  Deeds  some  nobler  Poem  shall  adorn  • 
And  though   to  me  unknown,  they,  sure 

fought  well,  ' 

Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  British  born. 

177 
Of  every  size  an  hundred  fighting  Sail, 
So  vast  the  Navy  now  at  Anchor  rides. 
That  underneath  it  the  press'd  Waters  fail. 
And,  with  Its  weight,  it  shoulders  off  the 
1  ides. 

178 

Now  Anchors  weigh'd,  the  Sea-men  shout 

so  shrill, 
That  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  the  wide  Ocean 

rings  : 


iSi 


The  Belgians  hop'd  that,  with  disorder'd 
haste. 

Our  decp-cut  Keels  upon  the  Sands  might 
run :  " 

Or,  if  with  caution  leisurely  were  past, 
rheir  numerous  Gross  might  charge  us  one 
by  one. 

But  with  a  Fore-wind  pushing  them  above. 
Sw  "^'  ^^^^  *''^^''*  *''""  *'°'" 

O'er  the  blind  Flats  our  warlike  Squadrons 

move. 
And,  with  spread  Sails,  to  welcom  Battel  go. 

184 

"  Tt^  ''^  *''"*^  ""^  ^''""*  ^'p'«*" 

With  all  h'is  hosts  of  Waters  at  Command. 
Beneath  them  to  submit  th'  officious  Floud  ; 
And.  with  his  Trident,  shov'd  them  off  the 
oancl. 

•85 


A  ^'If.''^  ^'''""  W'^stward  waits  their  Sails  to 

And  re;ts,  in  those  high  beds,  his  downy  I'^'^-^Ppea"    ""'    ""'""^    *^'"  '«''«'' 
"'"S«-  ^  And  draw  their  Curtains  in  the  dead  of  night 


To  the  pale  Foes  they  suddenly  draw  n«ar. 
And  summon  them  to  unexpected  Fieht  • 
rhey    start    like    Murderers    when    Gh«ts 


The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  storm  fore- 
saw, 

And  durst  not  bide  it  on  the  English-coast : 
Behind  their  treacherous  Shallows  they  with- 
draw, ' 

And  there  lay  Snares  to  catch  the  British 
Host, 

180 
i  So  the  false  Spider,  when  her  Nets  are  spread 
Deep  ambush'd  in  her  silent  Den  does  lie  : 
And  feels,  far   off,  the    trembling  of    her 
thread, 
I  Wh(»e  filmy  Cord  should  bind  the  struggling 

181 
Then,  if  adast  she  find  him  fast  beset, 
^She  issues  forth,  and  runs  along  her  Loom  : 
m^V"r  ***  ***"*^*'  ""  Captive  in  her  Net 
■  And /rag  the   little   Wretch    in    trkimph 


186 


Now  Van  to  Van  the  foremost  Squadrons 


meet. 


The  midmost  Battels  hastning  ur>     i'T'.'' 
behind:  '     ■*""'• 

Who  view,  far  off  the  storm  of  falling  Sleet; 
And  hear  their  Thunder  ratling  in  the  wind. 

187 
At  length  the  adverse  Admirals  appear  : 
(I he  two  bold  Champions  of  each  Countries 

Their  Lyes  describe  the  lists  as  they  come 
near,  ' 

And  draw  the  lines  of  Death  before  they  fight. 
fV/l"'^*'  'P**  tr'<lenli  «  vastas  ajx-rit  Syrtes. 


i«4  »  hoslsj  host  t669. 
1K6.1  haslnin({l  h«*tinif/«7. 
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The  distance  judg'd  for  Shot  of  every  size, 
The   Linstocks   touch,  the  pond'rous  Ball 

expires : 
The  vit;orou5  Sca-rnau  every  Tort-hole  plies. 
And  adds  his  heart  to  every  Gun  he  tires. 

189 

Fierce  was  the  Fight  on  the  proud  Bdeiatis 

side. 
For   Honour,   which    they   seldom    sought 

before : 
But  now  they  by  their  own  vain  Boasts  were 

ti'd 
And  forc'd,  at  least  in  show,  to  prize  it  more. 


190 

But  sharp  remembrance  on  the  tnelish 
part  * 

And  shame  of  being  match'd  by  such  a 
Foe, 

Rouze  conscious  Virtue  up  in  every  heart, 

"And  seeming  to  be  stronger  makes  them  so. 

191 

Nor  long  the  Belgians  could  that  Fleet  sus 
tain, 

Which  did  two  Gen'rals  fates,  and  desar's 

bear: 
Each  several  .Ship  a  Victory  did  gain. 
As  Rupert  or  as  Albemarl  were  there. 

192 
Their  batter'd  Admiral  too  soon  withdrew, 
Unthank  d  by  ours  for  his  unfinished  Fight ; 
But  he  the  Minds  of  his  Dutch  Masters  knew. 
Who  call'd  that  providence  which  we  call'd 
flight. 

>9J 
Never  did  Men  more  joyfully  obey, 
Or  sooner  understood  the  sign  to 'flic  : 
With  such  alacrity  they  bore  away. 
As  if  to  praise  them  All  the  i;:ates  stood  by, 

^,  »94 

O  famous  leader  of  the  Belgian  fleet. 

Thy  Monument  inscrib'd  such  praise  shall 

wear. 
As  Varro  timely  flying  once  did  meet. 
Because  he  did  not  of  his  Rome  despair. 

"  Pocsttol,  quia  posse  videntur.     K/>e. 


J  95 
Behold  that  Navy,  which  a  while  before 
Provok'd  the  tardy  English  close  to  Fight  • 
Now   draw    their   beaten  Vessels  close  to 

shore. 
As  Larks  lie  dar'd  to  shun  the  Hobbies  flight. 

196 

Who  e'rc  would  English  Monuments  survey, 
In  other  Records  may  our  Courage  know : 
But  let  them  hide  the  Story  of  this  day. 
Whose  Fame  was  blemish'd  by  too  base 
u  Foe. 

19? 
Or  if  too  busily  they  will  enquire 
Into  a  Victory  which  we  disdain  : 
Then    let   them    know,   the    Belgians  did 

retire 
'  Before  the  Patron  Saint  of  injur'd  Spain. 

198 

RepciitniR  England  this  revengeful  day 
lo  Philip's  Manes''  did  an  oflering  bring 
/:»»gW,  which  first,  by  leading  them  astrav, 
Hatch  d  up  Rebellion  to  destroy  her  King. 

199 
Our  Fathers  bent  their  baneful  industry, 
To  check  a  Monarchy  that  slowly  grew'  • 
But  did  not  France  or  Holland's  Fate  fore- 
see, 
Whose  rising  Pow'r  to  swift  Dominion  flew. 

300 

In  fortunes  Empire  blindly  thus  we  go. 
And  wander  after  pathless  Destiny  ; 
Whose  dark  resorts  sine    Prudence  cannct 

know. 
In  vain  it  would  provide  for  wliat  shall  be. 

201 
But  what  e're  English  to  the  bless'd  shall  go 
And  the  fourth  Harry  or  first  Orange  nictt ; 
I'lnd  liini  disowning  of  a  Biirbon  foe. 
And  him  detesting  a  Batainan  Fleet. 

l^.^JST  "V^'V,:  St.  jHinr,,  on  w/iose  day  this 
Virtory  teas  s;aind. 
r  Philips  yVawM  :  Phii:p  the  Second  <>/•  Spain, 

rJ/.-rifrfAyQuein  EliiabHli.  ' 


•W  i  Fijjlilj  tlie  Fight  ibfrj. 
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202 


Now  on  their  Coasts  our  conquering  Navy 
rides,  ^ 

Way-lays  their  Merchants,  and  their  Land 
besets; 

Each  day  new  Wealth  without  their  Care 
provides ; 

They  lie  asleep  with  Frizes  in  their  NeU. 

203 
So,  close  behind  some  Promontory  lie 
The  huge  Leviathans  t'  attend  their  Prey  ; 
And  give   no  Chace,  but  swallow  in  the 

Frie, 
Which  through  their  gaping  Jaws  mistake 
the  way. 

304 
Nor  was  thisall :  In  Ports  and  Roads  remote, 
Destructive  Fires  among  whole 

Fleets  we  send;  Burning  of 

Triumphant  Flames  upon  the    "le^eei  in 
Water  flote,  (^V\^^ 

And  out-bound  Ships  at  home     HolmeL*'' 
their  Voyage  end. 
205 
Those  various  Sauadrons,  variously  dcsign'd 
Each    Vessel    fraighted    with    a    several 

Load, 
Each  Squadron  waiting  for  a  several  wind, 
AU  find  but  one,  to  burn  them  in  the  Road. 

206 
Some  bound  for  Guinny,  golden  Sand  to  find. 
Bore  all    the   Gauds    the    simple    Natives 

wear: 
Some  for  the  pride  of  Turkish  Courtsdesign'd, 
For  fclJcd  Turbanls  finest  Holland  bear. 

207 
Some  English  wool,  vex'd  in  a  Belgian  Loom, 
And  mto  Cloth  of  spungy  softness  made. 
Did  into  France  or  colder  Denmark  doom. 
To  ruine  with  worse  ware  our  staple  Trade. 

20S 
Our  greedy  Sea-men  rummage  every  hold, 
brnile  on  the  Booty  of  each  wealthier  Chest ; 
And,  as  the  Priests  who  with  their  Gods 

make  bold. 
Take  what  they  like,  and  sacrifice  the  rest. 

»6.4  Turianis]  Turbans  1667. 
J07  a  ma<Jp,J  made :  it/yj  and  ibSS. 


309 
But,  ah  !  how  unsincere  are  all  our  Joys ! 
Which,  sent  from  Heav'n,  like 

Lightning,  make  no  stay :     Transit  to 
TheirpallingTastethe Journeys    i**^J''*<>f 

Length  destroys,  ^™"^°"- 

Or  Grief,  sent  post,  o'retakes  them  on  the 

way. 

210 
Swcll'd  with  our  late  Successes  on  the  Foe, 
Which  France  and  Holland  wanted  power 

to  cross. 
We  urge  an  unseen  Fate  to  lay  us  low, 
And  feed  their  envious  Eyes  with  Etulish 

loss. 

211 
Each  Element  ht  dread  Command  obeys, 
Who  makes  or  mines  with  a  Smile  or  Frown ; 
Who  as  by  one  he  did  our  Nation  raise. 
So  now,  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

213 

Yet  London,  Empress  of  the  Northern  Clime, 
By  an  high  Fate  thou  greatly  didst  expire : 
'Great  as  the  Worlds,  which,  at  the  death 

of  time. 
Must  fall,  and  rise  a  nobler  frame  by  fire. 

213 
As  when  some  dire  Usurper  Heav'n  provides 
To  scourge  his  Country  with  a  lawless  sway  : 
His  birth  perhaps  some  petty  Village  hides. 
And  sets  his  Cradle  out  of  Fortune's  way. 

214 
Till  fully  ripe  his  swelling  Fate  breaks  out. 
And  hurries  him  to  mighty  Mischiefs  on : 
His  Prince,  surpriz'd  at  first,  no  ill  could 
doubt, 

And  wants  the  pow'r  to  meet  it  when  'tis 
known. 

215 
Such  was  the  Rise  of  this  prodigious  fir?. 
Which  in  mean  Buildings  first  obscurely  bred. 
From  thence  did  soon  to  open  Streets  aspire, 
A.id  straight  to  Palaces  and  Temples  spread. 

216 
The  diligence  of  Trades  and  noiseful  Gain, 
And  luxury,  more  late,  asleep  were  laid  : 
All  was  the  nights,  and  in  her  silent  reign 
i^o  TOund  the  rest  of  Nature  did  invade. 

I     '  Qtinrn  mare,  qnum  tellns,  correptaqne  r«a|te 
I  coeIi,  ardeat,  &c.    Qvitf. 
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In  this  deep  qviet,  from  whit  sro-jrce  un- 
known, 

Those  seeds  of  Fire  their  fatal  Rirth  disclose  ; 

And  first,  few  scatt'ring  hourks  about  were 
blown, 

Big  with  the  flames  that  to  our  Ruin  rose. 

Ij  ^  218 

rl  if  Then,  in  some  close-pent  Room  it  crept 

along, 
And,  smouldring  as  it  went,  in  silence  fed  ; 
Till    th     infant    Monster,    with    devourinj; 

strong, 
Walk'd  boldly  upright  with  exalted  head. 

219 
Now  like  some  rich  or  mightv  Murderer, 
Too  great  for  Prison,  wh-h  he  breaks  with 

Gold, 
Who  fresher  for  new  Mischiefs  does  appear 
And  dares  the  World  to  tax  him  with  the  old  : 

220 
So  scapes  th'  insulting  Fire  his  narrow  Tail 
And  makes  small  out-lets  into  open  air : 
j""e  the  fierce  Winds  his  tender  Force  assail. 
And  beat  him  down-ward  to  his  first  repair. 

I     -   .        ^  221 

•The  Winds,  like  crafty  Courtezans,  with- 
held 

His  Flames  from  burning,  but  to  blow  them 

more  : 
And  every  fresh  attempt  he  is  repell'd 
V\ith  famt  Denials,  weaker  than  before. 


224 


Our  Guardian  Angel  saw  them  where  he  sate 
Almve  the  Palace  of  our  slumbring  King  ; 
A  'i'v  '  "^"^oninR  his  charge  to  Fate, 
And,  drooping,  oft  lookt  back  upon  the  wing. 


222 


And  now,  no  longer  letted  of  his  Prev, 
He  leaps  up  at  it  with  inrag'd  desire': 
O  relooks  the  Neighbours  with  a  wide  survey. 
And  nods  at  every  House  his  threatning  Fire. 

223 

The  Ghosts  of  Traitors  from  the  Bridge 
descend,  * 

With  bold  Fanatick  Spectres  to  rcjoyce : 

About  the  fire  into  a  Dance  thev  liend. 

And  sing  their  Sabbath  Notes  with  feeble 
voice. 

v;r*..™*f./7/'^'  *?••  "*^  *"*  fract,il)at  cupidu.n 
virum,  ut  illius  aninium  iiiopia  accende ret. 


225 

At  length  the  crackling  noise  and  dreadful 

blaze 
Call'd  up  some  waking  Lover  to  the  sight ; 
And  long  It  was  ere  he  the  rest  could  raise. 
Whose  heavy  Eye-lids  yet  were  full  of  Night. 

226 
The  next  to  Danger,  hot  tjersu'd  by  Fate, 
Half-cloth'd,  half-naked,  hastily  retire  • 
And  frighted  Mothers  strike  their  Breasts 
too  late,  ' 

For  helpless  Infants  left  amidst  the  Fire. 

227 

Tlieir  Cries  soon  waken  all  the  Dwellers  near  ; 

Now  murmuring  Noises  rise  in  every  Street ; 

The  more  remote  run  stumbling  with  their 

fear. 

And,  in  the  dark.  Men  justle  as  they  meet. 

228 
So  weary  Bees  in  little  Cells  repose  : 
But  if  Night-robbers  lift  the  well-stor'd  Hive, 
An   humming   through   their   wa.xen   City 
grows,  ^ 

And  out  upon  each  others  wings  they  drive. 

229 

Now  Streets  grow  throng'd  and  busie  as  by 
day :  •' 

Some  run  for  Buckets  to  the  hallow'd  Quire : 
bome  cut  the  Pipes,  and  some  the  Engines 
play  ; 

And  some  more  bold  mount  Ladders  to  the 
nre. 

2,10 
In  vain  :  For  from  the  East  a  Belgian  « iu<l 
Ills  hostile  Breath  through  the  dry  Rafters 
sent ; 

The  Flames  impell'd  soon  left  their  F.xs 

behind 
And  forward,  with  a  wanton  fury  went. 


,,«...«..  w...,. „„„,«, „,,„„..|^^.^^^^^^,,^^^^^,^^^_^^^^ 
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A  Key  of  Fire  ran  all  along  the  Shore 
^A„d  hRhten'd  all  the  Rivfr  with  a  blW- 
Tl.e  waken'd  Tides  began  again  to  roar' 
And  wond'nng  Fish  in  shining  watere  gaze. 

Old  Father  ThamesVal'd  up  his  reverend 

But  fear'd  the  fate  o(  SimoaS  would  icturn  ■ 
Deep  ,n  his  Ooze  he  sought  his  sedgy  Bed  ' 
And  shrunk  his  Waters  back  into  his  S. 

-33 
The  Fire,  mean  time  walks  in  a  broad.'r.-ross  • 
0  either  hand  his  Wings  he  o,>ens  wide?' 
He  wades  the  Streets,  and  streight  he  reachis 
cross. 

And  plays  his  longing  Flames  on  th*  other 
side. 

334 

At  first  they  warm,  then  scorch,  and  then 
they  take  ; 

Now  with  long  Necks  from  side  to  side  thev 
leed  : 

At  length,  grown  strong,  their  Mother-fire 

lorsake, 
And  a  new  Colony  of  Flames  succeed. 

"35 
To  every  nobler  Portion  of  the  Town 
The  curling  Billows  roll  their  restless  Tide  : 
As  Arn.f  """^  'hey  straggle  up  and  down. 
As  Armies,  unoppos'd,  for  Prey  divide. 


238 


436 
One  mighty  Squa.lroi,  with  a  .Side-win<l  sped 
&  hastT  ^'*"''  '""'  """'•^^'d  Ke 

TK,![I"'}^f ""  "^  ^"•'^  ^"^  Silver  led, 
waste  '*""'  """^  '*'^  ^''""Se  t° 

237 

And'sll';^'''? 'i'^-  •*'  "'^  ^''^>  *°"ld  RO, 
K  It  tSri*  •'"  '  '.'"  '^''y  ^R"'"^'  the  Wind  : 
1-5  T?'t"  ^^y  °f  'he  marching  Foe 
Agams^  th-  Imperial  Palace  is  desif  n'd 

H  J^  Sigea  igni  freta  lat*  rpIucHit.     ^',>y. 

t^f^  iitraKgleJ  ,667:  struggle  ,6SS.      A  fH.S. 


Now  Day  appears,  and  with  the  day  the 

Whose  early  Care  had  robb'd  him  of  his  rest  • 
Indthril^'^'^?  oj. Falling  houses  rL^'' 
Bre^t  ^  ^''''  P'""  ''^  '^"^" 

239 
Near  as  he  draws  thick  harbingers  of  Smoke 
W  th  gloomy  Pillars  cover  all  the  place: 

Bv   W^'"  :r""?'?  ''^  ^''ght  are  brok; 
B>   ^parks,  that  drive  against  his  Sacred 
lace. 

240 

*^^*'' known  "'  ^"''''''  '"*  ^""''^  '""''*' ''™ 

"^'"'s'lir^''^"''  ''''''*'  *^''*"  '"'  ^^^^^  *^'^ 
The  W  retch'ed  i„  his  Grief  forgot  their  own  • 
(So  much  the  Pity  of  a  King  has  pow'r  )      ' 

241 
He  wept  the  Flames  of  what  he  lov'd  so  welL 
And  what  «,  well  had  merited  his  love : 

'  n?^'''^^n■"'"^  •"  ^'""^'^  ^'"^  "lore  excel. 
Or  Royal  City  more  in  Duty  strove. 

Nor  with  an  idle  Care  did  he  behold  : 
'Subjects  may  grieve,  but  Monarchs  must 
redress ;) 

"'"   BolT  '**''  ^*^'^"'  ''"'^  commends  the 

And  makes  Despairers  hope  for  good  Success. 

243 


riiinself  directs  what  first  is  to  be  done. 
And  orders  all  the  Succours  which  thev  bring: 
The  Helpful  and  the  Good  about  him  run, 
And  torm  an  Army  worthy  such  a  King. 

He  sees  the  dire  Contagion  spread  so  fast 
That  where  it  seizes,  all  Relief  is  vain  : 
And  therefore  must  unwillingly  lay  waste 
Ihat  Country,  which  would,  else,  the  Foe 
maintain. 

245 
The  Powder  blows  up  all  before  the  Fire : 

Andha^fu''""^ '^^"^ r^^"'"^ «" ^ heap  ; 
And  from  the  precipices-brink  retire, 
Afrajd  to  venture  on  so  large  a  leap. 
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Thus  fighting  Fires  a  wliile  themselves  con- 
sume. 

But  streight  like  Turks,  forc'd  on  to  win  or 
die, 

They  first  lay  tender  Bridges  of  their  fume, 

And  o're  the  Breach  in  unctuous  vapours  Hie. 

247 
Part  stays  for  Passage,  'till  a  gust  of  wind 
Ships  o're  their  Forces  in  a  shining  Sheet : 
Part,  creeping  under  ground,  their  Journey 

blind, 
And,  climbing  from   below,  their  Fellows 

meet. 

248 
Thus  to  some  desert  Plain,  or  old  Wood-side, 
Dire  Night-hags  come  from  far  to  dance  their 

round : 
And  o're  broaci  rivers,  on  their  Fiends,  they 

ride. 
Or  sweep  in  Clouds  above  the  blasted  ground. 

249 
No  help  avails  :   for.  Hydra  like,  the  Fire 
Lifts  up  his  Hundred  heads  to  aim  his  way  : 
And  scarce  the  wealthy  can  one  half  retire. 
Before  he  rushes  in  to  share  the  Prey. 

250 
The  Rich  grow  suppliant,  and  the  Poor  grow 

proud : 
Those  offer  mighty  gain,  and  these  ask  more ; 
So  void  of  pity  is  th'  ignoble  Crowd, 
When  others  Ruin  may  increase  their  Store. 

251 
As  those  who  live  by  Shores  with  joy  behold 
Some  wealthy  Vessel  split  or  stranded  nigh  ; 
And  from  the  Rocks  leap  down  for  ship- 

wrack'd  Gold, 
And  seek  tht  Tempest  which  the  others  flie  : 

252 

So  these  but  wait  the  Owners  last  despair. 

And  w-hat's  permitted  to  the  flames  invade  : 

Ev  n  from  their  Jaws  they  hungry  morsels 

tear. 

And,  on  their  backs,  the  Spoils  of  Vukan 
lade. 

246.2  die,  I  die:   1667  and  i6S9. 
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253 

The  days  were  all  in  this  lost  labour  spent ; 
And  when  the  weary  King  gave  place  to 

Night, 
His  Beams  he  to  his  Royal  Brother  lent. 
And  so  shone  still  in  his  reflective  Light. 

254 
Night  came,  but  without  darkness  or  repose, 
A  dismal  Picture  of  the  gen'ral  Doom  ; 
Where  Souls  distracted  when  the  Trumpet 

blows. 
And  half  unready  with  their  Bodies  come. 

255 
Those  who  have  Homes,  when  Home  they 

do  repair. 
To   a   last   Lodging    call    their   wand'ring 

Friends : 
Their  short  uncasie  Sleeps  are  broke  with 

Care, 
To  look  how  near  their  own  Destruction 

tends. 

256 
Those  who  have  none,  sit  round  where  once 

it  was. 
And   with   full   Eyes  each   wonted   Room 

require : 
Haunting  the  yet  warm  Ashes  of  the  place. 
As  murder'd  Men  walk  where  they  did  expire. 

Some  stir  up  Coals,and  watch  the  Vestal  fire, 
Others  in  vain  from  sight  of  Ruin  run  ; 
And,  while  through  burning  Lab'rinths  they 

retire. 
With  loathing  Eyes  repeat  what  they  would 

shun. 

258 
The  most  in  Feilds  like  herded  Beasts  lie 

down, 
To  Dews  obnoxious  on  the  grassie  Floor  ; 
And  while  their  Babes  in  Sleefi  their  Sorrows 

drown. 
Sad  Parents  watch  the  remnants  of  their 

Store. 

259 
While  by  the  Motion  of  the  Flames  they  guess 
What  Streets  are  burning  now,  and  what 

are  near. 
An  infant  waking  to  the  Paps  would  press. 
And  meets,  instead  of  Milk,  a  falling  Tear. 
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No  thoupht  can  ease  thein  but  their  Sove- 
reijju's  tare, 

^^''''dw'!^;  «'''«'"  Want  miglu  drive  to  just 
Think  Life  u  Blessing  under  such  a  King. 

261 
Mean  time  he  sadly  suffers  in  their  Grief 

Out- weeps  an  Ilerniite.andout-praysaSainf 
All  the  long  night  he  studies  their  relief 
How  they  may  be  sui)pli'd,  and  he  I'nav 
want.  ^ 

262 
0  God,  said  he,  thou  Patron  of  mv  Days 
t>uide  of  my  Youth  in  Exile  and  '        '   ' 

Distress !  Kind's 

Who  nie   unfriended  brought'st    ^"y"'- 

by  wondrous  ways, 
The  Kingdom  of  my'Fathers  to  possess  : 


263 

Be  thou  my  Judge,  with  what  unwearied 
Care 

r  since  have  labour'd  for  my  People's  good  ; 

To  bmd  the  Bruises  of  a  Civil  War, 

And  stop  the  Issues  of  their  wasting  Blood. 

264 
Thou,  who  hast  taught  me  to  forgive  the  III, 
And  recompense,  as  Frienc^,,  the  Good  mis- 
led  : 

If  Mercy  be  a  Precept  of  thy  Will, 
Return  that  Mercy  on  thy  Servants  hea.l. 

Or,  if  my  l,ee<!less  Youth  has  stept  astray 
Too  soon  forgetful  of  thy  gracious  hand  ;' 
On  me  alone  thy  just  Displeasure  lay. 

Land      Judgments  from  this  mourning 

As  humble  Earth  from  whence  at  first  we 
came : 

Like  flying  Shades  before  the  Clouds  we 
siiew, 

^""^fC  ''■''  ^''^•-'^"^^"t  i"  consuming 


I  267 

O  let  it  lie  enough  what  thou  hast  done ; 

StS  '*"  """'''  "'~*  *^«^ 

With  ,,ois<^„'d  Dans  which  not  the  Good 

could  shun. 
The  Speedy  could  out-flie,  or  Valiant  meet. 

368 

The  livin"  few.  and  frequent  Funerals  then 
Proclaun'd  thy  Wrath  on  this  forsaken  pE 
And  now  hose  few,  who  are  returned  agen. 
Thy  searchmg  Judgments  to  their  dwelliiais 
trace.  * 

369 
O  pass  not.  Lord,  an  absolute  Decree. 
Or  bind  thy  Sentence  unconditional : 
Uiit  in  thy  Sentence  our  Remorse  foresee, 
And,  m  that  foresight,  this  thy  Doom  recJll. 

270 
"^'•y^Pj'l^'jngs.  Lord,as  thine  thou  maist 

But.  if  immutable  and  fix'd  they  stand, 
Contmue  still  thy  self  to  give  the  stroke. 
And  let  not  Foreign-foes  oppress  Thy  Land. 

Th'  Eternal  heard,  and  from  the  Heav'nlv 
yuire  ' 

^'''Iword-'*'*  Cherub  with  the  flaming 
And^bad  him  swiftly  drive  th'  approaching 
From  «  here  our  Naval  Magazins  were  stor'd. 

272 
The  blessed  Minister  his  Wings  displai'd. 
And   Ike  a  shooting  Star  he  cleft  the  night ; 
He  charg  d  the  Flames,  and  those  that  dis- 
obey d 
He  lush'd  to  duty  with  his  Sword  of  light. 

273 

The  fugitive  Flames,  chastU'd,  went  forth 

to  prey 
On  i)ious  Structures,  by  our  Fathers  rear'd  ; 
By  which  to  Heav'n  they  did  affect  the  way. 
Ere  Faith  m  Church-men  without  Works 

was  heard. 
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'14 
The  wantinj;  Orphans  saw  uilh  watrv  Eyes 
Their  Founrlers  Charity  in  Dust  laid  low, 
Atitl  sent  to  God  tlieir  ever-answcr'd  cries, 
(For  he  protects  tlie  Poor,  who  made  them  so.) 

*75 
Nor  could  thy  Fabrick,  Paul's,  defend  thee 

long. 
Though  thou  wert  Sacral  to  ihv  Makers 

praise: 
Thouj^h  made  Immortal  h\  a  Prxt's  Song, 
And  Poets  .Songs  the   Theban  walls  coidd 
raise. 

276 

The  daring  Flames  peip't  in,  and  saw  from 

far 
Tlie  awful  Beauties  of  the  Sacred  Quire  : 
iJut,  since  it  was  prophan'd  bv  Civil  War, 
Hcav'n  thought  it  til  to  have  it'purg'd  by  lire. 

277 
Now  down  the  narrow  Streets  it  swiftly 

came. 
And,  widely  opening,  did  on  both  sides  prey  : 
This  benefit  we  sadly  owe  the  Flame, 
If  only  Ruin  must  enlarge  our  way. 

273 
And  now  four  days  the  Sun  had  seen  our 

Woes ; 
Four  nights  the  Moon  beheld  th'  incessant 

fire  ; 
It  scem'd  as  if  the  Stars  more  sickly  rose. 
And  farther  from  the  feav'rish  North  retire. 

279 
III  th*  Empyrean  Heav'n  (the  Bless'd  abode.) 
The  Thrones  and  the  Dominions  prostrate  lie. 
Not  daring  to  beliold  their  angry  Go<I : 
And  an  hush'd  silence  damps  the  tuneful  Sky. 


282 


2S0 
At  length  th'  Almighty  cast  a  pitying  Eve, 
And  Mercy  softly  touch'd  his  melting  IJreast : 
He  saw  the  Towns  one  half  in  Rubbish  lie. 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  storm  the  rest. 

281 
An  hollow  chrystal  Pyramid  he  takes. 
In  firmamental  Waters  dipt  above  ; 
Of  it  a  broad  Extinguisher  he  makes 
And  hoods  the  Flames  that  to  their  quarry 
strove. 

374.2  Dustl  the  Dust  /M7. 
2804  drive]  give  7667. 


The  vanquish'd  Fires  withdraw  from  every 

place. 
Or,  full  with  feeding,  sink  into  a  sleep : 
Each  household  Genius  shows  again  his  face, 
And,  from  the  hearths,  the  little  Lares  creep. 

Our  King  this  more  than  natural  change 

beholds  ; 
With  sober  Joy  his  heart  and  eyes  abound  : 
To  the  All-good  his  lifte<l  hands  he  folds, 
.^nd  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  ground. 

284 
As  when  sharp  Frosts  had  long  constrain'd 

the  earth, 
A  kindly  Thaw  unlocks  it  with  mild  Rain, 
.\nd  (irst  the  tender  Blade  pecns  up  to  birth, 
And  streight  the  Green  fields  laugh  with 
I>romis'd  grain : 

285 
By  such  degrees  the  spreading  Gladness  grew 
In  every  heart,  which  Fear  had  froze  before  : 
The  standing  Streets  with  so  much  joy  they 

view. 
That  with  less  grief  the  Perish'd  they  deplore. 

286 
The  Father  of  the  Peo|)le  open'd  wide 
His  Stores,  and  all  the  Poor  with  Plenty  fed  : 
Thus  God's  Anointed  God's  own  ulace  sud- 

pli'd,  "^  ^ 

And  hll'd  the  Empty  with  his  daily  Bread. 

287 
This  Royal  Ixiunty  brought  its  own  Reward, 
And,  in  their  Minds,  so  deep  did  print  the 

sense ; 
That  if  their  Ruins  sadly  they  regard, 
Tis  but  with  fear  the  sight  might  drive  him 

thence.  ^^ 

But  so  may  he  live  long,  tliat  Town  to  swav. 
Which  by  his  Auspice  they  will 

nobler  make,  Ci/i'fs  re- 

As  he  will  hatch  their  Ashes  by     f'-T-"  '"  ''" 

his  stay,  Uave  Hum. 

And  not  their  humble  Ruins 

now  forsake. 

289 
They  have  not  lost  their  Loyalty  by  Fire  ; 
Nor  is  their  Courage  or  their  Wealth  so  low, 
1  hat  from  his  Wars  they  poorlv  would  retire, 
Or  t)eg  the  Pity  of  a  vanquisli'd  Foe. 
a84.a  miM]  Editors  till  Christie  give  coU 
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Not  with  more  Constancy  the  Jtrts  of  old, 
l«v  Cyrus  from  rewarded  Exile  sei.t. 
Their  Royal  City  did  in  Dust  behold. 
Or  with  more  vigour  to  rebuild  it  went. 

391 
The  utmost  Mulire  of  their  Stars  is  past, 

th^Town     ""'''  "^'"^  ''*^''  *"°"^8'd 

In  their  own  Plague  and  Fire  liave  breath'd 

tlieir  last. 
Or,  dimly,  in  their  sinking  sockets  frown. 

Now   fre,i„ent   Trines    the   happier   lights 
among,  •» 

'^"'^fS  "'"''  ^""  ''*""  '"'  ^"^  P'^n 

\Vill  gloriously  the  new-laid  Works  succeed. 

-93 
MM.hinks  already,  from  this  Chvmick  flame, 
1  sec  a  citv  of  more  precious  mohl : 
Kich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  'Indies 
name, 

With  Silver  pav'd,  and  all  divine  with  Gold. 
294 

Shl^!f^i'  '^,""?F  ^'*''  "  '"'R»'tv  fate, 

tw^  '''''''''  ^™'"  ''"  mounting 

wllrn'"'.''''"'.^*'"""''"'"^»">rte,sdate, 
allow'"     '  ^^  *'"  '^'='*"'  '^»'   ''"'^ 


297 


More^  great   than  l.'uman  no« .  and  more 

jHUgUSi, 

New  deified  she  from  her  Fires  does  rise  • 
Her  w-idenmg  Streets  on  new  Foundations 

And,  oi)ening,  into  larger  parts  she  flies. 

296 
.  iefore,  she  like  some  Shepherdess  did  shew 
Who  sate  to  bathe  her  by  a  River's  side ^ 

No";  =ht  "r1  '''t ''"'''  ^'"^  -"eVndlow, 
p?il^e     the  beauteous  Arts  of  Modern 

'  Mexico. 
JjW^ista^,  o/j  „amt  of  London. 
*9i.\  Work.]  ,63$:  Work  ,667.  ' 


J  S 

Now,  like  a  Maiden  Queen,  she  will  behold, 

1  rom  her  high  Turrets,  hourly  Sutors  come : 

Gold  *       ^"«"'*'  »"<•  the  West  with 

^^'"Sn'  '"*"  ^"'•''''■«"''''  'o  '«:"ve  her 

298 

Shflf t"  ?"  v"'  ^V  "'^ "  ^Jomestick  Floud. 
Shall  bear  her  Vessels,  like  a  sweeping  Train 
And  often  wind  (as  of  his  Mistresi  proud.) 
With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  Face  again. 

The  wealthy  Ta^us,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 
The  glory  of  their  Towns  no  more  shall  boast 
And  5««,  that  would  with  Belgian  Rivers 
join, 

Shall  find  her  Lustre  stain'd,  and  TraflSck 

lost* 

300 
The  ^^ent'rous  Merchant  who  designed  more 

And  touches  on  our  hosi)itable  Shore, 

Star*'  ^P'*^"'^*'"'  of  this  Northern 

Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more. 

Our  pou  rful  Navy  shall  no  longer  meet, 

The  beauty  of  this  Town  without  a  Fleet 
From  all  the  World  shall  vindicate  her  TVadc. 
302 


And,  while  this  fam'd  Emporium  we  prepare 
The  fi^,.A  Oce«n  shall  su'ch  Triumph^  S 
I  hat  those,  who  now  disdain  our  Trade  to 

share. 
Shall  rob  like  Pyrats  on  our  wealtl.y  Coast. 

3P3 
Already  we  have  conquer'd  half  the  War. 
And  the  less  dang-rous  part  is  left  behind  : 
Our  Trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare, 
And  not  so  great  to  Vanquish  as  to  Find. 

304 
Thus  to  the  Eastern  wealth  through  Storms 
uc  go, 

^"^more-*'"  ^'''**  **"^^  doubled,  fear  no 

I  A„H°!1''"?'  Trade-wind  will  securely  blow, 
I  And  gently  lay  us  on  the  Spicy  shore. 
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TO  THE 
READER. 

fih  Pen  lor  „»t  Party  wJfxZTin  \Zi,lv'     "     *i'"'  '/  *'^"'  •   *'"  *"  '<'>">  '/^<"'* 

World.    FoItk%e  's  al^Jj^J^  J^  ^  '  tS' n>C"  ^"'V^f  - ^'4'^       ' ' 
0/  Adversaries,  ts  the  greatest  Triuwt^h  of  a  llrii^  '"tiRani.i  his  .tilL    J  he  (  omniendainn 
But  I  can  be  satisfied  on  moreZllerL.   l7h.t'''T  !' ''"'"/'"""  ""'«*  ''^"'^•^'i- 
1  shall  be  sure  of  an  honest  Par  l'^  IZd  il.  Jl,  i   ffi'  '"  t''.""'  ""  """'  '^'oderale  sort, 

Concern'dare  JmniolyZLl-^rr^^^^^  Kf/'"^)  'J  "".  *7'  ^'"'«"  •   1'^  '*'  ''"' 

the  S.tv,.  1...,.^.  ...J.      "r:  '■."/^"Pl  ■  ■  1»id.  I  eon/ess.  1  have  laid  in  or  those,  by  rehaliiit 

rom  rarrvinp  Inn  d,.,rt,  ^-  i,j—  •"yrroaiinx 


Hie  Sat^•re  (wherejiisiiceloM  all^r^n  i'""'  '  ""'''"'  '  '"!'"  '""^  >» /or'thoselby 


20  that  1  can  nr;;:'^^.^::^;^7^'2;Zs:Z:n'/'^^^^^     *'  ^T""'"'  "'  '^^  -«  ^os, 
fiens  Follies,  when  I  clud  havTLlaiuZL^^^  '  **"^  *"^  '""«*'''  "''  ^""^ 

\h<^^>'  commended  as  Iredy  as  I  have  lax' d  V/'    ""''•'"*''  »««•*  Vfrtucs 

Reader  /  ..w/  you  LiLretu!:::^^  J  tZtlZZt  to  be  T' I!  '""'  T  "  ""''^'''- 
I  am  But  i/men  are  not  to  be  fudg'dZiheh-  ProlLZn!  r  5  / '*'"'^*'  """■'  ''«/«''"'''  ">"» 
men  /«r  professing  so  plausibly  fortl^cZrVntjrv^'^^'^y''"  <  "nimon-wealtl.s- 
to  charge  me  for  not  Subscribing  of  Z  NaZ',1  /aL  "  'Z'"" t  '"  ^'»^onscionable,  as 


ly  /-miA/y  ft«  ,„  „ty  ilritinn  •  /,/,^„„i  'L 1    v  I  V  ^'"' 

'.  «-r.  probably.  4  ,«  Z;  iM    '1*1."'/'^  ".«/"'*?' 


line  not  my  I  oem.  the  fault  may  possit>ty  be  in  mv  UV.7/h»  :  /<;"     i  ,'  "V""  '"''"'•    '/  >"<"* 

30  /.«//,  of  it.  The  Violent  L  bohs^sSl^j/"  'V'cT  ^'7"''',  Tu*'^''  ^'""«"  *"''*' 
favourably  or  too  hardly  drawn.  But  they  are  n7livf.^^^^^^^  "/Absalom,  as  either  too 
fault,  on  the  right  hand,  is  to  Extenuate  Palliate  n«^  t  J?  "  i  '  ''"'"' '"  P''""-  The 
endeavoured  to  commit  it.  Besides  the  rspfuCh /"J^^^^^^  •'n"i'  'f  ['^''"  l'''^'  '  *""' 
Iterotck  Verlnes  ;  and,  Da\  id  himsell  Z.J     .1  ^'^  *"  ^'''*'  '  *«'''  a  greater  for  ln\ 

iu.ud  be  of  his  ReputLz:'  t ^i::'tt:t  r:ct ;/  "^  y-T'"'»':TifiZh:n 

and  as  being  such,  are  the  soonest  pm-ertedb^mcZ/Jel.  t".     ""''."'"V'  '*'  '"'"'  '"^v 
and  Glory,  'tis  no  more  a  wonder  that  he,.l^k[Lj.,'  ''(""""y  »hen  bailed  with  Fame 

of  the  Story    1  purposely  forbore  to  Prosecute  ■bernZ'^l       J^'  "  T""-    The  conclusion 
40  show  hhs^Xom  Unfortunate.    The  Frame  of  ii  ,Z      ,'  '.T^'^.*""  «*''"«  Irom  my  self  to 

J^^ne  ii^:r;;]t^;r;;ri2^f  S^;i  r^  ^y  conclude  the  Piece, 
Things  were  not  brought  to  an  ExtremTwhere  llefl  t  t"''''  *r,  "'"  "'^>'  """'  ">  /»"«  ^ 

.w^, .,_,  ,,,,„^,,^  ,^^  y^^  cUz^xUT^:i:^2:!>r^z. 


:^«SfSS^^- 
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J  ne  1)1  a  haging  In/tr.        ig 

ABSALOM 

AND 

ACHITOPHFL. 


A  F'OEM. 


uiii. 


In  pious  tin.c,.  e'r  Pri.-t-craft  di.l  U- 
\WU»c  Polygamy  »a»  nude  .i  Sir.  ; 
"hen  Man  on  many  nmlii,.|,',J  |,is  kiiKl 

Uhcn  Nature  prompted  ..„•  no  Law  dcni'd 
I  onmcuous  Lse  of  Concubine  and  Hrnie; 

hem  ""''■    '''"  "*''''"'*  °"" 

To\vivr"'i'^r""''  f'  ^''"""<^--  ""part 

"^'"'lild.'"'  ^'''''""'   '""*^'  ""°"«''   ""■ 

J//VA,;/.  ofRoy;d  H|,kkI.  the  Cn.wn  did  „c  ,7 

A  sod  ungrateful  to  the  Tiller-scare:  • 

locZul  '%'  ''  ',"'  ''"""'  ■^'""'"=^  bore      , 
lo  GmJdike  /;c„„rf  several  sons  Ixifore.  ! 

No  Tnir^' '•" ^'"''^  *''"  ^^''^  '^'^  did  ascend. 
Of  .Tnh   T""""  '*'"'*'  ^^"'  ^'^^'^  ""end  , 
Of  all  this  Numerous  Progeny  was  none        I 

^,^^^>UM  so  Bravc  as  Absal.,: 

E  f  ,h '  '"''"['?  '^y  *'""=^  divin  r  Lust.        ! 
His  father Rot  him  with  a  creii.  rfM.v- 
Or  that  his  Co..  nous  Destiny  ,  .  -  i:'„ ' 

\V    i'  ;^:,f°''^'«" '•"•"ds  he  won  Renown 
"ith   Kings  and  States  allied   to  /sr,, 


of  War  li,;  coud  rc- 


III  Peace  the  thouf;Iit- 
!  move 

i  wlir'Ti"^  '!•.'''  '*';'  '""  '^^  »*'"  ^°^  Love. 
|VlMt  e  r  he  did  was  done  n.,,!,  so  much  ease 

!     '  h.in  alone,  'luus  Natural  i„  pleau  -        ' 

llN  motions  al-  accompanied  wilh  grace  ; 

Aiid  I'aru^.s,  u., ,  oncn'd  ,u  his  face.         ,o 

Ms  \outhfuI  Image  in  his  Son  rencw'd  ; 
lo  d!  his  wishe,  N., thing  he  deni'd 

fr^ll"  '"  '""'  (f"-"  «''«  ffo'"  faults  is 
His  father  coud  not  or  he  woud  not  see 
Some  warm  excesses.  «hi,  I,  the  Law  lorbore 
j  VVcre  const  ru'd  Vou,h  that  purg'd  bsZiC 
ing  o  r :  •     o        .   "vu 

i  remain'd  '  '^'^  ^'°''''  ^'"""» 

While  A»"rf,\indisturb'd.  in  .9,V>«  reign'd"' 
Uut  I,ife  can  never  l«  sin-  cr.-lv  blest  • 

""ll)e"t''""''*"''  """  *""'•   '"'■'  P'°''"  ""^ 
They«,^  a  IleadstionK,  Moody,  Murm'ring 

Ascvi,    M\t  lir  extent  and  si;  jtch  of  grace  • 
f^ods  punper'd  People,  whom,  debauch'd 
with  case, 


;v 


F 
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i    I 


(Gods  tlicy  had  triM  of  every  shai)e  and 
size 

That  God-smiths  could  produce  or  Priests 
devi:ie :)  ^o 

These  .•l</,j;;j-ivits,  too  fortunately  free,     " 
JJegan  to  dream  they  wanted  iih'crty  ; 
And  wiien  no  rule,  no  president  was  foun<I 
Of  men,   hy   Laws   less   circumscrib'd  and 

bound  ; 
They  led  tiieir  wild  desires  to  Woods  and 

Caves  ; 
And    thought    that    all    but   Savages   were 

Slaves. 
They  who,  wlicn  Said  was  dead,  without  a 

blow 
Made  foolish  Ishbosluth  the  Crown  forgo  • 
'.Vlio  baniiht  Dm-id  did  from  llibron  b'iiig. 
And.  with  a  General  .^hoiii,  procliim'j  hini 
King:  (^ 

rhose  very  Jews  who  at  their  very  best 
Their  Humour  more  Mian  Lovalty  exiircst. 
Now  wondred  w!iy  so  long  tiicv  lYid  obcy'd 
An   Idol-Monarch    which    tlicir   haiiJs   had 

made  ; 
Thought  they  might  ruiiic  him  ihrv  rr..,lfl 

cxcaip 
Qr  melt  him  tn^bat-Gpldcn  Calf-aState 
But  these  were  randoni  Dolts :  Xo 

Design 
Nor  Interest  made  the  Factious  Croud   to 

join  : 
The  sober  part  of  Isntfl,  free  from  stain, 
VVell  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  reign  ;  70 
And,  looking  backward  with  a  wise  afriglit. 
Saw  Seams  0I   wounds,  dishonest    to  the 

sight : 
In  contemplation  of  wlmse  ugly  Scars, 
They  curst  the  nieniorv  of  Civil  Wars. 
The  moderate  sort  of  .Men,  thus  qualifi'd, 
Inchn'd  the  Ballanco  to  the  better  side ; 
And  David's  mildness  manag'd  it  so  well. 
The  bad  found  no  occasion  to  Kcbcl. 
But,  when  to  Sin  our  Inast  Nature  leans 
The  careful  Devil  is  stillat  hand  with  mians; 
^nd  providently  Pimps  for  ill  desires  :      81 
The  Good  Old  Cause,  roviv'd,  a  Plot  re(|uires. 
Plots,  true  or  false,  are  necessary  things. 
To  raise  up  Common-wealths  and  ruin  Kings. 


Th*  inhabitants  of  old  Jerusalem, 
Were  Jebusiles ;    the  Town  so  c.dl'd  from 

them  ; 
And  their's  the  Native  ri-'lit . 


But   when   the  chosen   People  grew  more 

stronjj. 

The  rightful  cause  at  length  became  the 

w  rong  ; 
And  every  loss  the  men  of  Jebus  bore,      90 
They  still  were  thBugTil  {iutl'H  ene'mies  the 

more. 
Thus,  worn  and  weaken'd,  well  or  ill  content. 
Submit  they  must  to  David's  Government : 
Iinpoverish't  and  depriv'd  of  all  Command. 
I  heir  Taxes  doubled  as  they  lost  their  Land  ; 
And,  what  was  harder  yet  to  flesh  and  blood, 
Their  Gods  disgrac'd,  and  burnt  like  common 

Wood. 
This  se».  the  Heathen  Priesthood  in  a  flame. 
For  Priests  of  all  Religions  are  the  same  : 
Of  whatsoe'er  descent  their  Godhead  be,  100 
Stock,  Stone,  or  other  homely  Pedigree, 
In  his  defence  his  Servants  are  as  Md, 
As  if  he  had  been  born  of  beaten  Gold. 
The  J etnsh  Rabbins,  though  their  Enemies, 
In  this  conclude  them  honest  men  and  wise  : 
For  'twas  their  duty,  all  the  Learned  think, 
T  espou-.e  his  Cause  by  whom  they  eat  and 

drink. 
From  hence  began  that  Plot,  the  Nations 

Curse, 
Bad  in  itself,  but  represented  worse,  109 
Kais'd  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decri'd, 
WithOalhsaffirm'd,withdvingVowsdeni'd, 
Not  weigh'd  or  winnow'd  by  the  Multitude, 
But  swallow 'd  in  the  Mass,  unchewed  and 

crude. 
Some   Truth   there   was,   but   dashed  and 

brew'd  with  Lies  ; 
To  please  the  Fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  Wise. 
Succeeding  Times  did  equal  Folly  call 
Believing  nothing  or  lielieving  all. 
The  Egyptian  Rites  the  Jebiisiles  embrac'd. 
Where  Gods  were  recommended  by  their 

taste. 
Such  sav'ry  Deities  must  needs  be  good  120 
As   serv'd   at  once   for   Worship  and    for 
Food. 

By  force  they  could  not  Introduce  these 
G(xls, 

tor  Ten  to  One  in  former  days  was  odds. 

So  Fraud  was  us'd,  (the  .Sacrifi      s  Trade.) 

I'ools  are  more  har<I  to  Conquer  than  Per- 
suade. 


i}i  and]  Sm//,  SaiMUdiiry,  aiiduthtrs  adsurJN 
gne  or  ^ 

l.M  .\<]  \t\\  fef.  I. 
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Their  busie  Teachers  minfiled  with  the  Jews 
And  rak  d  for  Converts  even  the  Court  and 
stews : 

Which  Hebrew  Priests  the  more  unkindly 

took. 
Because  the  Fleece  accompanies  the  Flock 
home  thought  they  (]od's  Anointed  meant  to 

slay  J 

By  Guns,  invented  since  full  many  a  day  : 
Our  Author  swears  it  not ;    but  who  can 

know 
How  far  the  Devil  and  Jebusites  may  no  > 
I  his  Plot,  which  fail'd  for  want  of  common 

hense. 
Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  Consequence  ; 
for  as.  when  raging  Fevers  boil  the  Blood 
1  he  standing  Lake  soon  floats  into  a  Floud  • 
And  ev  ry  hostile  Humour  which  before 
Slept  quiet  in  its  Channels  bubbles  o'rc  • 
So.  several  Factions  from  this  first  Ferment 
Work  up  to  Foiim,  and  threat  the  Govern- 
ment. 

Some  by  their  Friends,  more  by  themselves 
thought  wise, 

Oppos'd  the  Pow'r  to  which  they  could  not 
rise. 

Some  had  in  Courts  been  Great  and,  thrown 

from  thence. 
Like  Fiends  were  hardened  in  Impenitence. 
Some, by  their  Monarch's  fatal  mercy  grown. 
Fron.    Pardon'd  Rebels.    Kinsmen    to  the 

Throne 

Were  raised  in  Pcw'r  and   Publick  Office 
high  ; 

Strong  Bands,  if  Bands  ungrateful  men  coud 
tie. 

Of  these  the  false  Achitophel  was  first,    i  co 
A  i\an.c  to  all  succeeding  Ages  curst, 
for  close  Designs  and  crooked  ton  sels  fit 
Sagacious,  Bold,  and  Turbulent  of  wit.      ' 
Kestless.  ur.hxt  in  Principles  and  Place, 
in  Pow  r  nnpleased.  impatient  of  Disgrace  : 

\  retted  the  Pigmy  Bod v  t o  ,le<  a v  :       "    ' 
And  o  r  inform«d  the  Tenenu-m  of  Ch.v,  I 
A  daring  Pilot  in  extreniitv  ; 
fleasd  with  the  Danger,  ulun  the  W  .ves 
•     went  high  .^ 

Would  steer  too  nigh  the  Sands  to  boast  his 


5« 


i.«  Counsf  Is)  Counsel  ed.  i. 
154  PriiiciplrsJ  Principl,  e,f.  1. 


Great  Wits  are  sure  to  Madness  near  alli'd 
And  th.n  Partitions  do  their  Bounds  divide  ; 
hlse,    why   should   he,   with   Wealth   and 

Honour  blest. 
Refuse  his  Age  the  needful  hours  of  Rest  ? 

unish  a  B<Kiy  which  he  coud  not  please. 
Bankrupt  of  Life,  yet  Protligal  of  Ease  ? 
And  all  to  leave  what  with  his  Toil  he  won 
To   that    unfeather'd    two-legg'd   thing,   a 
Son  : 

(IflL^iHs Sniil flirl  hiirldlrri  KatiflagtriS 
iv^"\  ;'.'^''f»>eless  Lump,  like  AnaT^nT 
In  I'ricridship  false,  implacable  in  Hate. 
Resolv  d  to  Ruine  or  to  Rule  the  State  ; 
To  C  ompass  this  the  Triple  Bond  he  broke;) 
The  Pillars  of  the  Publick  Safety  shook,    I 
And  fitted /.M,/ for  a  Foreign  Yoke  ;        f 
Fame       '^'"'  ^^"'  ^'*''  ^''"  **f*^«^^''^^B 
CsurpVI  a  Patriot's  All-attoning  Name. 
'^.f^il^lilUUzrove^itt^ 
I  With  publick  Zeal  to  canct  l^nvitiTnSfes : 
How  safe  is  Treason  and  how  sacred  ill 
Where  none  can  sin  against  :he  Peoples  Will. 
Where  Crouds  can  wink  ;  und  no  offence  be 

known. 
Since  in  anothcrs  guilt  they  find  their  own. 
Yet,  fame  deserv'd,  no  Enemy  can  grudge  ; 
The  Statesman  we  abhor,  but  praise  the 

Judge. 
[n  Israels  courts  ne'er  sat  an  Abbelhdin 
With  more  discerning  •  yes  or  Hands  more 
clean, 

Unbrib'd,  unsought,  the  Wretched  to  re- 
dress ; 

^?' u  °f  ,'^'*I'»*'^*>  and  casie  of  Access. 
Oh,  had  he  been  content  to  serve  the  Crown 
[  With  \  ertues  onely  proper  to  the  Gown, 
Or  had  the  rankness  of  the  Soil  been  freed 
frorii  (  ockle  that  opprest  the  Noble  Seed, 
A>a«'«rf  for  him  his  tuneful  Harp  had  strung, 
Ai)fl  Heav  n  had  wanted  one  Immortal  Song. 
But  wild  Ambition  loves  to  slide,  not  stand, 
And  Fortunes  Ice  prefers  to  Vertues  Land. 
A,hiloph,l.  grown  wearv  to  iHKsess  200 

A  lawlul  Fame,  and  l:.zie  Happiness. 
Disdain  d  the  Goklen  Fruit  to  gather  free 
And  lent  the  Crowd  his  Ann  to  shake  the 
I  tee. 

Now.  manifest  of  Crimes,  contriv'd  long  since 
He  stood  at  bold  Defiance  wah  .lis  pSe!' 


I 


170  Lsurp'd]  Assum'd  t<i.  ,, 


lili 
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Ii|i 


II 


Held  up  the  Buckler  of  the  IVoples  Cause 
Against  the  Crow  n  ;    and  sculk'd  behind  the 

Laws. 
The  wish'd  oaasion  of  the  I'lnt  he  takes  ; 
Some   Circumstances    linds,    l)ut    more   he 

makes. 
Ky  buzziiij;  Emissaries,  tills  the  ears         210 
Of  listening  Crotids.with  Jealousiisand  Fears 
Of  Arbitrary  Counsils  l)r(.M^;lit  to  light. 
And  proves  the  King  himself  a  Jtbnsit,: 
Weak  Arguments  !  which  vet  he  knew  full 

well, 
\yere  strong  with  Peo|>le  easie  to  Rebel. 
JFor,  RovernM  bv  tiie  Moot),  tlie  giddv  Jcus 
Tread  the  same  Track  when  she  tiie' Prime 

renews : 
And  once  in   twenty  Years,  their  .Scribes 

record. 
By  natural  Instinct  thev  change  their  Lord. 
Achttophel  still  wants  a  Chief,  and  none  220 
Was  found  so  fit  as  Warlike  Ahsalon  : 
Not,  that  he  wish'd  his  (;reatness  to  create, 
(For  Polititians  neither  love  nor  hate  :) 
But.  for  he  knew  his  Title  not  allow'd, 
Would  keep  him  still  depending  on  theCroud, 
That  Kmgly  pow'r,  thus  ebbing  out ,  might  be 
Drawn  to  the  Dregs  of  a  Democracic. 
Ilnn  he  attempts  with  studied  Arts  to  please 
And  sheds  his  Venome  in  such  words  as 
these.  I 


Auspicious  Prince!  at  whose  Nativity  2^0 
Some  Royal  Planet  riil'd  the  .Southern  Skv  ; 
Thy  longing  Countries  D.irling  and  Desire,  ' 
Their  cloudy  Pillar,  and  their  guardian  Fire, 
Their  .second  Mosrx,  who.e  extende.l  Wand' 
Divides  the  Seas  and  shows  the  pioinisM 

Land, 
\\1iose  dawin'ng  Dav,  in  evcrv  distant  A'-e 
Has  exercised  the  .Sacred  Prophets  ra-e"  ' 
The    Peoples    Pray'r,    the    glad     I>iviiKrs 

Thcam, 
The  Young  mens  Vision  and  the  Old  meus 

Dream  ! 
Thee.  Saviour,  Thee  the  N.itions  W.ws  con- 

'^** '  240 

And,  never  satisti'd  with  seeing,  bless  : 
Swift,   unbesjmken    Pomps,   thv  steps  pro- 
claim. 

And  stammering  Babes  are  taught  to  lisi)  thv 
Name.  I 


aiS  Divides]  Shuts  up  cY.  /. 


How  long  wilt  thou  the  general  Joy  detain  ; 
i5tarve,    and    defraud    the    People    of    thv 

Reign  ?  ' 

Content  iiigloriouslv  to  pass  thy  days. 
Like  one  of  N'erlues   Fools   that   Feeds  on 

Praise  ; 
Till  thy  fresh  fdories,  which  now  shine  so 

bright. 
( jrmv  Stale  and  Tarnish  with  ourdayly  sight./ 
Believe  me.  Royal  Youth,  thy  Fruit  must  be' 
Or  gather  d  Ripe,  or  rot  ui>oii  the  Tree.  2<i 
Heav'n  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late. 
Some  lucky  Revolution  of  their  Fate : 
Whose  Motions,  if  we  watch  and  guide  with 
Skill,     , 

(For   humane   Good   de|)ends   on   humane 

Will,) 
Our  Fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  Descent 
And,  from  the  first  impression,  takes  the 

Bent ; 
Bus  if  unsei/.'d.  she  glides  awav  like  wind  ; 
And  leaves  repenting  Folly  far  i)ehind. 
Now,  now  she  meets  vou  with  a  glorious 
prize  260 

And  spreads  her  Leeks  before  her  as  sh« 

flies. 
Had  thus  Old  David,  from  whose  Loins  vou 

snrmg. 
Not  dar'd,  when  Fortune  call'd  him,  to  be 

King. 

At  (.nth  an  Exile  he  might  still  remain. 
And  Heavens  Anointing  Oil  had  been  in  vain. 
Let  his  successful  Youth  vour  hopes  engage 
But  shun  th'  oxaini)lc  of  Declining  Age    "  ' 
Behold  him  setting  in  his  Western  Skies, 
The  Shadows  lengthening  as  the  Vapours 

„    .f'^*^-  26., 

Me  IS  not  now.  as  when,  on  Jordan's  Sand.  | 
The Joyful  Pcoplcllirong'dtoscehimLand, 
(  ov  ring  the  H,wh  and  blackning  all  the;' 
Siraiid :  ) 

But  like  the  Prince  of  Angels,  from  his  height, 
(onus  tumbling  downward  with  dimMiish'd' 

light  : 
Betray'd  by  one  poor  Plot  to  publick  Scorn, 
(Our  oiiely  blessing  since  his  curst  Return.) 
Those  heaps  of  People  which  one  Sheaf  did 

bind. 
Blown  ort  and  statter'd  by  a  puff  of  Wind. 
What    strength    can    he    to   your    Designs 

oppose. 
Naked  of   Friends,  and   round  beset  with 

Foes  ?  2^ 
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lUhanwhsdoubllul  succour  he  should  use, 
A  l-oreiKn  Aid  would  more  incense  the  fr.vs  ■ 
Proud  Egyf,l  woud  dissenibleu    Friendship 

Foment  the  War,  but  not  support  the  Kinc  : 
Nor  wou<i  the  Royal  Part v  e'r  unite  ^ 

VV  ith  Pharaoh  s  arms  f  assist  the  Jeb.nile  ; 

break        "  '""''^''  ''*^"  ''°"''' 

And,  Willi   such   odious   Aid.  make   fhui.i 

weak. 
All  sorts  of  men,  by  mv  surassful  Arts 
Abhorring    Kings,    estrange    their    altered 

Hearts  ^ 

From  David's  Rule :  And'tis  the  general  (■n^ 
Religion,  (ommon-weallh,  and  LiU-rtv      ' 
II  you,  as  Champion  of  the  Publi.,i,c  (I.kkI, 
A.1,1  to  their  Arms  a  Chief  of  Roval  HIo.kI  ; 
What  may  not  Israel  hope,  and"  what  Ap- 
plause ' 
Might  such  a  General  gain  l.vsuch  a  Cause - 
Not  barren  Praise  alone,  thai  Caudv  Flow'r. 
fair  oncly  to  the  sight,  but  solid  P'ow'r  : 
And  Nobler  is  a  limited  Command,          200 
<..v  n  by  the  Love  of  all  vour  X^^tive  Land 
lh:in  a  .Siicci^.ive  Title.  Long,  and  Dark. 
Drawn  from  the  .Mouldv  Rolls  of  ,\o.,h's  ark 


S3 


Praise    effect    in    Might) 


What    cannot 
Minds. 

When  Flattery  Sooths  a.ul  when  Ambition 

nlinds  ! 
Hesire  of  Pow'r,  on  KartL-a -\^tiuus  \Vee<l 
\  ct  sprung  rr^Tiiniij;!,  is  of  CelesTiliiTeed  • 
In(KKl   tisClory:  And  when  Men  Aspire. 

1  IS  but  a  Spark  tm.  nmch  of  ileavenlv  Fire. 
Ml  .Ambitious  \-outh.  too  Covetous  of  Fame 
Poo  full  of  Angels  Metal  in  his  Fr.nne,    no 
I  nwarily  was  k<l  from  Vertuts  wavs, 
•Made  Drunk  with  Honour,  an<I  .iebauch'd 

«ith  Praise. 
Half  loath  and  half  consenting  to  the  ]||       I 

■or  Loyal  15U..I  within  him  sirugled  still.)  I 
Mf    husrephM-Andwha,  Preleiu v  havej 
I"  take  up  Arms  for  Pnblick  Liberty  > 

-nV-'L''^'''' '■"'''" ''''""'l''t's<'"'i'<iHi«htj 
The    aiths  Defender  and  .Mankinds  Delight 
'.0.HI    ,ra.-ious.  Just,  observant  of  the  Laws 
And  Heav'n  by   Wonders  h.,s  espousM  his 
lausc. 

Whom  has  he  Wrong-d  in  all  his  IVaciS 
Keign  f 

Wiio  sues  for  Justice  to  his  Thiune  iri  \ain  .- 


j  Wl.at  Millions  has  he  pardoned  of  his  Foes 

i  Sd   Fi"s      l?'"?f'''c^'°*'^^'''»hexpose? 
Mild,  tasie.  Humble,  Studious  of  our  Good 
fcnc  in  d  to  Arercv  and  averse  from  HIoS' 
.Ml h  ness  II   with  Stubborn  Israel  SuiT 

I  His  t  rime  is  God's  beloved  Attribute  ' 
VVhat  could  he  gain,  liis  People  to  Betray 
Or  change  lys  Right,  for  Arbitrary  Swav^ 

}i  '^'J:MJ.mU.ermalem  Disf.lea.P 

rl'e    /)«S-.v/«rtertF;eTr    llSiir^lo   this 
I  disease. 

Why  thn,  shouhl  \,  Encouraging  the  Bad. 
Turn  Rebel  and  run  Popularly  .Mad  ? 
Were  he  a  Tyrant  who,  by  Lawless  Might, 

Bal.ds         -^'""'■"  ;  '^"t  Nature's  holy 

^^""'llands'-  "'^'  ^'''"'''  "'"'  ^'^'^•"'■"  "'y 
The  People  might  assert  their  Liberty  •  ^^ 
But  what  was  Right  in  them,  were  Crime  in 

His  Favour  leaves  me  nothing  to  require  ; 
Prevents  my  Wishes  and  out-runs  Desire 
What  more  can  I  expect  while  David  lives  ? 
All  but  his  Kingly  Diadem  he  gives  : 
And  that:  l?ut  there  he  paus'd;  then  Sigh- 

nig,  said,  •• 

Fs  Justly  destinVI  for  a  Worthier  liead.    ^ 
for  when  my  Father  from  his  Tovls  shall 

Kest 

An.l  late  Augment  the  Number  of  the  Blesn 
His  Lawfu    Issue  shall  the  Throne  ascend, 
r  the  C  ollal  ral  Line,  where  that  shall  ei.d 
His   Hrother,  though   Opprest  with  Vulgar 

Spight.  ^ 

^  et  Dauntless  and  .Secure  of  Native  Right, 
Of  every  Royal  \ertue  stands  possest  : 
Nill  Dear  to  all  the  Bravest  and  tlie  Best 
His      ourage   Foes,   his   Friends  his  Truih 

1  r(H-lami  ; 
His  Lovalty  the  King,  the  World  liis  Fame. 

For  sure  he  comes  of  a  Forgiving  Kind.  ^60 
,  \N.  'V  shoud  I  then  Repine  at  Heavens  Decree 
,  Which  gives  me  no  Pretence  to  Rovaltv  ■' 
;  \  et  oh  that  Fate.  Propitiously  Inciin'd,  ' 
I  Had  raisd  my  Birth,  or  had  debas'd  my 
'  .Milid  ;  ' 
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To  m>-  large  Soul,  not  all  her  Trcasiin-  le.it, 
And  then  betrai'd  it  to  a  mean  Descent. 
I  find,  I  find  my  nioimtiiii,'  Spirits  Bo!<l, 
And  David's  part  disdains  niv  Mothers  Mold. 
Why  am  I  scanted  hy  a  .N'iR^ard  IJirth  ?  t/m, 
My  soul  Disclaims  the  Kinrlred  of  lar  Karth  : 
And,  made  for  Empire,  Whispers  nic  within  ; 
Desire  of  Greatness  is  a  Godlike  Sin. 


Him  Staggering  so  when  Hells  dire  Agent 
found. 
While  fainting  Vertue  scarce  niainiaiii'd  her 

Ground, 

He  pours  fresh  Forces  in.  and  thus  Re|>!ies  : 

Th'   eternal  Go<l,  Sn|.reainlv   (lootl   and 

Wise, 

Impaits  not  these  Prodigious  Gifts  in  vain  ; 

What  Wonders  arc  Keserv'd  to  bless  vour 

Keign  ? 
Against   your   will   your   Arguments   have 
shown,  ^-g 

Such  Vertue's  onlv  giv'n  to  guide  a  Throne.  ; 
Not  that  your  Father's  Mildness  I  contemn. 
But  manly  Force  l)ecomes  the  I)i.adem. 
Tis  true  he  grants  the  People  all  they  crave  ; ! 
And  more  perhaps  than  Subjects  ought  to 

have : 
For  Lavish  Grants  sup|)ose  a  Monarch  tame 
And  more  his  (Joodness  than  his  Wit  pro- 
claim. 
But  when  should  People  strive  their  Bonds 

to  break. 
If  not  when  Kings  are  Negligent  or  Weak  ? 
Let  him  give  on  till  he  can  give  no  more. 
The  thrifty  Sanhe<lrin  shall  keep  him  poor  • 
And  every  Sheckle  which  he  can  receive  1591 
Shall  cost  a  Limb  of  his  Prerc^ative. 
To  ply  him  with  new  Plots  shall  be  my  care  ; 
Or  plunge  him  deej)  in  some  Expensive  War  ; 
Which,    when    his   Treasure   can    no    more 

supply. 
He  must,  with  the  Remains  of  Kingship,  buv 
His  faithful  Friends  our  Jealousies  and  Fears 
Vi^u  J^'"""''^  ■'  »"^'  Pf"iraoh\  Pensioners. 
Whom,  when  our  Furv  from  His  Aid  lias  torn 
He  shall  be  naked  left  to  publick  Scorn.  400 
The  next  Successor,  whom  I  fear  and  hate. 
My  Arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  State  : 
Turn  d  all  his  Vertues  to  his  Overthrow. 
And  gain'd  our  Elders  to  pronounce  a  Foe. 
His  Right,  for  Sums  of  neressarv  Gold, 
Shall   first   be   Pawn'd,  and  atterwaid's   be 
Sold  ; 


iill  time  shall  Ever-wanting  David  draw. 
Fo  pass  your  doubtful  Title  into  Law. 
It  not  :    the  People  have  a  Right  Supreme 
lo  make  their  Kings  ;   for  Kings  are  made 
for  them.  .^^ 

All  Empire  is  no  more  than  Pow'r  inTiusi, 

Uliich,  when  resuni'd,  can  Ik-  no  longer  |ust. 

.Succession,  for  the  general  Go<kJ  desigii'd, 
n  Its  own  wrong  a  Nation  cannot  bind  : 
f  altering  that,  the  People  can  relieve,         f 

Hetter  one  suffer,  than  a  Nation  grieve 

1  he  Jeus  well  know  their  pow'r :    e'r  Saul 
they  chose 

Gfxl  was  their  King,  and  God  they  durst 
Depose. 

Irge  now  your  Piety,  vour  Filial  Name, 

I  he  I  uNick  (.o<m1,  that  Iniversal  Call,  4-.! 
To  winch  even  Ueav'n  submitted,  answers 
all. 

Nor   let   his  Love  encfiant  vour  generous 

Mind  ; 
"Tis  .Natures  trick  to  prop.igate  her  Kind. 
O.ir  fond  Begetters,  who  would  never  die. 
Love  but  tlu-niselvcs  in  their  Posterit>-. 
Or  let  his  Kindness  bv  th'  Effects  be  tried 
Or  let  him  lay  his  vain  Pretence  aside. 
God  said   he  loved  vour  Father  ;  coud  he 

bring 
A  l)etter  Prcx.f  than  toanoint  him  King  "^430 
It  surely  sliew'd,  He  lov'.l  the  Shepherd  well 
\\ ho  ga\e  so  fair  a  Flock  as  /srael. 
Would  D,wid  have  vou  thuught  his  Darlini' 
Son  ?  '  *" 

What  means  h,-  then,  to  Alienate  the  Crown  > 
Tlie  name  of  Gjxlly  he  niav  blush  to  bear : 
Tis   after   Gods   own    heart    to   Cheat    his 

Heir, 
lie  to  his  nioiher  j^ivts  .Supreme  Command  ■ 
I  o  vou  a  Legacie  ot  Barren  I_ind  : 
Perhaps  th'  old  Harp  011  which  he  thriinis 

his  I,avs  : 
Or  some  -i.dl  //,W;c  Rdlad  in  vour  Praise. 
I  hen  the  ik  xt  Heir,  a  Prince, '.Severe  and 

'■''■•  44 1 

Alreadv  looks  on  vou  with  Jealous  Eves 
•Sees  through  the  thin  Disguises  ol  vour  Arts, 
And   mark,   your   Progress   in   the   Peoples 
Hearts.  ' 


4i6Nat;<in|  Million^//.  /. 

4«6  'T1-.I  Derrick  and  olfttrs  ahsurdh  givt 
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Though  now  his  mighty  Soul  its  Grief  con- 
tains ; 

He  mwlitates  Revenge  who  least  Complains. 

And   ,ke  a  Lion,  Slumb'ring  in  the  wav, 

Or  Sleep  dissembling,  while  he  waits  his 
1  rev, 

Ilis  fearless  Foes  within  his  Distance  draws. 

Constrains  his  Roaring,  and  Contracts  hia 


Paws: 


45c 


Till  at  the  last,  his  time  for  Fury  found. 
He  shoots  with  sudden  Vengeance  from  the 

O round : 
The  Prostrate  Vulgar,  passes  o'r  and  Spares  ; 
l|ut  with  a  Lordly  Rage,  his  Hunters  tears  ; 
\  our  Case  no  tame  Expedients  will  afford  • 
Resolve  on  Death,  or  Conquest  by  the  Sword, 
Which  for  no  less  a  Stake  than  Life,  you 

Draw,  •' 

And  Self-defence  is  Natures  Klrlp«H..», 
Leave  II. e  warm  People  no  Considering  time  ; 
for  then  Rebellion  may  be  thought  a  Crime. 
Preva.l  your  self  of  what  Occasion  gives,  461 
But  trie  your  Title  while  vour  Father  lives  • 
And.  that  your  Arms  may  have  a  fair  Pre- 
tence, 
Proclaim,  you  take  them  in  the  King's 
Defence  ;  ** 

Whose  Sacred  Life  each  minute  woud  Ex- 
pose, 

To  Plots,  from  seeming  Friends  and  secret 
roes. 

And  *ho  ran  sound  the  depth  of  David's 

.V>ul  ? 
Perhaps  his  fear,  his  kindnes.s  mav  Controul. 
He  fears  his  Brother,  though  he  loves  his 

.'^011, 

I"or,)lighted  Vows  tw  late  to  be  undone.  470 
f  so  by  Force  he  wishes  to  be  gaiiiM. 
-Ike  Womens  Lcacherv  to  seem  Constrain'.!  • 
Doul.t  not  ;  but,  when  he  most  affects  the 

iTown, 
Cornmit  a  pleasing  Rape  upon  the  Crown. 
Secure  Im  Person  to  secure  vour  Cause  ; 
Ihev  who  possess  the  Prince,  possess  the 
Laws. 


W.  h  Ab,„lon,,  M,|d  Nature  suited  Ix-st  : 
I  nblamed  of  Life  (Ambition  set  aside  ) 
•Not  stum  d  *„h  Cruelty,  nor  puft  with  pride 


How  happy  had  he  been,  if  Destiny  48, 
Had  higher  placed  his  Birth,  or  not  so  high  ! 
His  Kingly  Vertues  might  have  claim'd  a 

Throne 
And  blest  all  other  Countries  but  his  own  : 
But  charming  Greatness,  since  so  few  refuse  : 
lis  Jusler  to  Lament  him,  than  Accuse, 
^rong  were  his  hopes  a  Rival  to  remove. 
With   Blandishments  to  gain  the  publick 

Love, 
To  Head  the  Faction  while  their  Zeal  was  hot. 
And  Popularly  Prosecute  the  Plot.  400 

1  o  farther  this.  Achilophel  Unites 
rhe  Malecontents  of  all  the  Israelites  • 
Uhose  differing  Parties  he  could  wisely  Join 
tor    several    Ends,    to    serve     the    same 

Design. 
The  Best,  and  of  the  Princes  some  were  such. 
Who  thought  the  pow'r  of  Monarchy  too 
much :  ' 

v '*.'«-•",  ''^If"/  ""'^  V^nloxs  in  their  Hearts  ; 
Not  Wicked,  but  seduc'd  by  Impious  Arts. 
By  these  the  Springs  of  Property  were  bent. 
And    wound    so    high,    they    Crack'd    the 

uovernment.  .^^ 

The  next  for  Interest  sought  t'  embroil  the 

State, 
To  selLtheir  Duty  pi  a  H^ar»r  xj^xr  • 
And    mak?  their   Jewish   Markets   of   the 

Throne  ; 
Pretending  Publick  Good,  to  serve  their  own. 
Utiurs  thought  Kings  an  useless  heavy  Load, 
\\  ho  Cost  too  much,  and  did  too  little  Good. 
Ihese  were  for  laying  Honest  David  by 
On  Principles  of  pure  good  Husbandry. 
With  them  join'd  all  th'  Haranguers  of  the 
Throng 

That   thought   to  get  Preferment  by   the 

Tongue.  ' 

Who  follow  next,  a  double  danger  brine. 
Not  ondy  hating  David,  but  the  Kingf 
i  heSolyiman  Rout  :  well  Vers'd  of  old 


In  (.odly  Faction,  and  in  Treason  bold  ; 
Cowring    and    Quaking    at    a    Conqu'ror's 

.^word. 
But  Lofty  to  a  Lawful  Prince  Restored  : 
Saw  with  Disdain  an  Elhnick  Plot  begun 
And  Scorned  by  Jebusiies  to  be  Out-done. 
Hot  LeviUs  Headed  these  ;  who  pul'd  before 
1-  rom  th  Ark,  which  in  the  Judges  days  they 

Avl'.'i  ''"■*"''  '^""^*  ""do/Zurs  w.o,,g/ygn.e    Resum'd 'their  Cant,  and  with  a  Zealous  We 

Pursu'd  their  old  btlov'd  Theocracie. 
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and  I'rifst  eiislavM  the 


3    $ 


Where  Sanhedrin 

.  Nation 
And  justifi'd  their  Spoils  bv  Inspiration  : 
hot  who  so  lit  f,.r  kci«n  a.'  .f,,,.,,.'.  Race. 
Jf  once  Dominion  they  could  found  in  (Irace? 
These  led  the  I'ack  ;    though  not  of  surest 

scent, 

Yet  decj>est  mouth'd  against  the  Covcrn- 
mcnt. 

A  numerous  Iloit  of  dnamin.'  Saints  suc- 
ceed ; 
Of  the  true  old  Knthusiastick  Hrced  :       c  lo 
Cainst  Form  an.l  Order  thov  their  Pou'r 
nnplo\.  ■  j 

Xothin^  to  IJnil.I,  and  all  things  to  Destrov.  i 
vvl    '■•r'T'-"  "'""'fH'-*  »as  the  Herd  of  such, 
V\  ho  think  too  iml.-,  and  who  talk  too  much.  ' 
ihese   out  of  mccr  instinct,  they  knew  not 

whv, 
Adort-d  "their  Fathers'  f;„d.  and  I'ropertv  • 
And,  by  the  same  blin.l  Hcnclit  of  l-'ite,' 
I  he  Devil  and  the  Jtbimie  did  hate  • 
Born  to  be  sav'd,  ever,  in  their  own  .lespi.d.t  ; 
Because  they  could  not  help  believing  rkd.t 
Such  were  the  Tools;    but  a  whole  nX 
more  ^ 

Remains.of  sproutinghcadstoo  long  toscorV 

In  the  first  Rank  of  these  did  Ziwri  stand  : 
A  man  so  various,  that  he  seem'd  to  l>e 
?1?^?"^A^"V'"  Mankind's  Kpiionie. 
Mitf  in  Opinions,  always  in  the  wrong  ; 

Uas  Everything  bystarts.aiidXothing  long: 
But.  ir.  the  course  of  one  revolving  Moon. 
Wa.    (I.yinist,     Fidler,    States-man.    an.l 
nuttoon  ; 

'■"^DHnk!;.^'"""^"'   '•^-"'«-   '^'"-S 

Besides  ten  thousand  Freaks  that  died  in 
thinking. 

Witl!  s'oir''  "v"  '""''  '^"y  »'0"r emplov. 
Wi  h  something  New  to  wish,  or  to  enjov  ! 
Railing  and  praising  were  his  usual  Thi4ms  •  ' 

wrvi!:r'^r^'*"^'''^«'"^''''>'''E''trers;: 

.''o  over  V  lolent.  or  over  Civil 
1  hat  every  Man.  with  him.  was  God  or  Devil 
^^squaiidring  Wealth  was  his  peculiar  Ar-" 
Nothing  went  umewarded.  but'  D.  sert.    s6o 
Begger  d  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  to^ 


'  {'«' ''a<l  his  [est,  and  they  had  his  Estate. 
He  laugh  d  himself  from  Court ;  then  sought 

Relief  *' 

By  forming  Parties,  but  could  ne'r  be  Chief  • 
l-or,  spight  of  him.  the  weight  of  Business  fell 
On  Absalom  and  wise  .'ifliilof>hel  ■ 
Thus  wicked  but  in  Will,  of  Means  bereft. 
He  left  not  Faction,  but  of  that  was  left 
litles  and  Names  'twere  tedious  to  Rev 
herse  ' 

I  Of  Lords.  Mow  the  Dignity  of  Verse.  c-o 
I  Wits.  Warriors,  Commonwealths-men  w'ere 
I  the  best : 

I  Kind  Husbands  and  inecr  NoMis  all  the  rest 
.\nd.  tlierefore  in  the  name  of  Ihilness.  be  " 

I  I  he  wclldiung  liaLiam  and  cohl  fahb  free  • 
And  t anting  X„dah  let  Oblivion  damn,  ' 
n  ho  made  new  Porridge  for  the  Paschal 
I.ainb. 

Let   Friendships  holy   Band  some  Names 
assure. 

Some  their  own  Worlh,  and  some  let  Scorn 

secure. 
Nor  shall  the  Rascal  Rabble  here  have  Place. 
Whor,,  Kings  no  Titles  gave,  and  God  no 

(•race :  ^ 

N'ot  Bull-fac'dyo,m,w  ho  coud  Statutes  draw 
To  njean  Rebellion,  and  make  Treason  Law. 
■n  ».'  "'V"«''  ''"''•  '^  foUow'd  bv  a  worse, 
Ihe  Wretch,  who  Heav'ns  Anointed  dar'd 

to  (  urse. 
S/umei  whose  Voulh  did  early  Promise  bring 

•  I    ■"'  '."  ^;"*''  "'"'  ""'^'^d  lo  »'««  King  ; 
Did  wisely  from  Expensive  Sins  refrain. 
And  never  broke  the  .Sabbath,  but  for  Cain  • 
•Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  Oath  to  vent, 
or  (  urse.  unless  against  the  Covernment. 
Ihus,  heaping  Wealth,  by  the  most  readv 
wav  ' 

Among" the  J,us,  which  was  to  Cheat  and 
l'ra\-  ; 
,  The  City   to  reward  his  j.ious  Hate 

Against  his  .Master,  chose  him  Magistrate : 
j      IS  Hand  a  \  are  of  Justice  did  upliohl  ; 

lis  Neck  was  loade.l  with  a  (  hain  of  Cold. 
I  During  h,s  Ofiice.  Treason  was  no  Crime, 
j  The  Sons  of  B,l,al  had  a  Glorious  Time  • 

^  t't  lov  d  his  wicked  Neighbour  as  himseli  • 


51^  for) /-./.  /:  to^,/.  .\ 
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I'romisv;':'^'';"''  *"'"'>■  ^"""•''^J  <■'»''>■  YouH.  .|„1 
i'/™\!,:T'  '""■'''■'■'*■  ^""'>  <""'■  oihtrs  wrongly 


When  two  or  three  were  galher'd  to  declaim  \ 

s!T'  '^'  ^'°"""*'  °^  Jerusalem.  \ 

i/»m«  was  a  ways  in  the  midst  of  them  I 
^"^' 'f  they  Curst  the  King  when  he Sbv 
VVoud^ra^her  Curse,  than 'break  gc^J^ol' 

If  any  durst  his  Factious  Friends  accuse 
He  pact  a  jury  of  dissenting  JcusT 
Whc«c  fellow-feeling,  in  theVodlJ    ausc 
Would  free  the  sufrringSai„rfroiu  Humane 
For  Laws  are  onely  made  to  Punish  thos?' 
ho  serve  the  King,  and  to  ,,rotec  his  f4 
f  any  leisure  time  he  had  from  Pow'r 
Because  'tis  Sin  to  misimploy  an  houj  -i 
II.S  bus'ness  was  by  Writing  ^o  ,"ersuade 
That  kn.gs  were  Lseless.and  a  Cl^  to  Trade  • 
And  that  h.s  noble  Stile  he  migh?  refine 
( w7  "*'"  r'l«''""d  the  fumes  of  Wine 
Ipr         "-'"'''•    ''"'^  '"^  ShS 
The  Grossness  of  a  City  Feast  abhor'd  : 
fo^St'-  ''"^  '""«  '^^'''''  ""^'^  Trade 

'"'w:reho^  ""''''""•  '''*'"«''   '"^  "-i- 
Such  frugal  Vertue  Malice  may  accuse  • 
l!ut  sure  'twas  necessary  to  tile  Jcu^. ' 

rIq.Ti're  °""  '^"""'  ^"^■''   *'^«-trates 
As  dare  not  tempt  Gods  Providence  bv  Fire 

\  ah  Spiritual  Food  he  fed  his  Servants  w/ll " 
Hufreefrom  Flesh  tluit  made  theja  freW-' 
.\ud  Moses's  Laws  he  held  in  mo/e  arc  mm  ' 
.^„or  forty  days  of  Fasting  in  ,l,c  Moun 
r..  speak  the  rest,  who  better  are  forgo  6w 
^^oulcj^tireawdl.breath'dWitnero'fthe 
Vit.  Corah,  thou  shalt  from  Oblivion  diss  • 
|-    thy  self  thou  Monumental  BrTs/r  ' 

r       V  '  •  ^"'''^''^  «^  "'v  Metal  made 
^MHle_  Nations  stand   secure   benealh  'thy 

Wluu    though    his    IJirth    wore    base     vet 
<  ointts  rise  '    -    ' 

I;ro>nLarti.vV^pours.e'rthcvshineinSkies 

-t^^Se;s^-Si:-- 

.0  ever  a.k'd  the  Witnesses  h.^  ace 
^^''-JjHh  with  Martyrdom  did  :S;/i.„ 
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»H\T^  *  i"-/'',  and  as  times  went  then' 
His  tribe  were  God-almighties  Gentlemen 
Sunk  we^e  his  Eyes,  his  ^oice  was  harland 

^""pSid:'"'  ""'^"  ^^°'"'^''  «**.  nor 
llis  long  g.in  prov'd  his  Wit ;  his  Saint-Iikc 

Mi^M '"''*'  ^"'"i'i""'  a"d  a  Moses's  Face 
""Memory,  miraculously  great.  &« 

Whiclwh"'  ?"''^'"«  >"«"' Wief.  repeal? 
Which,  therefore  cannot  be  accounted  UcV 
For  humane  Wit  coud  never  such  devise    ' 
Some  future  Truths  are  mingled  in  Kook  • 

spoke':"''  ^''"""'  ^""'^'  ^^  P'°Ph^t 
Some  things  like  Visionarv  flights  appear  • 

wfie're  :""''"  '""'  "'^^  "''  ^ord^  ^ws 
And  gave  him  his  Rabinical  degree 
I  nknown  to  Foreign  University.     ' 

Which  nW'H'L^'''  ^^2^^^'ry^A  excel,  660 
n  h  ch  picc  d  his  wondrous  Evidence  so  well  • 
And  suited  to  the  temper  of  the  T?mes        " 

UrifJnTT^  ""'^^  J'^""'*'''  Crimes.' 
An,i       11     ^,  ^""f^^^  his  Heav'nlv  call. 
And  rashly  judge  his  Writ  Apocryphal 
Our  Law.  for  such  affronts' havrForfeits 
He  takes  his  Life,  who  takes  away  his  Trade 

T  e  V  re  ch  who  did  me  such  a  dirl  disgrace 
Should  whet  my  memory  .though  once  fo^rgot 
Hh  /     I  :""n"  ^r''^"'^'-^^  ''f  '"V  Plot.    67V 
despise!       ■"      '  '""'''-■  ''""  *"^  ^""^^ 

And  load  hi's  Person  with  indignities: 
Hut  /cal  peculiar  priviledge  affords 
I.|dulg,ng  latitude  ,0  deed's  an3  Sds : 
And  tor,,/,  might  for  Agag's  murthcr  can, 

W  hat  others  ,n  his  Evidence  did  join. 
The  best  that  coud  be  had  for  love  or  coin  ) 
'     »•"'  '  ""■"  F'^«*«ment  will  fall :    Tsc 

» <>r  H  ,/nw  ,s  a  C  omnion  Name  to  all. 


Deluded  .f/...,;/om  forsiikes  the  Court  - 

&FirM  •"•,',""*^''  ''"''^^'  "^«'''  ^^i"'  renown. 
And  Fir  d  with  near  possession  ot  a  Crown 

The  admiring  Croud  are  dazled  with  surpri"; 
And  on  Ins  goodly  jx-rson  feed  their  eyes: 


«;s 
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His  joy  conceal'il.  he  sets  himself  to  show  ; 
On  each  side  bowing;  popularly  low  : 
His  looks,  his  gestures,  utul'liis  words  he 
frames  fM,o 

And  with  familiar  ease  re|)eafs  their  Names. 
Thus,  forin'd  by  Nature,  turiiislied  out  with 

Arts, 
He  Rlides  unftit  into  their  secret  hearts: 
Then  with  a  kind  compassionatiiitj  look. 
And  sighs,  bespeaking  pity  e'r  he  s|«)ke. 
Few  words  he  said,  but  easie  those  and  lit. 
More  slow  than  Ilybia  drops,  and  far  more 
sweet. 
I    mourn,   my   Country-men,   your   h-  x 
Estate, 
Though  far  unable  to  prevent  votir  Fate : 
Behold  a  Banish'd  man,  for  your  dear  cause 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  Arbitrary  Laws  !         701 
Yet  oh  !  that  I  alone  coud'be  undone, 
Cut  off  from  Empire,  and  no  more  a  Son  ! 
Now  all  your  Liberties  a  spoil  are  made  ;) 
Egypt  and  Tynis  intercept  your  Trade,      [ 
And  Jebiisites  your  .Sacred  Rites  invade.   ) 
My  Father,  whom  with  reverence  yet  I  nanje, 
Charm'd  into  Ease,  is  careless  of  his  Fame  : 
And,  brib'd  with  petty  sums  of  Foreign  Gold, 
Is  grown  in  Bathsheha  s  Embraces  old  :    710 
Exalts  his  Enemies,  his  Friends  destroys, 
And  all  his  pow'r  against  himself  implovs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give  my  right  away; 
Hut  why  should  he  his  own  and  yours  lx;tray.> 
He  onely,  he  can  make  the  Nation  bleed, 
And  he  alone  from  mv  revenge  is  freed. 
Take  then  my  tears  (with  that  he  wipeil  his 

Eyes) 
'Tis  all  the  Aid  my  present  [io\%'r  supplies  : 
No  Court-Informer  ran  these  .Arms  accuse  ; 
These  Arms  may  .Sons  against  their  Fathers 
use ;  .(, 

And,  'tis  my  wish,  the  next  .Succes=')r's  nign 
May  make  no  other  Isnitlile  coniplain. 


\N  ho  now  begins  his  Progress  to  ordain 
With  Chariots,  Horsemen,  and  a  num'roua 
tram ;  ..„ 

Irom  East  to  West  his  Glories  he  displays  : 
And,  like  the  Sun,  the  Promis'd  Land  sur- 


vevs. 


Youth,  Beauty,  Graceful  Action  seldom 

fail : 
But  Common  Interest  alwavs  will  prevail : 
And  pity  never  Ceases  to  l)e  siiown 
To  him,  who  makes  the  Peoples  wrongs  his 

own. 
The  Croud,  (that  still  believe  their  Kings 

oppress,) 
With  lifted  hands  their  young  Messiah  bless  : 


I-ame  runs  Iwfore  him  as  the  Morning-Star, 
And  shouts  of  Joy  salute  him  from  afar : 
Each  house  receives  him  as  a  Guardian  Godf; 
And  Consecrates  the  Place  of  his  abode : 
Hut  hospitable  Treats  did  most  commend 
Wise  •j^achar,  }iis  wealthy  Western  Friend. 
This  moving  Court  that  caught  the  Peoples 

Eyes, 
And  seem'd   but   Pomp,  did  other  Ends 
disguise :  y^o 

Achitophel  had  form'd  it,  with  intent 
To  sound  the  depths,  and  fathom  where  it 

went. 
The  Peoples  hearts  distinguish  Friends  from 

Foes  ; 
And  trie  their  strength  before  they  came  to 

Blows. 
Yet  all  was  colour'd  with  a  smooth  pretence 
Of  specious  love,  and  dutv  to  their  Prince. 
Religion,  and  Redress  of  Grievances, 
Two  names,  that  always  cheat  and  always 

please. 
Are  often  urg'd  ;  and  good  King  David's  life 
Endanger'd  by  a  Brother  and  a  Wife.     750 
Thus,  in  a  Pageant  Shew,  a  Plot  is  made  ; 
And  Peace  it  self  is  War  in  Masquerade. 
Oh  foolish  Israel !   never  warn'd  by  111 : 
Still  the  same  Bait,  and  circumvenlid  still ! 
Did  ever  men  forsake  their  present  ease. 
In  midst  of  health  imagine  a  Disease  ; 
Take  pains  Contingent  mischiefs  to  foresee. 
Make    Hfirs   for   Monarchs,  and   for  G«l 

dtcr   0  •' 

What  shiill  we  think  !   Can  People  give  away 
Both  for    nemselves  and  Sons  their  Native 

Then  they  are  left  Defenceless,  to  the  Sword 
Of  each  unbounded.  Arbitrary  Lord  : 
And  Laws  are  vain,  by  which  we  Right  enjoy, 
If  Kings  unquestion'd  can  those  Laws  de- 
stroy. 
Yet  if  the  Croud  be  Judge  of  Fit  and  Just, 
And  Kings  are  onely  Officers  in  Trust, 
Then  this  resuming  Cov'nant  was  declar'd 
When  Kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  bar'd : 


6«8  His  joy  concMlMI  Dissembling  Toy  ed.  ,.     I      74,  depths]  rfepll,  ed.  ,. 
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If  those  who  Rave  ihc  Sccplcr,  co„d  not  tic 
By  their  own  Deed  their  own  Postoritv,  770 
How  then  coud  Adam  bind  his  future  Race  > 
How  coud  his  Forfeit  on  Mankind  take 
place  ? 

Or  how  coud  heavenly  Justice  danm  us  all 
\Vho  nc  r  consented  to  our  Fathers  Fall  > 
ihcn  Kings  are  Slaves  to  those  whom  thev 

command,  ' 

And  Tenants  to  their  Peoples  pleasure  stand. 
Add  that  the  PowV.  for  Kojirty  allow'd. 
Is  mischievously  seated  in  the  Croud  : 
J-or  who  can  be  secure  of  private  Ri.'ht. 
If  Sovereign   Sway   may   be   dissolved   bv 

Might  .•<  g- 

Nor  is  the  Peoples  Judgment  always  true : 
J  he  Most  may  err  as  grosly  as  the' Few. 
And  faultless  Kings  run  down,  by  Common 
try. 


For  Vice,  Oppression,  and  for  Tyranny. 
\\  hat  Standard  is  there  in  a  fickle  rout. 
\\  hich,  flowing  to  the  Mark,  runs  faster  out  > 
I  7  '!!!^'-''  "r^^'  ^"'  •'^'inhedrins  may  Ix; 

And  Share  the  madness  of  Rebellious  Times, 
Po  Miirther  Monarchs  for  In.agin'd  crimes 
U  they  may  Give  and  Take  when  c'r  tluv 

please. 
Not  Kings  alone,  (the  GfKlheads  Images  ) 
l.iit  (.ovemmcnt  it  self  at  length  must  fall 
lo  Natures  state,  where  all  have  Right  to 

all. 
Vet,  grant  our  Lords  the  People,  Kings  can 

\Vi.  It  prudent  men  a  setled  Tlirone  woud  i 
j-hiike  .-•  I 

1  '.r  whatsoe'r  their  Sufferings  were  before. 
I  liat  (  hange  they  Covet  makes  them  suffer 

more. 
All  other  Errors  but  disturb  a  State  • 
"It  Innovation  is  the  Blow  of  Fate  '      800 
t  ancient  I-abricks  n«l,  and  threat  to  fall, 
I"  latch  the  Flaws,  and  Buttress  up  the 
Wall.  ' 

■ri.us  far  'tis  Duty  ;  but  here  fix  the  Mark  : 
I  XT  all  beyond  it  is  to  touch  our  Ark 
Jo  change   Foundation,,   cast   the   Frame 
anew, 

Is  work  for  Rebels  who  base  Ends  pursue  : 


59 

.\t  once  Divine  and  Humane  Laws  control. 
And  mend  the  Parts  by  ruine  of  the  Whole 
The  tami-  ring  \\  orld  is  subject  to  this  Curse. 
To  Physick  their  Disease  into  a  Worse.  810 

Now  what   Relief  can  Righteous  David 
bring  ? 
II..W  Fatal  'tis  to  be  Uyo  good  a  King  ! 
Iriends  he  has  few,  so  high  the  madness 
grows  ; 

Who  dare  be  surh,  must  be  the  People's 
Foes :  ' 

Vet  some  there  were  ev'n  in  the  worst  of 

days  ; 
Some  let  me  name,  and  Naming  is  to  praise. 

In  this  short  File  Barzillai  first  appears  ; 
Barzillai  crown'd  with  Honour  and  with 


fff 


777  Add  that  the  PowrJ  That  PowV  which  is 


eui  '.trj/""'  ^'"^  ">ilorsrh^  their  Flaws 
ro4  «mrj  Many  rdilors girr  tk- 


Years : 
Long  since  the  rising  Rebels  he  withstood 
In  RegionsVVaste,  beyond  Wi^Jordans  Flood  : 
I  nfortunately  Brave  to  buoy  the  State ;  821 
Uut  sinking  underneath  his  Master's  Fate  • 
In  Exile  with  his  Godlike  Prince  he  Mourn'd, 
For  him  he  .Suffer'd.  and  with  him  Return'd! 
Ihe  tourt  he  practised,  not  the  Courtier's 

Art : 

Large  was  his  Wealth,  but  larger  was  his 
Heart : 

Which,  well  the  Noblest  Objects  knew  to 
chuse. 

The  Fighting  Warriour,  and  Recording  Muse. 
Ills  Bed  coud  once  a  Fruitful  Issue  boast  • 
Now  more  than  half  a  Father's  Name  is  lost. 
Ills  Eldest  Hope,  with  every  Grace  adorn'd, 
By  me  (so  Heav'n  will  fiave  it)  always 
Mourn  (1  ' 

And  always  honour'd,  snatch'd  in  manhoods 

prune 
B;  uneqiial  Fates  and  Providences  crime  : 
Vet  not  before  the  Goal  of  Honour  won,    \ 
All  Parts  fulfill'd  of  Subject  and  of  Son  ; 
-Swift  was  the  Race,  but  short  the  Time  to  i 
run.  1 

Oh  Narrow  Circle,  hut  of  Pow'r  Divine, 
•Vaiited  in  Space,  but  perfect  in  ihy  Line ! 
By  Sea,  by  Land,  thy  Matchless  Worth  was 

known ;  g 

Arms  thy  Delight,  and  War  was  all  thy  Own  : 
Thy   force,    Infus'd,   the   fainting    Tyrians 
prop  d  ;  ' 

And  haughty  Pharaoh  found  his  Fortune 
stop  d. 
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Oh  Ancient  Honour.  Oh  uncorK,„crtcl  Han.l 
Whom  Foes  unpunish'd  ..ever  coml  «ith 

stand  ! 
Ihit  Isr„rl  was  unworlhv  of  tliy  Name 
•Short  ,s  thc.lute  of  all  innn.Kk.r.,,..  Fame. 
It  looks  as  Iloav  n  o„r  K„i„c  lia<l  .KmumM. 
And  flurst  not  trust  thy  Fori une  and  thy 

-Mind.  ^ 

Now  free  from  Earth,  thy  .liscncu.nl.r.rl 
Soul  ^.g 

Mounts  up,  and  Itavcs  bcliind  the  Clouds 
and  Starrv  I'olc : 

From  thence  tfiy  kindrc.1  Let-ions  maist  thou 
i>rin>;. 

To  aid  the  Guar.lian  Anfel  of  thv  KIul'. 
Jlere  stop  my  M.ise.  here  cease  ihv  painful 

No  pinions  can  pursue  Immortal  heiVht  • 
Tell  gofxl  /;„.;///„/  thou  can^l  siuR  no  m..re. 

;\"'i':;"'''>-^o;'>.=*!'esl.oul<lhaverte.ll.efore 
Or  fled  she  «ith  his  life,  and  left  this  \erse 
10  hauR  on  her  <Iei>artefl  I'atron's  Hcrse  -• 
Now  take  thy  steq.y  flight  from  Hcav'n. 

and  see  j^^ 

If  thou  canst  find  on  Kartli  another  He  • 
Another  he  would  be  too  hard  to  find  •  ' 
bee  then  whonj  thou  canst  sec  not  far  \k- 

nuid, 

Zadock  the  priest,  whom,  shuiminc  I'ow'r  an.l 
1  lace, 

Jv^iT'y  •»"''[/" I vanrM  to  /),„.,•,/•,  Grace  : 

Of  ho.piial,le  Soul  an.l  noLIe  Stem  • 
Htm  of  the  \V(-,tcrn  .|,m,e.  whose  'wnohtv 
sense  "^    ■ 

Flows  in  (it  words  and  luavctv  .I,K|uenro. 
The  Prophets  N,„s.  l,y  M„  I,  Kxample  le,l. 
To  Learmng  and  to  Loyalty  were  bred:  87, 
for  (.,V/,j,.,,f  „n  hount.ous  Kint's  ,lo|H.„d 
Am   i-everKobelwastoArtsaFri,',:,!    ' 
io  these  succeed  the  I'.ilars  of  the  Laws.        ' 
Wholxst  cou.I  plead,  and  Inst  can  iud-e 

a  (  ausc.  ■"     " 

Next  theii.  a  train  of  Loval  IVers  as,  end  • 
Sharp  judKuifc.  Adriel,  the  Muses  Friend.   ' 
Himself  a  Muse:--In  Sanlieririns  debate 
True  to  his  Prince,  but  not  a  Slave  of  State 
Whoin  DavHf  s  love  uiih  Honours  ,lid  a.lorn 
I  Mat  Iron.  hi,disobe<lient  Son  were  torn   881' 


lolham    of    picrcinK    Wit    an.l    prcRnant 

1  bought. 
Kn.lew'd  bv  nature  an.l  bv  learninR  tauRht 
1.)  mov.  Assemblies,  who  but  onelv  triM 
lliew..r,ca  while,  then  chose  ll'ic  better 

side  ; 

Nor  cb.se  alone,  but  turiu  d  the  Balance  too  • 
N.  n,u< ;h  the  wc.Mht  of  one  brave  man  can  do. 
///M/,„Mhc  frien.l  of  l\,vid  in  distr.ss,        r 

ni.ublickstonnsotMm.lvsie.|fastnes.s;  8S0 
Hy  tpreij-n  1  r.aties  he  ,„fo,n.d  his  Voiilh 
And  loin  d  Lxpenencc  to  h,s  Native  Truth. 

lis  frugal  care  suppli'd  the  wanting  Tiirone  ; 
I-ruRal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own  • 

lis  easic  (  onduct  when  Kxchequcrs  (low  ; 
jut  hard  the  task  to  manage  well  the  low  • 
l'.)r  Soyerei,'.,  Power  is  twdcprest  or  hiL-h 
When  KiuRs  are  forced  to  sell,  or  Crouds  to 
buy. 

IiKlulRe  one  labour  more,  my  weary  Mu««. 
I'or  .Umd  ;  «ho  can  Auml's  praise  refuse  ? 
Of  ancient  race  by  birth,  but  nobler  yet  c«o 
In  his  own  worth,  and  without  Title  KreatT 
Ihe  S.-inhcdrin  Ioi.r  time  as  Chief  he  rul'd. 
iheir  Keason  guided,  and  their  Passion 
cn^^\  d  ; 

So  dextrous  was  he  in  the  Crown's  defence. 
So  form  d  to  speak  a  Loyal  Nations  Sense. 

smW    "  '""  ''""^'  ''""''"  '" 

So  (It  was  he  t.>  represent  them  all. 
•Now  rasher  Charioteers  the  Seat  ascend, 
Whose  loose  Carriers  his  stca.Iy  Skill  com- 

mend  : 

They,  like  th*  unequal  Ruler  of  the  Dav.  0,0 
Mr^uuide  the  .Vasons.  an.l  mistake  the  Wav; 
NMnle  he  wuh.lrawn  at  their  mad  Labour 
smiii's 

An.l  safe  enjoys  the  Sab!>atJi  of  his  Toils. 


Nam.|  Birth  e,1.  /. 
S47  Fain.  I  Worth  ed.  1. 
«;5  -anl  Many  edilors  ahsiirdh  i;i:e  coiil,| 


These  were  the  .hief;  a  small  but  faith-] 
lul  Hand  I 

Of  U  ort  hies  in  the  IVcach  who.lar'd tosta.id  I 
A;;  tnnpt  th- unit.,]  Fury  of  the  L.-,nd.  1 
\.  itij^^nel  they  v.ewM  such  powerful  Engines 

To  batter  ,l.nwMl,e  lawful  Government. 
A  niinier<_>us  Faction  with  preten.k.l  frirhts 

nSanhe.b.nstopl,unetheWilKi«hts'''j 
1  he  plot,  by  hireling  Witnesses  improN*'!. 
>*«.•  |';-icinjfjread)<'</.  /. 
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Thes^Ills  .hey  saw.  an.I."a;  their  Dui; 
Th.y  shtwM  the  K.„K  the  <la,.Krr  of  .he 

^'"*'  ""i'*.'"'^'''""'  '""*'  "'c  Throne  wou.l 

Hut  l.e,.i.ives  foinc.ecl  .he  Disease  ; 
I  hat  .//>*»/<>,«  an.hilious  ,.f  .he  Crown. 
Uasmude  .hel.ure  .odr.w  the  l'eo,.le.  ,«„• 
That  false  ./f„/„^V/',,,erni.ious  IJa.e 

Stale  f  '  '*"  •"  '"''"^  ^■''"^^''  »'"' 
The  Counril  violent,  the  Kahhie  worse:  "•'° 
Ihat  Shimei  taught  Jernsalem  to  Curse. 
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VV  th  all  these  I.ki.Is  of  I„j„riiN  „,,,,ri^t, 
An'l  long  revolv.„K  i"  Ins  careful  HrVst 
Ih  "X',iofth..,j;s:  atlas.  his,,a.ien.e.ir',| 
riuis  fron,  h,.s  Koyal  ThronJ.  I.y  Ilea  • ,' 

Ills  Train  their  Maker  in  their  Master  hear 

Jhus  long  have  I  by  Xative  Mercy  swavM 
My  Wrongs  di.ssen.br.l.  my  Revenge  delav',.' 
^o  willing  to  forgive  th'  Offending  Age ;    g,,' 
So  much  the  Father  ,licl  ,he  KiiJ;  asswag!-' 
1  .t  now  so  far  my  ClemeiKy  .hev  sligl.?. 
I  .  Offen'k-rs  question  my  Forgiving  Hi..ht 
at  one  was  made  for  n.any.  Ly  contend  j 
1;  ut  t,  to  kulo.  for  that's  a  Monarch's  Fnd 
I  uv  call  „,v  tenderness  of  1!1o,kI.  mv  Fca 
l.ough  Manly  temp-rs  can  the  longest  b e  r 
Wt  smce  they  will  uivert  mv  Native  course 
ris.nn.Mo.how 

bringi'  -"'  ''""«'">'^^"'^i^'^^'- 

Are  burdens  for  a  Camel,  not  a  Kin-  •    ^^' 

Kings  are  the  publirkl'iiiars  of  the  Sinte 

"rn  to  sustain  ami  prop  theNations  weiglVf 
.1  i"v  young  9,m/,,<,„  ^ill  pretenri  a  Call 
lo shake  the  Column,  let  him  share  tne  Fall  • 
'' ''>M. a.  yet  he  woud  repent  and  live"  • 

\\  itl.  I..W  f.  w  Tears  a  Pardon  might  U  won 
f/o.n  Nature,  pleading  for  a  Darling  Son" 
"or yued  youlh.  by  mv  Paternal  care    g6, 
""^l7/"  ^"  ""••  "-«»'t '.is  Fram^Votl 

llrlo.?!  r^^"'"''^  .'"\''*'*'^  ^"'  '•-"'I>'>e  born. 
Uejunid  have  g.v'n  his  Soul  another  turn 


Cull'd  with  a  Patriot's  name,  wh«e  Modern 

U   one    that    wou.l   by   Law  su,.,,la„t   hi. 

The  Peoples  Urave,  the  Politicians  Tool  • 
Never  was  Patriot  yet.  but  was  a  Fod    ' 
Whence  comes  .t  that  Religion  and  th^  Laws 
Should^  more   be  Absalo^.S   than  %S 

I  }tf^  lmxrucu,r  e'r  he  lost  his  Place, '^^ 
I  Wus^never  thought  indu',1  with  so  Such 

^""I'J'imV'"'  ''"''  ^"'''°"  ^'"'  "  p»»"°t 

Wn-S'te'  "■"  ^'"''^  '">■  ^''OP'W  Saint : 
I  et  S  .nft''"''r  ""  "^''  """"  »>'^TI,rone.> 
A  king  s  at  least  a  part  of  (Jovermnent  • 
And  mine  as  rc.,„i.i,e  as  .heir  ConS  • 
Without  .ny  leave  a  future  King  toch«>e 
Infm  a  Right  the  present  to  Depose  :9S, 

Choice^ '"""""  ""-•   ''  "I"'"^^'   "^ 
Hut  Awm'j  ilands  suit  ill  with  Jacob's  Voice 
My  Pious  Subjects  for  my  .Safety  pravs 
Which  to  .Secure,  they  take  mv  Pow'r  awav 

my  vlar'^:'  '""""'  "^■''^'"  ''' ""'^' 

^nv.H.yf/'^T°'i^  ^'°'"  '"y  ^^•'■•'■oners. 
Insatiate  as  the  barren  Womb  or  C.rave  • 
•cKl  cannot  (.rant  so  much  as  they  can  CraCe. 
What  then  is  left  but  with  a  Jealous  Eve 
Toguard  the  Small  remains  of  RovaUv  ?  L, 
The  I  aw  shall  still  direct  mv  peacefu  S^^ 

trou?    ""  """*■'  ^''""^'i^''*^  I'ow'r  con. 
Such  \'„tes  as  make  a  Part  exceed  the  \Vh.  le- 

^"^  iwe  •  '""'*■" ''°''''' '" ''""''''  '^'^  '*>«y 

For  C.«ls  and  Godlike  kings  their  Care 


''U  .\(V  /«  ^(/.  /. 


express, 
Still  to  defend  their  Servants  in  distress. 

..rd.  '   '"'"  "^'"••''»'»g''instmy  [ 

In  Tf  •■;  f  ""?!••«  of  another  Kind?'**") 

0  Icurs't  Sf  '  ";'  ^*°'^  •'^  J"^'i«  draw  ? 
un  curst  hffects  of  necessary  Law  ! 

i)6(,  supplant]  <!eslroy ,-,/.  t. 
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ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 


How  ill  my  Fv'ar  they  by  my  Mercy  scan, 

Beware  the  Fury  of  a  Patient  Man. 

Law  they  require,  let  Law  then  shew  her 

Face ; 
They   could  not    be   content    to  look   on 
„     p.rape,  ,007 

Her  hinder  jjarts,  but  with  a  daring  Eye 
To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  Front,  and  Die. 
By  their  own  Arts 'tis  Righteously  decreed. 
Those  dire  Artificers  of  Death  shall  bleed. 
Agamst    themselves    their    Witnesses    will 

Swear, 
Till,  Viper-like,  their  Mother  Plot  they  tear. 
And  suck  for  Nutriment  that  bloudy  gore 
Which  was  their  Principle  of  Life  before. 
Their  Beltal  with  their  Bekebub  will  light  • 
Thus  on  my  Foes,  my  Foes  shall  do  me  Right. 

1007  Grace,)  Some  ttfiton  omit  Iht  comma  and 
thtrtby  destroy  the  sense. 


Nor  doubt  th*  event ;   for  Factious  crouds 

engage 
In  their  first  Onset,  all  their  Brutal  Rage ; 
1  hen  let  'em  take  an  unresisted  Course  ; 
Retire    and    Traverse,   and    Delude    their 

But  when  they  stand  all  Breathless,  urue 
the  fight,  •* 

And  rise  u|)on  'em  with  redoubled  might : 
For  Lawful  Pow'r  is  still  Superiour  found. 
When  long  driv'n  back,  at  length  it  stands 
the  ground. 

He  said.    Th'  Almighty,  nodding,  gave 
consent ; 
And  jieals  of  Thunder  shook  the  Firmament. 
Henceforth  a  Series  of  new  time  began,    1028 
The  mighty  Years  in  long  Procession  ran  : 
Once  more  the  God-like  David  was  Restor'd 
And  willing  Nations  knew  their  Lawful  Lord! 
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'If 


THE  SECOND  TART. 


Since  Men,  like  Beasts,  each  others  Prey 

were  made. 
Since  Trade  began,  and  Priesthood  grew  a 

Trade, 
Since  Realms  were  form'd,  none  sure  so  curst 

as  those 
That  madly  their  own  Happiness  oppose  ; 
There  Heaven  itself,  and  Godlike  Kings,  in 

vain 
Showr  down  the  Manna  of  a  gentle  Reign  ; 
While  pamper'd  Crowds  to  mad  Sedition  run. 
And  Monarchs  by  Indulgence  are  undone. 
Thus  David's  Goodness  was  e'en  fatal  grown. 
While  wealthy  Faction  aw'd  the  wanting 

Throne.  lo 

For  now  their  Sov'reign's  Orders  to  contenui 
Was  held  the  Charter  of  Jerusalem  ; 
His  Rights  t'  invade,  his  Tributes  to  refuse, 
A  Privilege  peculiar  to  the  Jews  ; 
As  if  from  Heav'nly  Call  this  Licence  fell* 
And  Jacob's  seed  were  chosen  to  rebell ! 

Achitophel  with  triumph  sees  his  Crimes 
Thus  suited  to  the  madness  of  the  Times  ; 
And  Absalom,  to  make  his  hoiies  succeed. 
Of  Flatteries  Charms  no  longer  stands  in 

need ;  20 

While  fond  of  Change,  though  ne'er  so  dearly 

bought, 
Our  Tribes  out-strip  the  Youtli's  Ambitious 

Thought ; 
His  swiftest   Hopes  with  swifter   Homage 

meet, 
And  crowd  their  servile  Necks  beneath  his 

Feet. 
Thus  to  his  aid  while  pressing  Tides  repair. 
He  mounts  and  spreads  his  Streamers  in  the 

Air. 


Part  II.  Text  from  the  original  edition,  1682. 
Most  of  this  part  is  by  Nahutii  Tate.  The  only 
part  known  to  lie  Drydens  is  11.  310-soq.  In  the 
second  edition,  1716,  there  are  some  cftanges  which 
may  have  been  made  by  Tate  who  died  the  year 
before. 

g  Goodness  was  eVn]  Clemency  was  1716. 

30  Flatteries)  Flatterinj;  1716. 


The  Charms  of  Empire  might  his  Youth 

mis-lead, 
But  what  can  our  besotted  Israel  plead  } 
Sway'd  by  a  Monarch,  whose  serene  Com- 
mand [ 
Seems  half  the   Blessing  of  our  promis'd 
Land.  m 
Whose  onely  Grievance  is  excess  of  Ease, 
Freedome  our  Pain,  and  Plenty  our  Disease  ! 
Vet  since  all  Folly  wou'd  lay  claim  to  ?;nse, 
And  Wickedness  ne'er  wanted  a  Pretence, 
With  Arguments  they'd  make  their  Treason 

good 
And  righteous /J(ji//(/'iself  with  Slandersload: 
That  Arts  of  foreign. Sway  he  did  affect. 
And  guilty  Jebusiles  from  Law  protect, 
Whose  very  Chiefs,  convict,  were  never  freed. 
Nay,  we  have  seen  their  Sacrilicers  bleed  ! 
Accusers  Infamy  is  urg'tl  in  vain,  .)i 

While  in  the  bounds  of  Sense  they  did  con- 
tain. 
But  soon  they  launcht  into  th'  unfathom'd 

Tide 
And  in  the  Depths  they  knew  disdain'd  to 

Ride ; 
For  probable  Discoveries  to  dispence 
Was  thought  below  a  pentioned  Evidence  ; 
Mere  Truth  was  dull,  nor  suited  with  the  port 
Of  pamper'd  Corah,  when  advanc't  to  Court. 
No  less  than  Wonders  now  they  will  impose 
And  Projects  void  of  Grace  or  Sense  disclose. 
Such    was    the   Charge   on    pious   Michal 
brought,  5, 

Mtchal,  that  ne'er  was  cruel  e'en  in  thought, 
The  best  of  Queens,  and  most  obedient  Wile, 
Impeach'd  of  curst  Designs  on  David's  Life  ! 
His  Life,  the  Theam  of  her  eternal  Pray'r, 
'Tis  scarce  so  much  his  Guardian  Angels  Care. 
Not  Summer  Morns  such  Mildness  can  dii- 

close. 
The  Hermon  Lilly  nor  the  Sharon  Rose. 
Neglecting  each  vain  Pomp  of  Majesty, 
Transported  Michal  feeds  her  thoughts  on 
high.  Oo 

33  since]  The  editors  give  a* 


Reviving  Widows  smile  and  n«,k 

Are  threatned  with  her  I  nr,i'o 

Fate,  ™  ^  approaching 

The  Piet^  olMichal  then  remain 

In  H^eav  ns  Remembrance.  and"pro,ong  his 
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Some^had  their  Sense  iii^^^^TT^T^iili, 

But  more  for  Int'rest  sake  belipv*  <.„j 
i^'en^jojhat  height  with'STeM^e'S; 

They  ^r^-d  to  find  their  danger  not  pro^i 


That  fro^n  '  °r^'-^  '''^  ^'^'  P"«ue 
1  hat  from  Dan's  Imiits  to  fl^fwA^a  slew  ,e 
Less  fatal  the  repeated  Wars  of  TV '      '  ^° 
And  less  A.wa/.«,',  avenging  Fire 
M  gentler  terrour  these  our  State  o'erran 
Than  smce  our  Evidencing  Days  b^gan  »     ' 
On  every  Cheek  a  pale  ConfusionS 
Contmu'd  Fear  beyond  the  wors"  ^f  Fate  ' 
mad"  ""   '""^'  ^'''  Science  Sefess 
All  occupations  lost  but  Corah's  Trade 
M^n  while  a  Guard  on  moden  iS  wait 
If  not  for  safety  needfull  -et  f^r  £ta?/  k^ 


Sense  '         '''™"8h  misguided 

'''"S.ro^  ''•^  ^'«^  *°  »>-«  the  Scandal 

to  veS'wftrsur  °*  ^''"^  ^r  "• 

pursu'd  "^  "'""S"  ^''^^y  had 

Thu?whii:"  ''°P''°^  P"^°"  to  «clude"' 
buSt  '    °"  P"""'^  ^"*^'  their  Zeli  is 

The  chmed  Crowd  applaud  and  share  thur 


And  Urd  it  o'er  the  Tribes  which  he  could    Lon"gl^S^  JJ  "^T'J^  «-«  to  lye 
E'en  Vice  in  him  was  VerM.._.„.„. .....       Ihe'more  iuXi2Vii'n^/">«  £>-. 


bgrSs'  '"  '""^'"^^'^  «^  th-  Inlr^ue 

Tt^^a^v^l^iTe^i^e"  hfdTh^S^^^  '^^  = 
Toh^bandwelU^StlL^rKf- 

And  therefore  like  an  Evidence  of  skill     ^° 
stniT  "    '''"'•^    his  Ksion 

Nor  quite  of  future  Pow'r  himself  bereft 
But  Limbo's  large  for  unbelievers  left 
For  now  his  Writ  such  Reverence  haLo. 
Twa^^  worse  than  Plotting  to  susJecfJis 

Some  were  so  well  convinc't.  they  made  no 

Themselve;  to  help  the  founder'd  Swearers 


ThemoreHidou7/Xr^a^' 
Tl.ou^^^st.11  the  Charm  the  g.-dd^'R^abble 

EvVi  Absalom  amid  the  dazlii.s  Beams    .  ,n 

^^^S'!?;^r^-atj^Breast) 


Which^once  obtain'd.  can  be  but  half  En- 
Sro;'yTa^jS^tej'-/<^-^ 

Give  me  a  Son's  unblemish't  Truth  aMin'" 
^l^^lfl^e  Sparks  of  Duty  that  Sin. 


DR. 


n8held.]/7itf:  held. /AS>. 
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eij 


How  slight  to  force  a  ThroiiR  that  Legions 

guard 
The  Task  to  me;    to  prove  Unjustj  how 

hard! 
And  if  th'  imagined  Guilt  thus  wound  my 

Thought, 
Wliat  will  it,  when  the  tragick  Scene  is 

wroujjht  ? 
Dire  War  must  first  be  conjur'd  from  below, 
The  Realm  we'd  Rule  we  first  must  Over- 
throw. 
And  when  the  Civil  Furies  are  on  wing 
That  blind  and  undistinguish't  Slaughters 

fling,  140 

Who  knows  what  impious  chance  may 

reach  the  King  ? 
Oh  !  rather  let  me  perish  in  the  strife. 
Than    ive  my  Crown  the  Price  of  David's 

Life! 
Or  if  the  Tempest  of  the  War  he  stand. 
In  Peace,  some  vile  oflicious  Villain's  hand 
His  Soul's  anointed  Temple  may  invade, 
Or,  prest  by  clamorous  Crowds,  my  Self  be 

made 
His  murtherer ;    rebellious  Crowds,  whose 

Guilt 
Shall  dread  his  vengeance  till  his  Bloud  be 

spilt. 
Which  if  my  filial  Tenderness  oppose,     150 
Since  to  the  Empire  by  their  Arms  I  rose. 
Those  very  Arms  on  Me  shall  be  employ'd, 
A  new  Usurper  Crown'd,  and  I  Destroyed  : 
The  same  Pretence  of  PublickGood  will  hold  \ 
And  new  Achilopheh  be  found,  as  bo!'l        I 
To  urge  the  needfull  Change,  perhaps  the  f 

Old.  ) 

He  said.    The  statesman  with  a  Smile 

replies, 
(A  smile  that  did  his  rising  Spleen  disguise.) 
My  thoughts  presum'd  our  labours  at  an 

End,  159 

And  are  we  still  with  Conscience  to  contend  ? 
Whose  Want  in  Kings,  as  needfull  is  allow'd 
As  'tis  for  them  to  find  it  in  the  Cro-yd. 
Far  in  the  doubtfull  Passage  you  are  gone. 
And  onely  can  be  Safe  by  pressing  on. 
The  Crowns  true  Heir,  a  Prince  severe,  and 

wise. 
Has  view'd  your  Motions  long  with  Jealous 

Eyes: 

143  Oh  !]  //ii :   Or  /6Af. 


Your  Persons  Charms,  your  more  prevailing 

Arts, 
And  marked  your  Progress  in  the  Peoples 

Hearts, 
Whose  Patience  is  th*  effect  of  stinted  Pow'r, 
But  treasures  Vengeance  for  the  fatal  hour. 
And  if  remot'^  the  Perill  He  can  bring,    171 
Your  Present:  Danger's  greater  from  the 

King. 
Let  not  a  Par;;nt's  name  dec<.  ve  your  Sense, 
Nor  trust  the  Father  in  a  Jealous  Prince  ! 
Your  trivial  Faults  if  he  could  so  resent. 
To  doom  you  little  less  than  Banishment, 
What  rage  must  your  Presumption  Since 

inspire. 
Against  his  Orders  your  Return  from  Tyre  ? 
Nor  onely  so,  but  with  a  Pomp  more  high 
And  open  Court  of  Popularity,  180 

The  Factious  Tribes — And  this  R.?proof  from 

Thee? 
(The  Prince  replies)  O  Statesman's  winding 

Skill, 
They  first  Condemn  that  first  Advis'd  the  III! 
Illustrious  Youth  (returned  Achitophel) 
Misconstrue  not  the  Words  that  mean  you 

well. 
The  Course  you  steer  I  worthy  Blame  con- 
clude. 
But  'tis  beca  •  .e  you  leave  it  Unpersu'd. 
A  Monarch's  Crown  with  Fate  surrounded 

lyes. 
Who  reach,  lay  hold  on  Death  that  miss  the 

Prize. 
Did  you  for  this  expose  yourself  to  Show, 
And  to  the  Crowd  bow  popularly  low  ?   191 
For  this  your  Glorious  Prepress  next  ordain, 
With  Chariots,  Horsemen,  and  a  numerous 

Train, 
With  Fame  before  you   like  the  Morning 

Starr, 
And  Shouts  of  Joy  saluting  from  afarr  ? 
Oh  from  the  Heights  you've  reached  but 

take  a  Vie..', 
Scarce  leading  Lucifer  cou'd  fall  like  you  ! 
And  must  I  here  my  Shipwrackt  Arts  be- 
moan ? 
Have  I  for  this  so  oft  made  Israel  groan  ! 
Your  single  interest  with  the  Nation  weigh'd, 
And  turned  the  Scale  where  your  Desires 

were  laid  ?  201 


iQS  Train, 1 1716:  Train.  tdSt. 
195  afarr?]  77/6:  afarr.  /6Si. 


To  Land  your  Hopes.as  my  Removal  prov'd. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 


I  not  dispute  (the  Royal  youth  repivs) 
fhe  known  Perfection  of  your  PohS^  ^ 
Nor  ,n  Achuophd  yet  grudge,  or  bkme 
The  Priviledge  that  Statesmen  ever  da'im  • 
Who  private  Interest  never  yet  persu'd      ' 

What  Po  .t.t,an  yet  e'er  scap't  his  Fatraio 

Fron,  We  on  ev'ry  hum'urous  Wind  that 

^'\:!';/j«^Saybasev'ralCourseyou| 

What  Form'of  Sway  did  David  e'er  persue 
That^seem'd  hke  Absolute  out  spru„^7rom 

Who^«  your  instance  quasht  each  penal 

That  kept  dissenting  factious  Jews  in  awe  • 
And  who  susoends  fixt  Laws,  may  abrS 
Sta°te!'  "°  ^''*'  "^  «>  e^skv^the 
^'"strr^'  *''°*  ^''^'"Pion  now  you 
And  seem  for  this  the  Idol  of  the  Land  "** 
Did  ne'er  sustain  such  Violence  before 
As  when  your  Counsel  shut  the  Royal  Store  • 

nmct  lyre  and  Israel,  low  in  Ruins  laid 
'"'fcra^de^'^^^'^--'^'"^^-^^^^^ 
When  R^oyal  R.ghu  you  made  your  Sing 

Sh^?"'''^'™''"^  ~uld  Reasons  draw 
And  place  Prerogative  above  the  Law  ^' 
Wluch  on  your  fall  from  Office  grew  Unjust 
The  Laws  made  King,  the  Kin|  a  Shv'e"?n' 

Whom^with  State-craft.  to  Int'rest  onely 

Vou  now' Accuse  of  ilU  contriv'd  by  You. 


^7 

To^^this  Hell's  Agent-Royal  Youth  fix 
Let  Infr'cst  be  the  Star  by  which  I  Steer'*' 
Whose  Jnt  rest  most  in  your  Advancement 

Till  Uiey  are  made  our  Champions  JjS 
,  vviiile  Sanhedrims  are  Jealous  of  the  K  na  ? 

?o  Ir  'i'yK^?"**  »>«  Brother  tXray 
To  your  Ambition  next  he  clears  the  K' . 

f h  ir  nexHdr"*^' '°  ^"^^^^  '^ey  Hg 
kin?:  "  "'"°^"  "-^^  P'«ent 

Persisting  else  his  Senates  to  dissolve     '*'' 

Olirffi"^'^  ^i?"  ^^  Reijn  involve. 
Al"  ™V        ^*''''«'*'^  P°*''  «>  'nuch 

Shall^rb^  without  their  Prince  t'  oppose  his 

Associations  of  Mysterious  SenS  „„ 

tenS^K"^  "^""'"^  ^^'  ^''«'  Kinl's  Defenc  ° 
tv  n  on  their  Courts  of  Justice  Fetters  draw 

uy  Which,  a  Conquest  if  we  failto  make 
^'^:u'rSe'^'"^---'-dTet'ure 


■4  ^^^^'^DemckandciAers^ivetvom^ 


He  said,  and  for  the  dire  Success  denenH^ 
"  FriS'"^^^'  ""'  — n'^ifc': 

'''Xi??r1:^r"«»'  "^'"  ^°  *«'""«  - 
llthVpointof_Treason  yet  were  well  Agreed. 


r^K^^;-h'!^r.''&%tU^^,A^^^^^ 
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Ill 


'Moncst  these, Extortiiif;  IshbanfiTst  appears, 
Persu  d  b'  a  meagre  'I'roop  of  Bankrupt 
Heirs.  381 

Blest  times  when  hhban.  He  whose  Occupa- 
tion 
So  Ion)»  has  been  to  Cheat,  Keformes  the 

Nation  ! 
Ishban  of  Conscience  suited  to  his  Trade, 
As  good  a  Saint  as  Usurer  e'er  made. 
Yet  Mammon  has  not  so  engrost  him  quite 
But  Belial  lays  as  large  a  Claim  of  Spight ; 
Who,  for  those  Pardons  from  his  Prince  he 

draws 
Returns  Reproaches,  and  cries  up  the  Cause. 
That  Year  m  which  the  City  he  did  sway. 
He  left  Rebellion  in  a  hopefull  way  ;       291 
Yet  his  Ambition  once  was  found  so  bold 
To  offer  Talents  of  Extorted  Gold  ; 
Could  David's  Wants  have  So  been  brib'd  to 

shame 
And  scandalize  our  Peerage  with  his  Name ; 
For  which,  his  dear  Sedition  he'd  forswear. 
And  e'en  turn  Lo^al,  to  be  made  a  Peer. 
Next  him,  let  Railing  Rabsheka  have  place. 
So  full  of  Zeal  He  has  no  need  of  grace  ;     29*) 
A  Saint  that  can  both  Flesh  and  Spirit  use. 
Alike  haunt  Conventicles  and  the  Stews : 
Of  whom  the  Question  difficult  appears. 
If  most  i'  th'  Preachers  or  the  Bawds  arrears. 
What  Caution  cou'd  appear  too  much  in  Him 
That  keeps  the  Treasure  of  Jerusalem  ! 
Let  David's  Brother  but  approach  the  Town, 
Double  our  guards,  He  cries,  We  are  undone. 
Protesting  that  He  dares  not  Sleep  In 's  Bed, 
Lest  he  shou'd  rise  next  Morn  without  his 


Head. 
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Next  these,  a  Troop  of  buisy  Spirits  press. 
Of  little  Fortunes  and  of  Conscience  Less  ; 
With  them  the  Tribe,  whose  Luxury  had 

drain'd 
Their  Banks,informerSequestrationsgain'd; 
Who  Rich  and  Great  by  past  Rebellions 

grew. 
And  long  to  fish  the  troubled  Waves  anew. 
Some  future  Hopes,  some  present  Payment 

draws. 
To  Sell  their  Conscience  and  espouse  the 

Cause,  3,7 

Such  Stipends  those  vile  Hirelings  best  befit, 
Priests  without  Grace,  and  Poets  without  wit, 

315  WaveiJ  Streami /7/& 


Shall  that  false  Hebronile  escape  our  Curse, 
Judas  that  keeps  the  Rebells  Pension-Purse  ; 
Judas  that  pays  the  Treason-writers  Fee, 
Judas  that  well  deserves  his  Namesake's 

Tree; 
Who  at  Jerusalem's  own  Gates  Erects 
His  College  for  a  Nursery  of  .Sects. 
Young  Prophets  with  an  early  Care  secures, 
And  with  the  Dung  of  his  own  Arts  manures. 
What  have  the  Men  of  Hebron  here  to  doe  ? 
What  part  in  Israels  promis'd  Land  have 

you .' 
Here  Plmleg  the  Lsiy  Hcbronite  is  come,  330 
Cause  like  the  rest  he  could   not  live  at 

Home ; 
Who  from  his  own  Possessions  cou'd  not 

drain 
An  Omer  even  of  Hebronitish  Grain, 
Here  Struts  it  like  a  Patriot,  and  talks  high 
Of  Injur'd  Subjects,  alter'd  Property  : 
An  Emblem  of  that  buzzing  Insect  Just, 
That  mounts  the  Wheell,  and  thinks  she 

raises  Dust. 
Can  dry  Bones  Live  ?  or  Skeletons  produce 
The  Vital  Warmth  of  Cuckoldizing  Juice  ? 
Slim  Phalee  cou'd,  and  at  the  Table  fed,  340 
Return'd  the  gratefull  product  to  the  Bed. 
A  Waiting-man  to  Traveling  Nobles  chose. 
He,  his  own  Laws  wou'd  Sawcily  impose ; 
Till  Bastinado'd  back  again  he  went, 
To  Learn  those  Manners  he  to  Teach  was 

sent. 
Chastiz'd,  he  ought  to  have  retreated  Home, 
But  He  reads  politicks  to  Absalom. 
For   never  Hebronite,   though   Kickt   and 

Scorn'd, 
To  his  own  Country  willingly  return'd. 
—But  leaving  famish'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed  350 
And  to  talk  Treason  for  his  daily  Bread, 
Let  Hebron,  nay  let  Hell  produce  a  Man 
So  made  for  Mischief  as  Ben  Jochanan, 
A  Jew  of  humble  Parentage  was  He, 
By  Trade  a  Levite,  though  of  low  Degree : 
His  Pride  no  higher  than  the  Desk  aspir'd. 
But  for  the  Drudgery  of  Priests  was  hir'd 
To  Reade  and  Pray  in  Linen  Ephod  brave, 
And  pick  up  single  Sheckles  from  the  Grave. 
Married  at  last,  and  finding  Charge  come 
faster,  360 

He  cou'd  not  live  by  God,  but  chang'd  his 
Master : 


360  and]  but  1J16. 


So  t!m.Pro«-P,ophct  took  met  mo^trou. 

He  chose  th\7*irj  f"  i"  ^"P'  »  Shamed 
With  little  PaiKemlde, hi  P^'  ^^"" ' 

A  .^r^.  Work,  to  prove  the  J.unsH 
In  every  Age  a  Murnurinjr  GeneraUnn  . 

Topnj.theycou'dRebelI.a«lRai,.andl 
Much  to  the  Credit  of  the  Chosen  Flock  • 

As  'tis  a  Uading-Card  to  make  a  Whor*^' 

Such  Thanks  the  pre«nt  Q  ^^ 

will  give, 
Which  proves  Rebellion  was 
Mi'st  Ancient  Failings  be  Ex£ 
TT-en^Munherersfro^Car;  ,He,r 

As  thou^  tbe  Heathen  and  the  Saint  hast 

a"S"s'\T^^-^"^^^^^^^^^ 

«  Xt  ^"""'^   '^  -''^   »°  '-e   his 
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A^"""'^^  '^'<>- 


Patriot    ibSi.     a 


mi's' 


hK   »!.'     "'"«"'.  dull  and  .dle-~ttd    ' 

To  »ajcy..k  „,  ,„  i„7t'„^^^ 

5''""™"'"  ^'*»  as  I  woud  the  Pox  • 
And  hasten  Og  and  /)w^7o  reheaVL  ' 

'^'^^J^Ssi'''^  ^■-'^''^'•- "«^^ 

Rhime^     ^^^^  ''^  '^^"  °*n  ^ogrell 
/>^J.^though  without  knowing  how'i; 

I  Wd'l!i!ll  '''""'J'^nikind  of  Melody  ; 

'  "^  andrllrn""' ""'^'''^  through^TT,ick 
Through_Scn4  and  Non-sense.  never  out 
Free^rom  all  meaning,  whether  good   or 

And  in  one  word.  Heroically  rnad 

And,^.f^,hey  Rhim'd  and  Ratt'd? aftas 

?^o%i"ttr°^'  '»'-«'>  •>«  *rote  a  sSy  . 
Nature :       ^°"  '^'"^  '*'«*"'«  '«  "«' 

"'  tr?hin"k°  "'"'^  '''^"  ^'^*  ^d  B««ts 

f"hl!l?rp*'''"'  "^  '^  «»  and  drink. 
„1  he  call  Rogue  and  Rascal  from  a  Garrat 

"""'Brnttr'""""    '"'"'''^    K^g    ''-'a'^ 
Let  him  fie  Gallows-Fr«.  hu  «,  ^^ 

Wiu  ,«l„Iy  SenlCTc-d  by  ,he  uf!?di, , 


f 
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But  'twas  hard  Fate  that  to  the  Galiaws  led 
The  Dog  that  never  heard  the  Statute  read. 
Railing  in  other  Men  may  be  a  crime,  441 
But  ought  to  pass  for  mere  instinrt  in  him  ; 
Instinct  he  follows  and  no  farther  knows, 
For  to  write  Verse  with  him  is  to  Transprose. 
Twere  pity  treason  at  his  Door  to  lay 
Who  makes  Heaven* s  gate  a  Lock  to  Us  own 

Key: 
Let  him  rayl  on,  let  his  invective  muse 
Have  four  and  Twenty  letters  to  abuse, 
Which  if  he  fumbles  to  one  line  of  Sense, 
Indict  him  of  a  Capital  Offence.  450 

In  Fire-works  give  him  leave  to  vent  his 

spight. 
Those  are  the  only  Serpents  he  can  write  ; 
The  heir;ht  of  his  ambition  is  we  know 
But  to  be  Master  of  a  Puppet-show  ; 
On  that  one  Stage  his  works  may  yet  appear. 
And  a  months  Harvest  keeps  him  ail  the 

Year. 

Now  stop  your  noses,  Readers,  ell  and 

some. 
For  here's  a  tun  of  Midnight  work  to  come,  f 
Og  from  a  Treason  Tavern  rowling  home.) 
Round  as  a  Globe,    and  LiquoreJ    ev'ry 

chink,  460 

Goodly  and  Great  he  Sayls  behind  his  Link  ; 
With  all  this  Bulk  there  s  nothing  lost  in  0^, 
For  ev'ry  inch  that  is  not  Fool  is  Rogue : 
A  Monstrous  mass  of  foul  corrupted  matter. 
As  all  the  Devils  had  spew'd  to  make  the 

batter. 
When  wine  has  given  him  courage  to  Blas- 
pheme, 
He  curses  God,  but  God  before  Curst  him  ; 
And  if  man  cou'd  have  reason,  none  has 

more, 
That  made  his  Paunch  so  rich  and  him  so 

poor. 
With  wealth  he  was  not  trusted,  for  Heav'n 

knew  470 

IVhat  'twas  of  Old  to  pamper  up  a  Jew ; 
To  what  would  he  on  Quail  and  Pheasant 

swell, 
That  ev'n  on  Tripe  and  Carrion  cou'd  rebell  ? 
But  though  Heaven  made  him  poor,  (with 

rev'rence  s|)eaking,) 
He  never  was  a  Poet  of  God's  making ; 
The  Midwife  laid  her  hand   on  his  Thick 

Skull, 
With  this  Prophet  ick  blessing— B?  thou  Dull; 


Drink,  Swear,  and  Roar,  forbear  no  lew'd 

<Jvlight 
Fit  for  tny  Bulk,  doe  anything  but  write. 
Tliou  art  of  lasting  Make,  like  thoughtless 

men,  480 

A  strong  Nativity— out  for  the  Pen  ; 
Eat  Opium,  mingle  Arsenick  in  thy  Drink, 
Still  thou  mayst  live,  avoirling  Pen  and  Ink. 
I  see,  I  see,  'tis  Counsell  given  in  vain. 
For  Treason  botcht  in  Rhime  will  be  thy 

bane ; 
Rhime  is  the  Rock  on  which  thou  art  to 

wreck, 
Tis  fatal  to  thy  Fame  and  to  thy  Nrck. 
Why  should  thy  MetregoodKingDai'iii  blast? 
A  Psalm  of  his  will  Surely  be  thy  last. 
Dar'st  thou  presume  in  verse  Jo  meet  thy  foes. 
Thou  whom  the  Penny  Pamphlet  foil'd  in 

prose  ?  491 

Doe%,  '.vhorn  God  for  Mankinds  mirth  has 

made, 
O'er-tops  thy  tallent  in  thy  very  Trade  ; 
Doeg  to  thee,  thy  paintings  are  so  Course, 
A  Poet  is,  though  he's  the  Poets  Horse. 
A  Double  Noose  thou  on  thy  Neck  dost  pull 
For  Writing  Treason  and  for  Writing  dull ; 
To  die  for  Faction  is  a  common  Evil, 
But  to  be  hang'd  for  Non-sense  is  the  Devil. 
Hadst  thou  the  Glories  of  thy  King  exprest, 
Thy  praises  had  been  Satyr  at  the  best ;  501 
But  thou  in  Clumsy  verse,  unlickt,  unpointed, 
Hast  Shamefully  defi'd  the  Lord's  Anointed : 
I  will  not  rake  the  Dunghill  of  thy  Crimes, 
For  who  would  reade  thy  Life  that  reads  thy 

rhimes  ? 
But  of  King  David's  Foes  be  this  the  Doom, 
May  all  be  like  the  Young-man  Absalovi ; 
And  for  my  Foes  may  this  their  Blessing  be, 
To  talk  like  Doeg  and  to  Write  like  Thee. 

Achitophel  each  Rank,  Degree,  and  Age 
For  various  Ends  neglects  not  to  Engage, 
The  Wise  and  Rich  for  Purse  and  Counsell 

brought,  512 

The  Fools  and  Beggars  for  their  Number 

sought : 
Who  yet  not  onely  on  the  Town  depends, 
For  Ev'n  in  Court   the  Faction   had   its 

Friends. 
These  thought  the  Places  they  possest  loo 

small. 
And  in  their  Hearts  wisht  Court  and  King 

to  fall : 
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WhMe  Name,  the  Muse,  disdaining,  holds 
1  in  dark, 

vv TU'd"  "?*  ^'"•'"  ""«'  *i»»'«'t  »  Mark  ; 
With  Parasite*  and  LibelLspawning  Imps. 
Intriguing  Fopp.,  dull  Jesters,  and  worse 

lD.:.clain  the  Rascal  Rabble  to  j,er,ue, 
Their  Sett  taballi  are  vtt  a  viler  Crew  ; 
.See  where  involv'd  in  Common  Smoak  they 

Some  /or  our  Mirth,  some  for  our  Satyr  fit ; 
Tliese^Gloomy,  Thoughtfull  and  on  Mischief 

While  those  for  mere  good  Fellowship  fre- 
quent  "^ 

Til'  appointed  Clubb  can  let  Sedition  pass, 
cilaM""**'"*'  °"y'*''"8  *'  eiT'oy  the 

And  whob^lievein  their  dull  honest  Hearts, 

The  Rest  talk  Treason  but  to  show  their 

Who  ne'er  had  Wit  or  Will  for  Mischief  yet. 
But  pleased  to  be  reputed  of  a  Set. 
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But  in  the  Sacred  Annals  of  our  Plot 
Industrions  AROD  never  be  forgot  • 
The  Labours  of  this  Midnight-Magistrate, 
May  vie  witl.  CwaA',  to  preserve  the  State  ; 
In  search  of  Arms,  He  failed  not  to  lay  hold 
^OLD  *^^  Powerfull  dang'rous  Weapon, 

And  last,  to  take  from  Jebusiles,  all '  ',^^ 
rhei  '^ars  pillaged,  stole  their  veiv  ds. 
Oft  wo.  d  he  Cry,  when  Treasure  1.      ur- 

priz'd, 
'Tis  Baalish  Gold  in  David's  Coyn  Diseuiz'd. 

While  Lumber  Idols  onelv  fed  the  Flame  • 
for  our  wise  Rabble  ne'er  took  pains  t' 
inquire, 

^^''''Pirc*''*  he  burnt,  so  't  made  a  rousing 

tS,  F^''''^7  ^'^'^.'  ^'^  "^""cht  no  more 
Than  False  Gehatt  with  the  Syrian's  Store  ; 
i)o  Poor,  that  when  our  Choosing-Tribes  were 
met, 

thfnk  '  '•"'''  ^  Aulhours 

^'''Driilk'"''  ^*'°"'*^  ^'*'  "•*  ^'^"^''"B 

iAnd'Ali'l'^'K^*""*  Vi  ""•^^''^  Method  past. 
And  All  to  b?  no  Zaken  at  the  Last. 


I  ^^^'wid?**'  *""  ^•8'°"»  threatning  far  and 

m'  *y^?"  *  '^'tfing  Storm  ingendred  high. 
By  Wii.^l,  upheld,  hangs  hov'ring  in    the 

Thf.*  f    ^PP^^y^'^y  trembling  Swain,  5C0 
This  for  fits  Vineyard  fears,  and  that  1^ 

Grain, 
For  blooming  Plants  and  Flow'rs  new  Open- 

ing.  These  "^ 

^°'  B^^  *"" **  '■*''^'  '"**  ^a'h>b'ring 
ToGuard  his  Stock  each  to  theGod.  does  call. 
Uncertain  where  the  Firecharg'd  Cloud,  wil 
rail ; 

Even  M  the  doubtfuU  Nation,  watch  hi. 
Arms, 

Whi'J'7°l"i.""^u"P"''"8  his  Alarm.. 

R«  ?         *    "  *■'  ""*  '*'y  ^y°"' 

Thouonelycou'dsttheCaptiveUndsreatore; 
But  Thou,  with  inbred  Broils  and  Faction 
P'^'*t>  --_ 

From  Egyfl  needst  a  Guardian  with  the 
Kest. 

Thy    Prince    from    Sanhedrims    no    Trust 
allow  d. 

Too  much  the  Repre^nters  of  the  Crow'd, 
Who  for  their  own  Defence  give  no  Suppl^ 
But  wha  theCrownsPrerogatives  must  buy- 
M  '^  '**±,?*ll""'^»''»  ^A  to  Violate.      • 
"stat?        *'"  *'"*"  '"  preserve  the 

I  I'JT  ?/!?"?'  2""^"^  *''«y  '^ivwt  their  Care, 
!  And  all  their  Fears  are  of  the  Royal  Heir ; 
JVhom  now  the  reigning  Malice  of  his  Foes 
Unjudged  wou'd  Sentence  and  e'er  Crown'd. 
Depose :  „  ' 

Religion  the  Pretence,  but  their  Decree 
10  barr  his  Reign,  whate'er  his  Faith  shall 
be  I 

By  Sanhedrims,  and  clam'rous  Crowds,  thus 
P'est  ' 

Whe    passions  rent  the  Righteous  David's 

Breast  ? 
Who  knows  nr    how  t  oppose  or  to  comply. 
Unjust  to  Gra,it  and  dangerous  to  Deny  • 
How  near  in  this  dark  Juncture  IsraeFs  fate, 
\\  hose  Peace  one  sole  Expedient  could  create 


,^63  ean'dj  yean'ij  17,6. 
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Which  vet  th'  extremest  Virtue  did  require, 
Ev'n  of  that  Prince  whote  Downfull  they 
conspire !  591 

His  Abicnce  Pjind  does  with  Tears  advise, 
T*  appease  their  K  tgc,  Undaunted  lie  Com- 
plies; 
Thus  he  who,  prodisal  of  Bloud,  and  Ease, 
A  Koyal  Life  expmVI  to  Winds  and  Seas, 
At  once  co.'tending  with  the  Waves  and 

Fire, 
And  heading  Danger  in  the  Wars  of  Tyre, 
Inglorious  now  forsakes  his  Native  Sand 
And,  like  an  Exile,  quits  the  promis'd  Land ! 
Our  Monarch  scarce  from  pressing  Tears 
refrains,  600 

And  painfully  his  Royal  State  maintains. 
Who,  now  embracing  on  th'  cxtremest  Shore. 
Almost  Revokes  what  he  Injoyn'd  before : 
Concludes  at  last  more  Trust  to  he  allow'd 
To  Storms  and  Seas  than  tc    he  raging 

Crow'd ! 
Forbear,  rash  Muse,  the  parting  Scene  to 

draw, 
With  Silence  charm'd  as  deep  as  theirs  that 

iaw ! 
Not  onely  our  attending  Nobles  weep, 
But   hardy  Saylers  swell   with  Tears   the 

Deep! 
The  Tyde  restrained  her  Course,  and  more 
amaz'd,  610 

IheTwyn  Stars  on  the  Royal  Brothers  gai'd ; 

Wliile  this  sole  Fear 

Does  Trouble  to  our  sufTring  Heroe  bring, 
Lest  next  the  Popular  Rage  oppress  the  King. 
Thus  parting,  each  for  th'  Others  Danger 

griev'd, 
The  Shore  the  King,  and  Seas  the  Prince 

receiv'd. 
Go  injur'd  Heroe,  while  propitious  Gales, 
Soft  as   thy  Consorts   breath,  inspire   thy 

Sails ; 
Well  may  She  trust  her  Beauties  on  a  Flood, 
Where  thy  Triun^phant  Fleets  so  oft  have 
rode !  620 

Safe  on  thy  Breast  reclin'd,  her  Rest  be  deep, 
Rockt  like  a  Nereid  by  the  waves  asleep  ; 
While  ha|>piest  Dreams  her  Fancy  entertain, 
And  to  alysian  Fields  conver-.  the  Main  ! 
Go  injur'd  Heroe,  while  the  shores  of  Tyre, 
At  thy  Approach  so  Silent  shall  admire. 
Who  on  thy  Thunder  still  their  thoughts 

imploy, 
And  greet  tljy  Landjng  with  a  trembling  Joy. 


On  Heroes  thus  the  Pro|)het't  Fate  it 

thrown,  619 

Admir'd  by  ev'ry  Nation  but  their  Own  ; 
\ct  while   our   factious  Jeivi   his  Worth 

deny, 
Their  Aking  Conscience  gives  their  Tongue 

the  Lye. 
Ev'n  in  the  worst  of  Men  the  noblest  Parts 
Confess   him,  and   hv  Triumphs   in   iheil 

Hearts, 
Whom  to  his  King  the  best  Respects  com- 
mend 
Of  Subject,  Souldier,  Kinsman,  Prince  tnd 

Friend ; 
All  Sacred  Names  of  most  divine  Esteem, 
And  to  Perfection  all  sustained  by  Him, 
Wise,  Just  and  Constant,  Courtly  without 

Art, 
Swift  to  discern  and  to  reward  Desert ;  640 
No  Hour  of  His  in  fruitless  Ease  destroy'd, 
But  on  the  noblest  Subjects  still  employed  ; 
Whose  steddy  Soul  ne'er  learnt  to  Separate 
Between   hu   Monarch's   Int'rest  and   the 

State, 
But  heaps  those  Blessings  on  the  Royal 

Head, 
Which  He  well  knows  must  be  on  Subjects 

shed. 

On  what  Pretence  cou'd  then  the  Vulgar 
Rage 

Against  his  Worth,  and  native  Rights  en- 
gage ? 

Rel'^ious  Fears  their  Argument  are  made. 

Religious  Fears  his  Sacred  Rights  invade  ! 

Of  future  Superstition  They  complain     651 

And  Jebusitic  Worship  in  his  Reign  ; 

With  such  Alarrris  his  Foes  tTie  Crowd 
deceive. 

With  Dangers  aright,  which  not  Themselves 
believe. 

Since  n  :  can  ou  r  Sacred  Rites  remove, 

Whaic'er  the  Fp.ith  of  the  Successour  prove, 
Our  Jews  theli  Ark  shall  undisturb'd  retain,  ' 
At  least  while  their  Religion  is  their  Gain, 
Who  know  by  old  Experience  Baal's  Com- 
mands 
Not  onely  claim'd  their  Conscience  but  their 
Lands ;  660 

Tliey  grutch  God's  Tythes,  how  therefore 

shall  they  yield 
.\n  Idol  full  possession  of  the  Fiejd  ? 


(    • 

I  I  . 
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Grant  »ucli  a  I'riiicc  enthroi.'d,  wc  iiiu<.t 

con  I  CM 
Tlie  Pco|)le'g  Sufl'ringt  than  that  Monarch*! 

Who  mu»t  to  hard  Conditions  ttill  be  bound 
And  for  hwOuiet with  the  Crowd  comiiound; 
Or  shou  d  \m  thouRhts  to  Tyranny  incline, 
Where  are  the  m«  an»  to  coni|>as»  the  desiijn  ? 
Our  Crowns  Revenues  arc  too  short  a  Store, 
And  Jealous  Sanedrims  would  ^ive  no  more  ' 
As  vain  our  Fears  of  Egyfl's  iH)lcnt  Aid  '; 
Not  w  has  Pharoah  learnt  Ambition's  Trade. 
Nor  ever  willisuch  Measures  can  comply  671 
As  Shock  the  common  Rules  of  Policy  • 
None  dread  like  Him  the  growth  of  hrarPs 

KniR, 
And  He  alone  sufficient  Aids  can  brine  ; 
Who  knows  that  Prince  to  Egypt  can  cive 
l..aw  * 

Tliat  on  our  Stubborn  Tribes  his  Yoak  cou'd 

draw. 
At  such  profound  Expense  He  has  not  stood, 
Nordy  d  for  this  his  Hands  so  deep  in  blood  : 
Wou  -•  nere  through  Wrong  and  Right  his 

Jrogresstake.  cs, 

drudge  his  own  Rest,  and  keep  the  World 

awake, 
To  fix  a  Lawless  Prince  on  Judak's  Tlirone. 
First  to  Invade  our  Rights,  and  then  hu 

Own ; 

y*,'^ « ''■^'"'''  C'onquests  cheaply  to  despoil. 
And  Reap  the  Harvest  of  his  Crimes  and 
Toil. 

We  Rrant  his  Wraith  Vast  as  our  Ocean's 

.Sand 
And  Curse  its  Fatal  Influence  on  our  Land, 
Which  our  linb'd  Jews  so  num'iously  per- 

That  ey'n  an  Host  his  Pensioners  wou'd 
make ;  ^ 


/J 


I  a'"''J'T  ^««'v«"  ou'  Divisions  spring. 
Our  Weakness,  and  the  Growth  of  Eevfih 
King:  '-"^ 

These  with  pretended  Friendship  to  the  State 
Sm,  /r  . !  Su^Pition  of  their  Prince  Create, 
BotlM,leas  d  and  frightened  with  the  specious 

[To  Guard  their  Sacred  Rights  and  Property  ; 

Wh«e"w  ?"''  '^'  ^*'°^"  ^'"^•^  "«  Sold' 

I        FoW     "  "^  '""^       Guardians  of  the 

iS'Si^^w'"^'  ""*  Soundlessly  complain, 
■And  loath  the  Manna  of  a  gende  Reign  :  700 


Tliusour  Forefathers  crooked  Paihs  are  trod. 
J|;"«t  our  Prince,  no  more  than  J  hey 
their  God.  ' 

But  all   ill  vain  our  Reasoning  ProphtU 

To  those  whom  sad  Experience  ne're  could 
Teach, 

Who  can  commence  new  liroils  in  P  .cdine 
Sci'rs  • 

And  fresh  Remembrance  of  Intrsti     Uars ; 
When  the  same  Houshold  MorU'     jn  did 
ycild. 

And  Brothers  stain'd  with  Brotheri  Blotd 
the  Feild  ; 

When  Sons  Curst  Steel  the  Fatheri  Gore  did 
ata^n. 

And  Ml'  r»  Mourn'd  for  Sons  by  Fothets 
Slam!  ' 

When  thick,  as  Egypt's  Locusts  on  the  Sand, 
Our  Tribes   lay   Slaughtered   through    the 

proinis  d  Land, 
Whose  few  Surv.virs  with  worse  Fate remair. 
To  drag  the  Bon-lage  of  a  Tyrants  Rtig„  : 
Winch  Scene  of  Woes,  unknowing  We  renew . 
And  madly,  ev'n  those  ills  we  Fear,  persue  ; 
While  Pharoah  laughs  at  our  Domestick 

Broils 
And  safely  crowds  hU  Tents  with  Nationi 

Spoils. 

Yet  oir  fierce  Sanedrim  ir    -^tless  Rage, 

Against  our  absent  Heroe  stiu  engage,    ji, 

And  ch lefly  urge,(such  did  their  f r'enzv  t)rove), 

Su*i"'y..?""  •'>*'■■  P""«  fotbidn  t .  move. 
Which  tdl  obtain'd,  they  ce?^  Affuji*  of 

State, 
And  r«l  Dangers  wav:,  'or  groundu  «  (Tale, 
Long  /)aw</j  patience     ii  s  relief  to  I  ri„g,. 
With  all  th*  Indulges.  .,:  a  lawful  King, 
txpectmg  till  the  troubled  Waves  wou'd 

cease, 
;^t  found  the  raging  Billows  still  increase. 
I  he  Crowd,  whose  Insolence  Forbearance 

swells,  .j_ 

While  he  forgives  too  far,  almost  Rebels. 
At  last  his  deep  Resentments  silence  broke, 
rh    imperial  Palace  shook,  while  thus  He 

spoke. 

Then  Justice  wake,  and  Rigour  take  her 
time, 

T.?l.yt-  P"'  ^^"'^  is  become  our  Crime. 
VVhile  haulting Punishment  her  strt  «edelays. 
Our  Sov'reign  Right,  Hcav'iis  Sacred  Tnat. 
decays ;  . 
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ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 


For  whose  support  cv'n  Subjects  Interest 

calls, 
Wo  1  to  that  Kingdom  where  the  Monarch 

Falls. 
That  Prince  who  yields  the  least  of  Regal 

Sway, 
So  far  his  Peoples  Freedom  does  Betray.  740 
Right  lives  by  Law,  and  Law  subsists  by 

Pow'r ; 
Disarm  the  Shepherd,  Wolves  the  Flock 

devour. 
Hard  Lot  of  Empire  o're  a  stubborn  Race, 
Which  Heav'n  it  Self  in  vain  has  try'd  with 

Grace ! 
When  will  our  Reasons  long-charm'd  Eyes 

unclose, 
And  Israel  judge  between  her  Friends  and 

Foes  ? 
When  shall  we  see  expir'd  Deceivers  Sway, 
And  credit  what  our  God  and  Monarchs  say  .•• 
Dissembled    Patriots    bribed   with    F.gypls 

Gold  749 

Even  Sanedrims  in  blind  Obedience  hold  ; 
Those  Patriots  Falshood  in  their  Actions  see, 
And  judge  by  the  pernicious  Fruit  the  Tree  ; 
If  ought  for  which  so  loudly  they  declaim 
Religion,  Laws,  and  Freedom,  were  their  Aim ; 
Our  senates  in  due  Methods  they  had  led, 
T'  avoid  those  Mischeifs  which  they  seem'd 

to  dread  ; 
But  first  e're  yet  they  propt  the  sinking  State, 
T*  impeach  and  charge,  as  urg'd  by  private 

Hate; 
Proves  that  they  ne're  beleiv'd  the  Fears 

they  prest,  759 

But  Barb'rously  destroy'd  the  Nations  Rest ! 
0  !  Whither  will  ungovern'd  Senates  drive. 
And  to  what  Bounds  licentious  Votes  arrive  ? 
When  their  Injustice  We  are  prest  to  share. 
The  Monarch  urg'd  t'  exclude  the  lawful 

Heir; 
Are   princes   thus  distinguish'd   from    the 

Crowd, 
And  this  the  Priviledge  of  Royal  Blood  ? 
But  grant  we  shou'd  Confirm  the  Wrongs 

they  press. 
His  Sufferings  yet  were  than  the  Peoples  less; 
Condemn'd  for  Life  the  Murd'rir.g  Sword  to 

weild,  769 

And  on  their  Heirs  entail  a  Bloody  Feild. 
Thus  madly  their  own  Freedom  they  betray, 
And  for  th*  Oppression  which  they  fear, 

make  way ;  | 


Succession  fixtby  Heav'n  *he  Kingdoms  Bar, 
Which  once  dissolv'd,  admits  the  Flood  of 

War; 
Wast,Rapine,Spoil,without  th'Acsault  begin, 
And  our  mad  Tribes  Sup;  "ant  the  Fence 

within. 
Since  then  their  Good  they  will  not  under- 
stand, 
Tis  time  to  take  the  Monarchs  Power  in 

Hand  ; 
Authority,  and  Force  to  joyn  with  Skill, 
And  save  the  Lunaticks  against  their  Will. 
The  same   rough   Means   that   swage   the 

Crowd,  appease  781 

Our  senates  raging  with  the  Crowds  Disease. 
Henceforth  unbiass'd  Measures  let  'em  draw 
From  no  false  Gloss,  but  Genuine  text  of 

Law ; 
Nor  urge  those  Crimes  upon  Religions  score 
Themselves  so  much,  in  Jebusites  abhor. 
Whom  Laws  convict  (and  only  they)  shall 

Bleed, 
Nor  Pharisees  by  Pharisees  be  Freed. 
Impartial  Justice  from  our  Throne  shall 

shou'r. 
All  shall  have  Right,  and  We  our  Sov'reign 

Pow'r.  790 

He  said,  th'  Attendants  heard  with  awful 

Joy, 
And  glad  Presages  their  fixt  Thoughts  em- 
ploy ; 
From  Hebron  now  the  Suffering  Heir  Re- 

turn'd, 
A    Realm    that    long    with    Civil    Discord 

Mourn'd  ; 
Till  his  Approach,  like  some  Arriving  God, 
Compos'd,  and  heal'd  the  place  of  his  Aboad  ; 
The  Deluge  checkt  that  to  Judea  spread. 
And  stopt  Sedition  at  the  Fountain's  Head. 
Thus  in  forgiving  David's  Paths  he  drives, 
And,  clias'd  from  Israel,  Israels  Peace  con- 
trives. 800 
The  Feild  confest  his  Pow'r  in  Arms  before, 
And  Seas  proclaim'd  his  Tryumphs  to  tlie 

Shore ; 
As  nobly  has  his  Sway  in  Hebron  shown, 
How  fit  t'  inherit  Godlike  Davids  Throne. 
Through   5iow'5-Streets   his   glad   Arrivals 

spread 
And  Conscious  Faction  shrinks  her  snaky 
head  ; 
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His  Train  their  Sufferings  think  o'repaid,  to 

The  Crowds   Applause  with   Vcrtue  once 
agree. 

Success  charms  All,  but  Zeal  for  Worth 

distrest 
A  Virtue  proper  to  the  Brave  and  Best;8io 

St*  *"  **"  ■''"*""''  -''"*'''"'  ^•^''y* 

To  serve  the  Crown  and  Loyal  by  Descent. 
Whose  Constancy  so  Firm.  andConduct  Just. 
Deserv  d  at  once  Two  Royal  Masters  T^st 
st^'  ^  ^  '"'*'  Manfully  with- 

On  Seas,  and  gather'd  Lawrels  from  the 
rlood  ; 

Of  Learning  yet  no  Portion  was  deny'd 
Friend  to  the  Muses,  and  the  Muses  Pride 

Of  steddy  Soul  when  Publick  Storms  were 
nigh ;  o 

Whose  Conduct,  while  the  Moor  fierce  OnseU 
made. 

Seciir'd  at  once  our  Honour  and  our  Trade 
buch  were  the  Chiefs,  who  most  his  Suff'rinS 
mournd,  *' 

And   viewd   with    silent    Joy    the   Prince 
return  a ; 

^^'"fietra*^"  *''^*  """^''^  •"''  ^'^"«  ^° 

Press  first  their  Nauseous  False  Respects  to 
pay; 

Him  still  th'  pfl^cious  Hypocrites  Molest, 

m-i        ."4?'"^'°"''  ^"*y  ^''^^  his  Rest. 
While  real  Transports  thus  his  Friends  Em- 

p'oy»  o 

And  Foes  are  Loud  in  their  dissembled  Joy! 
I  !7'^."!!'-P'l'r  ^  resounded  far  and  near, 
Mist  not  his  Young  Ambitious  Rival's  Ear; 
Snl«^^'"J'?y^"' ,"""'"*  ciam'rous  Train 
Pla^n'"  ^'"^    Lion   Wakes   in   Moairi 
Who  oft  h'ad  forc'd  the  bold  Assailants  yeild 
And  scattered  his  Persuers  through  the  S' 

Ground      ''  ^^  ""•"•  *"^  *^^^^  ^h«' 

wfth^Rlr"fe"S.^"  '""^  ^"^rt  R°"nd, 
Prolu     *°*  ^  ^''^^  *>«  Chasers  Way. 

Fray  •  '  '"^  '^"«'  **»«™  »«  "h^ 

^""^.'*°""*'^  now  in  Absalom's  fi^ 
ISuch  Indigi'ation  his  Fir'd  Eyes  Confcst ; 


75 

S?n/ tK "nM^ol'*''  Instructer  of  his  Pride  ? 
Slept  the  Old  PUot  in  so  rough  a  Tide  ? 

'""b:traS!  ''''  '™'"  ^^'•'^PPy  ^hore 
And  thus  on  Shelves  the  cred'lous  Youth 

convey  d ; 
In  dcep^revolvhig  Thoughts  He  weighs  his 

Secure  of  Craft,  nor  doubts  to  baffle  Fate. 
Tn  ^,^'\l  '^his  storm'd  Bark  must  go  adri  t. 
In  ^v' K  ^u-  ^^I'^'  *"^  ^°'  himself  to  sh 

^""^own*-*"^  «^eck  of  Kingdoms  sav'd  hb 

^"*  "r^t'*'^**  """"  '*"*"  Common  Danger 
Of  various  Resolutions  stands  possest. 
Perceives  the  Crowds  unstable  Zeal  decay 
L^st  their  Recanting  Chief  the  Cause  SV. 

grTund."^"''"  ^  ^""  ^''^  ""P-  ->y 
^"'^p^^lj^his' Pardon  with  their  Heads  com- 

Him  therefore,  e're  his  Fortune  slip  her  Time. 
The  S  atesman  Plots  f  engage  in  some  bold 

Past  Pardon,  whether  to  Attempt  his  Bed? 
Or  Threat  with  open  Arms  the  Royal  Head 
Or  other  daring  Method,  and  Unjust, 
That  may  secure  him  in  the  Peoples  Trust 
But  failing  thus  f  ensnare  him,  nor  se^re 
How  long  his  foil'd  Ambition  may  eSe 
Plots  next  to  lay  him  by.  as  past  his  Date, 
And  try  some  ne>y  Pretender^  luckier  Fate  • 
^^rsu"'^  *>th  equal  Toil  he  wou'd 

^"tKrl''?*^  ^'^™"''  ^™''"*^'  "''"P* 

Wake  Absahm,  approaching  Ruin  shun,^'° 

Hli'l%,^''J°'  *''°'"  *''°"  "»  Undone ! 

tra  'd       "°"°""'  ""^  '''y  Fame  be- 

The  Property  of  desp'rate  Villains  made  ! 

Crwte  ^""^'""^  ^^"^  tJ^"'  Crimes 
And  Guilt  in  them  was  little  less  than  Fate  ; 
Butwhyshou'dstThou,fromev'r>'Grievance 
Forsake  thy  Vineyards  for  their  Stormy  Sea? 

86|  Mcnre]  confirm  # y/tf. 
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For  Thee  did  Canaan's  Milk  and  Honey  flow, 
Love  drest  thy  Bow'rs  and  Lawrcls  sought 

thy  Brow,  880 

Preferment.  Wealth  and  Pow'r  thy  Vassals 

were, 
And  of  a  Monarc'i  all  things  but  the  Care. 
Oh  shou'd  our  Crime.,  again,  that  Curse 

draw  down. 
And  Rebel-Arms  once  more  attempt  the 

Crown, 
Sure  Ruin  waits  unhappy  Absalon, 
Alike  by  Conquest  or  Defeat  undone  ; 
Who  cou'd  relentless  see  such  Youth  and 

Charms, 
Expire  with    wretched   Fate    in    Impious 

Armes  ? 
A    Prince   so   form'd   with   Earths,   and 

Heaven's  Applause, 
To  Tryumph  ore  Crown'd  Heads  in  Davta  s 

Cause :  ^9^ 

Or  grant  him  Victor,  still  his  Hopes  must  fail, 
Who,  Conquering,  wou'd  not  for  himself  pre- 
vail ; 
The  Faction  whom  He   trusts  for  future 

Sway, 
Him  and  the  Publiqui  wou'd  alike  Betray  ; 
Amongst    themselves    divide    the    Captive 

State, 
And  found  their  Wyrfra-Empire  in  his  Fate  ! 
Thus  having  beat  the  Clouds  with  painful 

The  pitty'd  Youth  with  Scepters  in  his  Sight; 
(So  have  their  Cruel  Politicks  Dccreel.) 
Must  by  that  Crew  that  made  hiai  Guilty, 

Bleed.  9«> 

For  cou'd  their  Pride  brook  any  Prince  s 

Sway, 
Whom  but  mild  David  would  they  choose 

t'  Obey  ? 
Who  once  at  such  a  gentle  Reign  Repine, 
Th-  Fall  of  Monarchy  it  self  Design  ; 
From   Hate   to  Tljat   their   Reformations 

spring. 
And  Davii  not  their  Grievance,  but  the 

King. 
Seiz'd  now  with  pannick  Fear  the  Faction 

lies. 
Least    this    clear   Truth    strike    Ahsaloms 

charm'J  Eyes ; 
Least  He  peaeive,  from  long  Enchantment 

What  all,  beside  the  flat.ter'd  Youth,  must 
tee  9>o 


But  whate're  doubts  his  troubled  Bosome 

swell. 
Fair  Carriage  still  became  Achitophel. 
Who  now  an  envious  Festival  enstalU, 
And  to  survey  their  Strength  the  Faction 

calls. 
Which  Fraud,  Religious  Worship  too  must 

Guild  ; 
But  oh  how  weakly  does  Sedition  Build  ! 
For  Lo  !  the  Royal  Mandate  issues  Forth, 
Dashing  at  once  their  Treason,  Zeal,  and 

Mirth  ! 
So  have  I  seen  disastrous  Chance  Invade, 
Where  careful  Emmits  had  their  Forrage 

laid,  920 

Whether  fierce  Vulcan's  rage  the  Furzy  Plain 
Had  seiz'd,  Engendred   by  some  careless 

Swain  ; 
Or  swelling  Neplune  lawless  Inroads  made 
And  to  theirCell  of  Store  his  Flood  convev'd; 
The  Common-Wealth  broke  up  distracted  go. 
And  in  wild  Hast  their  loaded  Mates  o're- 

throw : 
Ev'n  so  our  scatter'd  Guests  confus'dly  meet, 
With  Boil'd,  Bak'd,  Roast,  all  Justling  in 

the  Street ; 
Dejected  a'l,  and  rufully  dismaid,  920 

For  SheckU  without  1  r.at,  or  Treason  paid. 

Seditions  dark  Eclipse  now  fainter  shows. 
More  bright  each  Hour  the  Royal  Plannet 

grows, 
Of  Force  the  Clouds  of  Envy  to  disperse, 
In  kind  Conjunction  of  Assisting  Stars. 
Here  lab'ring  Muse  those  Glorious  Chiefs 

relate 
That  turned  the  doubtful  Scale  of  Davtd  s 

Fate ; 
The  rest  of  that  Illustrious  Band  rehearse, 
Immortalliz'd  in  Lawrell'd  Asaph's  Verse : 
Hard  task  !  yet  will  not  I  thy  Flight  recall, 
View  Heav'n,  and  then  enjoy  thy  glorious 

Fall.  9-40 

First    Write   Besaliel,   whose    Illustrious 

Name 
Forestals  our  Praise,  and  gives  his  Poet 

Fam3. 
The  Kfnites  Rocky  Province  his  Command, 
A  barren  Limb  of  Fertile  Canaans  Land  ; 
Which  for  its  gen'rous  Natives  yet  cou'd  be 
Held  Worthy  ^ueh  a  President  as  He ! 
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Baaliel  with  eachGracu,and  Virtue  Fraught, 
Serene    his    Looks,    Serene    his    Life   and 

Thought, 
On  whom  so  largely  Nature  heapt  her  Store, 
There  scarce  reinain'd  for  Arts  to  give  him 

more !  950 

To  Aid  the  Crown  and  State  his  greatest 

.    Zeal, 
His  Second  Care  that  Service  to  Conceal ; 
Of  Dues  Observant,  Firm  in  ev'ry  Trus» 
And  to  the  Needy  always  more  than  Just. 
Who  Truth  from   si)ecious  falsehood   can 

divide. 
Has  all  the  Gown-mens  Skill  without  their 

Pride ; 
Thus  crown'd  with  worth  from  heights  of 

honor  won. 
Sees  all  his  Glories  copied  in  his  Son, 
Whose  forward  Fame  should  every  Muse 

Engage: 
Whose  Youth  boasts  skill  denied  to  others 

Age.  960 

Men,  Manners,  Language,  Books  of  noblest 

kind 
Already  are  the  Conquest  of  his  Mind. 
Whose  I^oyalty  before  it's  Date  was  jirime. 
Nor  waited  the  dull  course  of  rowling  Time  : 
The  Monster  Faction  early  he  dismaid. 
And  David's  Cause  long  since  confest  his 

Aid. 
Brave  Abdael  o're  the  Prophets'  School 

was  plac'd  ; 
Abdael,  with  all  his  Father's  Virtue  grac'd  ; 
A  Heroe,  who,  while  Stars  look'd  wondring 

down, 
Without  one  Hebrew's  Bloud  restor'd  the 

Crown.  970 

That  praise  was  His ;   what  therefore  did 

remain 
For  following  Chiefs,  but  boldly  to  maintain 
That  Crown  restor'd  ?  and  in  this  Rank  of 

Fame, 
Brave  Abdael  with  the  First  a  place  must 

claim. 
Proceed,  illustrious,  happy.  Chief,  proceed, 
Foreseize  the  Garlands  for  thy  Brow  decreed. 
While  th'  inspir'd  Tribe  attend  with  noblest 

strein 
To  Register  the  Glories  thou  shalt  gain : 
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For  sure,  the  Dew  shall  Gilboah's  Hills  for* 

sake. 
And  Jordan  mix  his  Stream  with  Sodom's 

Lake ;  980 

Or  Seas  retir'd  their  Secret  stores  disclose. 
And  to  the  Sun  their  scaly  Brood  expose, 
Or  swell'd  above  the  Clifts,  their  Billows 

raise. 
Before  the  Muses  leave  their  Patron's  Praise. 

Elid>  our  Next  labour  do's  invite. 
And  hard  the  Task  to  do  Eliab  right : 
Long  with  the  royal  Wanderer  he  rovd. 
And  firm  in  all  the  Turns  of  Fortune  prov'd ! 
Such  ancient  Service  and  Desert  so  large. 
Well  claim'd  the  Royal  Household  for  liis 

Charge.  990 

His  Age  with  only  one  mild  Heiress  blest, 
In  all  the  Bloom  of  smiling  Nature  drest, 
And  blest  again  to  see  his  Flow'r  ally'd 
To  David's  Stock,  and  made  young  OthnieVs 

Bride ! 
The  bright  Restorer  of  his  Father's  Youth, 
Devoted  to  a  Son's  and  Subject's  Truth : 
Resolv'd  to  bear  that  prize  of  Duty  home, 
So  bravely  sought  (while  sought)  by  Absalmn. 
Ah  Prince !    th'  illustrious  Planet  of  thy 

Birth, 
And  thy  more  powerful  Virtue  guard  thy 

worth ;  loco 

That  no  Achitophel  thy  Ruine  boast ; 
Israel  too  much  in   one  such  Wreck  has 

lost. 
Ev'n  Envy  must  consent  to  Hdon's  Worth, 
Whose  Soul  (tho'  Egypt  glories  in  his  Birth) 
Cou'd  for  our  Captive-Ark  its  Zeal  retain. 
And  Pharoah's  Altars  in  their  Pomp  disdain  : 
To  slight  his  Gods  was  sirtall ;  with  nobler 

pride. 
He  all  th'  Allurements  of  his  Court  defi'd. 
Wliom  Profit  nor  Example  cou'd  betray 
But  IsraeFs  friend,   and  true  to  David's 

Sway.  1010 

What  acts  of  favour  in  his  Province  fall 
On  Merit  he  confers,  and  Freely  all. 

Our  List  of  Nobles  next  let  Atiiri  Grace, 
Wliose  Merits  claim'd  the  Abethdins  high 

place ; 
Who,  with  a  Loyalty  that  did  excel. 
Brought  all  th'  endowments  of  Achitopkel. 
Sincere  was  Amri,  and  not  only  know, 
But  IsraeVs  Sanctions  into  practice  drew  ; 
Our  Laws,  that  did  a  boundLss  Ocean  seem. 
Were  coasted  all,  and  fathom'd  all  by  Him. 
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No  Rabbin  speaks  like  him  their  mystick 
Sense,  'O^' 

So  just,  and  with  such  Charms  of  Lloquence : 
To  whom  the  double  Blessing  does  belong. 
With  Mose's  Ins|)iration  Aaron's  Tongue. 
Than  Sheva,  none  more  loyal  Zeal  have 
shown, 
Wakeful  as  Jiidah's  Lion  for  the  Crown. 
Who  for  that  Cause  still  combats  in  his  Age, 
For  which  his  Youth  with  danger  did  engage. 
In  vain  our  factious  Priests  the  Cant  revive  ; 
In  vain  seditious  Scribes  with  Libels  strive 
T*  enflame  the  Crow'd,  while  He  with  watch- 
ful Eye  If  3' 
Observes,  and  shoots  their  Treasons  as  They 

fly; 

Their  weekly  Frauds  his  keen  Rci)lies  detect, 
He  undeceives  more  fast  than  they  infect. 
So  Moses,  when  the  Pest  on  Legions  prey  <1, 
Advanced  his  Signal  and  the  Plague  was 

stay'd.  . 

Once  more  my  fainting  Muse  thy  Pmnions 

try. 
And   Strengths   exhausted   store   let    Love 

supply. 
What  Tribute  Asaph  shall  we  render  Thee  ? 
We'll  crown  thee  with  a  Wreath  from  thy 

own  Tree !  '040 

Thy  Lawrel  Grove  no  Envyc's  flash  can  blast. 
The  Song  of  Asaph  shall  for  ever  last ! 
With  wonder  late  Posterity  shall  dwell 
On  Absalom,  and  false  Achitophel : 
Thy  streins  shall  be  our  slumbring  Prophets 

And, when  our  Swn  Virgms  smg  their  Theam, 
Our  Jubilees  shall  with  thy  Verse  be  grac  t. 
The  Song  of  Asaph  shall  for  ever  last ! 
How  fierce  his  Satyr  loos'd,  restrain'd,  how 

tame  , 

How  tender  of  th'  offending  Young  man  s 

Fame !  '"So 

How  well  his  worth,  and  brave  Adventures 

still'd. 
Just  to  his  Vcrtucs,  to  his  Error  mild. 
No  Page  of  thine  that  fears  the  strictest 

view. 
But  teems  with  just  Reproof,  or  Praise,  as 

Not  Eden  cou'd  a  fairer  Prospect  yield. 
All  Paradise  without  one  barren  Field  : 
Whose  Wit  the  Censure  of  his   Foes  has 

past. 
The  Song  of  Asaph  shall  for  ever  last ! 


What  Praise  for  such  rich  Strains  shall  we 

allow  ?  ,  ,    n 

What   just    Rewards   the  grateful   Crown 

bestow  ?  1060 

While  Bees  in  Flow'rs  rejoyce,  and  Flow'rs 

in  Dew,  ,    .    n 

While  Stars  and  Fountains  to  their  Course 

are  true ; 
While  Judaic s  Throne  and  Sion's  Rock  stand 

fast. 
The  Song  of  Asaph  and  the  Fame  shall  last. 


Still  Hebron's  honour'd  happy  Soil  Retains 

Our  Royal  Heroes  beauteous  dear  remains  ; 

Who  now  sails  off,  with  Winds  nor  Wishes 
slack. 

To  bring  his  Suff'rings  bright  Companion 
back. 

But  e're  such  Transport  can  our  sense  cm- 
ploy  'o^O 

A  bitter  grief  must  poyson  half  our  Joy  ; 

Nor  can  our  Coasts  restor'd  those  Blcssinps 
see 

Without  a  Bribe  to  envious  Destiny  ! 

Curs'd  Sodofn's  Doom  for  ever  fix  the  Tyde, 

Wher',  by  inglorious  Chance,  the  Valiant 
dy'd. 

Give  not  insulting  Ashalon  to  know, 

Nor  let  Galh's  Daughters  triumph  in  our 

Woe :  .  „  . , 

No  Sailer  with  the  News  swell  Eaypl  s  Pride 
By  what  inglorious  Fate  our  Valiant  dy  d  ! 
Weep,  Arnon  !   Jordan  weep  thy  fountains 
dry  '079 

While  Sion's  Rock  dissolves  for  a  supply  ! 
Calm  were  the  Elements,  Night's    silence 

The  Waves  scarce  murm'ring,  and  the  Winds 

asleep  ; 
Yet  Fate  for  Ruine  takes  so  still  an  hour, 
And  treacherous  Sands  the  Princely  Barque 

devour ; 
Then  Death  unworthy  seiz'd  a  gen'rous  Race, 
To  Virtues  scandal,  and  the  Stars  disgrace  ! 
Oh  !    had  th'  Indulgent  Pow'rs  vouchsaft 

to  yield,  ,  t-.  , , 

Instead  of  faithless  Shelves,  a  listed  FieU! ; 
A  listed   Field    of    Hcav'ns    and   Dav.d's 

Fierce  as'  the  Troops  that  did  his  Youth 

oppose,  \°^° 

Each  Life  had  on  his  slaughter'd  heap  retir  (I, 

Not  Tamely,  and Unconqu' ring  thus  expir'c: 


THE  SECOND  PART. 
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But  Destiny  is  now  their  only  Foe, 

And  dying,  even  o're  that  they  tryumph  too ; 

With  loud  last  Breaths  their  Master's  Scape 

applaud, 
Of  whom  kind  Force  cou'd  scarce  the  Fates 

defraud  ; 
Who  for  such  Followers  lost,  0  matchless 

mind ! 
At  his  own  Safety  now  almost  repin'd  ! 
Say  Royal  Sir,  by  all  your  Fame  in  Arms, 
Your   Praise   in   Peace,  and   by    Urania's 

Charms ;  i  too 

If  all  your  Sufl'rings  past  so  nearly  prest. 
Or  pierct  with  half  so  painful  Grief  your 

Breast  ? 
Thus  some  Diviner  Muse  her  Heroe  forms, 
Not  sooth'd  with  soft  Delights,  bu*:  tost  in 

storms. 
Not  stretched  on  Roses  in  the  Myrtle  Grove, 
Nor  Crowns  his  Days  with  Mirth,  his  Nights 

with  Love 
But  far  remov'd  in  Thundring  Camps  is 

found. 
His  Slumbers  short    his  Bed  the  herbless 

Ground : 
In  Tasks  of  Danger  always  seen  the  First, 
Feeds  from  the  Hedge,  and  slakes  with  Ice 

his  Thirst.  mo 

Long  must  his  Patience  strive  with  Fortunes 

Rage, 
And  long,  opposing  Gods  themselves  engage. 
Must  see  his  Country  Flame,  his  Friends 

destroy'd, 
Before  the  promis'd  Empire  be  enjoy'd. 
Such  Toil  of  Fate  must  build  a  Man  ot  Fame, 
And  such,  to  IsraeVs  Crown,  the  God-like 

David  came. 


What  suddain  Beams  dispel  the  Clouds  so 

fast! 
Whose  drenching  Rains  laid  all  our  Vine- 
yards waste?  1118 
The  Spring  so  far  hehind  her  Course  delay'd 
On  th  Instant  is  in  all  her  Bloom  array'd  ; 
The  Winds  breathe  low,  the  Element  serene. 
Yet  mark  what  Motion  in  the  Waves  u  seen  ! 
Thronging  and  buaie  as  Hyblcean  Swarms, 
Or  stragled  Souldiers  Summon'd  to  their 

Arms. 
See  where  the  Princely  Barque  in  loosest 

Pride, 
With  al)  her  Guardian  Fleet,  Adorns  the 

Tide! 
High  on  her  Deck  the  Royal  '  overs  stand. 
Our  Crimes  to  Pardon  e're  i     y  toucht  our 

Land. 
Welcome  to  Israel  and  to  David's  Breast ! 
Here  all  your  Toils,  here  all  your  Sufl'rings 

rt;t.  1 1 30 

This  year  did  Ziloah  Rule  Jerusalem, 
And  boldly  all  Sedition's  Syrges  stem. 
How  e're  incumbred  with  a  viler  Pair 
Than  Ziph  or  Shimei,  to  assist  the  Chair ; 
Yet  Zihah's  loyal  Labours  so  prevail'd 
That  Faction  at  the  next  Election  Fail'd, 
When  ev'n  the  common  Cry  did  Justice 

Sound, 
And  Merrit  by- the  Multitude  was  Crown'd  : 
With  David  then  was  IsraeVs  peace  restor'd. 
Crowds  Mourn'd  their  Errour  and  Obey'd 

their  Lord.  1140 

11.^3  Syrges]  SyrtM /7/d.  T/tis  t's  a  false  cor- 
rection. The  orig  inal  reading  is  right,  the  later 
spelling  being  Surjres 


kEY  TO  BOTH  t»ARTS  OF  ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 

{From  Vol.  II.  of  Miscellany  Poems,  ediuon  oj  1716.) 


Abethditii  .  Lord  Chancellor. 

Abdael    .  .  Duke  6f  Albemarle, 

Absalom.  .  Duke  of  Monmouth. 

Achilophd  .  Lord  Shaftesbury. 

Adriel     .  .  Earl  of  Mulgrave. 

Agag       ,  .  Sir  Edmund  lierry  Godfrey. 

Amiel     .  .  Mr.  Seymour,  Spwaker. 

Amri  .  Lord  Chancellor  Finch. 

Annabel  .  Duchess  of  Monmouth. 

Arod.    .  .  Sir  W.  Waller. 
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Balaam  .  .  Earl  of  Huntingdon. 
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Balhheba  .  Duchess  of  Portsmouth. 

Btnaiah .  .  General  Sackville. 

Bin  Jochanan  Johnson. 

Bezaliel  .  :  Duke  of  Beaufort. 
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Corah     .  .  Dr.  Gates. 

David     ,  .  King  Charles  IL 
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Egypt     .  .  France. 

Eliab      .  .  Earl  of  Arlington. 

Elknic  Plot .  Popish  Plot. 

r.  I       n  •  ,   i  Church  of  England  Minis- 
Hebrew  Priests  J      ^^^^^ 

Hebron   .  .  Scotland. 

Helon     .  .  Lord  Feversham. 

Huskai  .  .  Earl  of  Rochester,  Hyde. 

Jshboshelh  .    Richard  Cromwell. 


Ishban    .  .  Sir  R.  Clayton. 

Israel      .  .  England. 

Issachar  .  T.  Thin,  Esq. 

Jebusiles  Papists. 

Jerusalem  .  London. 

Jonas     .  .  Sir  W.  Jones. 

Jotham  .  .  Marquis  of  He  mix. 

Jothran  .  ,  Lord  Dartmouth. 

Jttdas  .  Ferguson 

Mephiboshelh  Pordage. 

Michal   .  .  Queen  Katharine. 

Nadab    .  .  Lord  Howard  of  Escrick. 
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Pharaoh  .  French  King. 
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Sheva 
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Fpi  to  uhom  can  I  didicale  this  Poem,  with  so  much  justice,  as  to  you  ?  'Tis  the  rcprc- 
senlation  of  your  oun  lleroe :  'lis  the  Picture  drawn  at  length,  which  you  admire  and  prize 
so  much  in  little.  Sone  of  your  Ornaments  are  wanting  ;  neither  the  kndscap  of  the  Tower, 
nor  the  Rising  Sun,  nor  the  Anno  Domini  of  your  iV«o  Sovereign's  Coronation.  This  must 
neeJi  be  a  gratefull  undertaking  to  your  whole  Forty  :  especially  to  those  who  have  not  been 
s  >  happy  as  to  purchase  the  Original,  i  hear  the  Graver  has  made  a  good  Market  of  it  :  all 
his  Kings  are  bought  up  already  ;  or  the  value  of  the  remainder  so  inhanc'd,  that  many  a  poor 
I'olanHer  who  would  be  glad  to  worship  the  Image  is  not  able  to  go  to  the  cost  of  him  :  But 
10  ntust  be  con.<-nl  to  see  him  here.  1  must  confess  I  am  no  great  artist;  but  Sign- 
post painting  will  serve  the  turn  to  remember  a  Friend  by,  especially  when  better  is  not 
to  be  had.  Yet  for  your  comfort  the  lineaments  are  true  ;  and  though  he  sate  not  five  times 
tJ  me,  as  he  did  to  B.'.  yet  I  have  consulted  History,  as  the  Italian  Painters  Jo,  when  they  would 
draw  a  Nero  or  n  Caligula  ,•  though  they  have  not  seen  the  .Man,  they  can  help  their  Imagination 

"  ■  . ".    •■         Truth  is,  you 

{vantage,  if  it 

^  then  break  out 

to  better  purpose.     You  'tell  us  in  your  Preface  to  the  No-Protestant  Plot,  that  you  shall  be 
forc'd  hereafter  to  leave  oj)  your  Modesty  :  I  suppose  you  mean  thai  little  which  is  left  you  ; 
20  for  it  was  worn  to  ras,s  when  you  put  out  this  Medall.    Never  was  there  practis'd  such  a  piece 
of  notorious  Impudence  in  the  face  of  an  Establish'd  Government.    I  beliet'e,  when  he  is  dead, 
\-ou  will  wear  him  in  Thumb-Rings,  as  the  Turks  did  Scanderbeg  ;  as  if  there  were  virt  le 
in  his  Bones  to  preserve  you  against  Monarchy.    Yet  all  this  while  you  pretend  not  otiely  zeal 
for  the  Publick  good  ;  but  a  due  veneration  for  the  person  of  the  King.    But  all  men  who  can 
see  an  inch  before  them,  may  easily  deled  those  gross  fallacies.    That  it  is  necessary  for  men 
in  your  circumstances  to  pretend  both,  is  granted  you  ;  for  without  them  there  could  be  no 
ground  to  raise  a  Faction.    But  I  would  ask  you  one  civil  question,  what  right  has  any  man 
among  you,  or  any  Association  of  men,  {to  come  nearer  to  you,)  who  out  of  Parliament  cannot 
be  considered  in  a  publick  Capacity,  to  meet,  as  you  daily  doe,  in  Factious  Clubs,  to  vilify 
30  the  Government  in  your  Discourses  and  to  libel  it  in  all  your  Writings  ?    Who  made  you  Judges 
in  Israel  ?  or  how  is  it  consistent  with  your  Zeal  of  the  publick  Welfare  to  promote  Sedition  ? 
Does  your  definition  of  loyal,  which  is  to  serve  the  King  according  to  the  Laws,  allow  you  the 
licence  of  traducing  the  Executive  Power  with  which  you  own  he  is  invested  ?    You  complain 
that  his  Majesty  has  lost  the  love  and  confidence  of  his  People;  and  by  your  very  urging  it  you 
endeavour  what  in  you  lies,  to  nmke  him  lose  them.    All  good  Subjects  abhor  the  thought  oj 
Arbitrary  Power,  whether  it  he  in  one  or  many :  if  you  were  the  Patriots  you  would  seem, 
you  would  not  at  this  rate  incense  the  Multitude  to  assume  it ;  for  no  sober  man  can  fear  it, 
either  from  the  King's  Disposition,  or  his  Practice,  or  even,  where  you  would  odiously  lay  it, 
from  his  Ministers.    Give  us  leave  to  enjoy  the  Government  and  the  benefit  of  laws  under 
40  which  we  were  born,  and  which  wc  desire  to  transmit  to  our  Posterity.    You  are  not  the  Trustees 
of  the  Publick  liberty  :  and  if  you  have  not  right  to  petition  in  a  Crowd,  much  less  have  you  lo 
intermeddle  in  the  management  of  A(jairs,  or  to  arraign  what  you  do  not  like :   which  in 
effect  is  everything  that  is  done  by  the  King  and  Council.   Can  you  imagine  that  any  reasonahle 
man  will  believe  you  respect  the  person  of  his  Majesty,  when  'tis  apparent  that  your  Seditious 
Pamphlets  are.stufj'd  with  particular  Reflexions  on  him  ?    If  you  have  the  confidence  to  deny 
this,  'tis  easy  to  be  (i<inc'd  from  a  thousand  Passages,  which  I  onely  forbear  to  quote,  becaua 
I  desire  they  should  die  and  be  forgotten.    I  have  perus'd  many  of  your  Papers  :  and  lo  show 
you  that  I  have,  the  third  part  of  your  No-Protestant  Plot  is  much  of  it  stolen,  from  yovr 
dead  Authour's  Pamphlet,  called  the  Growth  of  Popery,  as  matiifestly  at  Jiilton's  defence  of 
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/Ac  EnRlish  People  ts  from  Buchanan,  de  Jure  regni  apud  Scotos,  or  your  First  Covetunt 
and  neiv  Associalton,  from  the  holy  League  of  the  French  Guisards.  Any  one  who  reads 
Da.. .a  may  trace  your  Pradices  all  along.  There  were  the  same  pelences  for  Reformation, 
and  Loyally,  the  same  Aspersions  of  the  King,  and  the  same  grounds  of  a  Rrhcllion.  I  know 
not  whether  you  will  take  the  Historian's  word,  who  says  it  was  reported  that  Poltrot,  a  lIuKonot, 
niurthered  Francis,  Duke  of  Guise,  6y  /**  instigations  of  Theodore  Beza ;  or  that  it  was 
a  Hugonot  Minister,  otherwise  caWd  a  Presbyterian  {jor  our  Church  abhors  so  devilish  i 
Tenent)  who  first  urit  a  Treatise  of  the  lawfulness  of  deposing  and  murthering  kings  of  a  different 
J'lrswaston  in  Religion  :  But  J  am  able  to  prove  from  the  doctrine  of  Calvin,  and  Principles 
of  Buchanan,  tluit  they  set  the  People  above  the  Magistrate  ;  which  if  J  mistake  not,  is  your  lo 
oii-n  Fundamental,  and  which  carries  your  Loyalty  no  farther  than  your  liking.  When  a  vote 
of  the  House  of  Commons  goes  on  your  side,  you  are  as  ready  to  observe  it  as  if  it  were  pass'd 
into  a  Law  :  liut  when  you  are  pinch'd  with  any  former,  and  yet  unrepealed  Act  of  Parliament, 
you  declare  that,  tn  same  cases,  you  will  not  be  oblig'd  by  it.  The  Passage  is  in  the  same  third 
part  of  the  No-Protestant  Plot ;  and  is  loo  plain  lo  be  denied.  The  late  Copy  of  your  intended 
Association  vou  neither  wholly  justify  nor  condemn;  But,  as  the  F apis's,  when  they  are 
unoppos  d,fly  out  into  all  the  Pageantry's  of  Worship  ;  but  in  times  of  War,  when  they  are 
hard  press  d  by  Arguments,  lie  close  intrench' d  behind  the  Council  of  Trent ;  So,  now,  when 
your  Affairs  are  in  a  Imv  condition,  you  dare  not  pretend  that  to  he  a  legal  Combination,  but 
'Af'soever  you  are  afloat,  1  doubt  not  but  it  will  be  maintain'd  and  iustify'd  to  purpose.  » 
For  indeed  there  is  nothing  lo  defend  it  but  the  Sword :  'lis  the  proper  time  lo  say  anything. 
when  men  have  all  things  in  their  power.  ^      /       o> 

In  the  mean  time,  you  wou'd  fain  be  nibbling  at  a  parallel  betwixt  this  Association  and 
that  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  But  there  is  this  small  difference  betwixt  them,  that  the 
ends  of  the  one  are  directly  opposite  to  the  other  :  one  with  the  Queen's  approbation  and  con- 
rmrtion,  as  head  of  it ;  the  other,  without  either  the  consent,  or  » nou  ledge  of  the  King,  against 
^chose/ulhorily  it  is  manifestly  designed.  Therefore,  you  doe  well  to  have  recourse  lo  your 
hnl  Evasion,  that  it  was  contrtv'd  by  your  Enemies,  and  shuffled  into  the  Papers  that  were 
sei:  d  ;  which  yet  you  see  the  nation  is  not  so  easy  lo  believe  as  your  own  Jury  ;  But  the  matter 
IS  not  difficult,  to  find  twelve  men  in  New-Rate,  who  would  acquit  a  Malefactour.  30 

/  luive  one  onely  favour  lo  desire  of  you  at  parting,  that  when  you  think  of  ansuering  this 
P-xm,  you  won  d  employ  the  same  Pens  against  it  who  have  combated  with  so  much  success 
against  Absalom  and  Acl)itoi)liel ;  for  then  you  may  assure  yourselves  of  a  clear  Victory, 
'uilhoul  the  least  reply.  Ratle  at  me  abundantly  :  and,  not  to  break  a  Custome,  doe  it  without 
wit :  By  this  method  you  will  gain  a  considerable  point,  which  is  wholly  lo  wave  the  answer  of 
my  Arguments.  A'wrr  ou-n  the  botome  of  your  Principles,  for  fear  they  shoud  be  Treason, 
t- all  severely  on  the  miscarriages  of  Government :  for,  if  scandal  be  not  allow' d,  you  are  no 
fneborn  subjects.  If  God  has  not  bless' d  you  with  the  Talent  of  Rhiming,  make  use  of  my  poor 
Stocltandwellcoine:  let  your  Verses  run  upon  my  feet ;  and  for  the  utmost  refuge  of  notorious 
l.loek-heads,  reduc  d  to  the  last  extremity  of  sense,  turn  my  min  lines  upon  me  ;  and,  in  utter  40 
despaire  of  your  ou-n  Salyre,  make  me  Sctyrize  my  self.  Some  of  you  have  been  driven  to 
tills  Hay  already  ;  But  above  all  the  rest  commend  me  to  the  Non-conformist  Parson,  who  urit  the 
Whip  and  Key.  /  am  afraid  it  is  not  read  so  much  as  the  Piece  deserves,  because  the  book- 
srller  is  every  week  crying  help  at  the  end  of  his  Gazette,  to  get  it  off.  You  see  I  am  charitable 
nwugh  to  doe  him  a  kindness,  that  it  may  be  publish' d  as  well  as  printed;  and  that  so  much 
sm  tn  Hebrew  Derivations  may  not  lie  for  Wast-paper  in  the  Shop.  Yet  I  half  suspect 
he  went  no  farther  for  his  learning,  than  the  Index  of  Hebrew'  Names  and  Etymologies,  which 
IS  printed  at  the  end  of  some  English  Bibles.  If  Achitophel  signify  the  Brother  of  a  Fool,  the 
i"i  7  ''""  ^'"'"',  "''^  f""  "''"'  *"  Readers  for  the  next  of  kin.  And  perhaps  'tis  the 
Af.  •■  V  that  makes  the  kindness.  Whataier  the  Verses  are,  buy  'em  up  I  beseech  you  out  so 
'>WhJ  for  I  hear  the  Conventicle  is  shut  up,  and  the  Brother  of  Achitophel  out  of  service. 

9  and  Princiffles  of  Bucliananj  The  iditors  gix  e  and  the  frinciples  o/Buchanan 
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Now  Foolmtn,  you  know,  havt  the  gtnerosily  lo  make  a  Purse  for  a  Member  of  ikeir  Soeiety, 
ukoZsZ  kis 'Lery  pulCd  over  hh  Ears ;  and  «;«.  Protestanl  Sotks  a-ebougk,  upanumt 
you,  out  oj  veneraUonlothe  name.  A  Dissenter  in  i'oelry  lromi>ens,  and  Enguk  «.,«  make 
Is  good  a  Prolcslanl  lihymer,as  a  Dissenter  jromthc  Chureh  of  hughnd  a  Protestanl  Par  on. 
iLsides  H  vou  encourage  a  young  Beginner,  who  knows  but  he  wwy  elevate  his  stile  a  lilt 
ahZethevlZ^e^p^^^^^  of  proPh«ne\nd  saucy  Jack,  and  Atheistick  Hcriber,  mtk  uhuh 
he  treats  me,  when  the  fit  oj  Enthusiasm  is  strong  upon  him  :  by  which  «''«:;~'"'«-'J  ^f 
charitable  Expressions  I  uas  certain  of  his  S.ct,  before  1  knew  his  name  V  A./  «*"«  y^". 
hav  more  of  a  man  f  he  has  damn'J  me  in  your  Cause  from  Gencsu  to  //I.  Kcvclat.o  « 
And  has  half  the  Texts  of  both  the  Tc  .ments  against  me,  if  you  wilbesofivil  to  yourselves 
as  to  lake  him  for  your  Interpreter ;  u>,d  not  lo  take  them  for  Irish  Witnesses.  After  aU. 
plrhaps  you  will  tell  me,  that  you  retained  him  onely  for  the  opening  of  your  Cause,  and  that 
your  Lin  Lawyer  is  yet  behind.  Now  if  it  so  happen  he  meet  with  no  more  reply  than  his 
Ped^ssoiasZu  may  either  conclude  thai  1  trust  to  the  goodness  of  my  Cause,  or  fear  my 
7dtrs^y%rdisdain\im,  or  what  you  please,  for  the  short  on't  is,  'tis  indifferent  lo  yoiu' 
humble  servant,  whatever  your  Party  says  or  thinks  of  him. 


Irt 


THE  MEDALL. 

A  SATYRE  AGAINST  SEDITION. 


Or  all  our  Antick  Sights  and  Pageantry 
Which  English  Idiots  run  in  crowds  to  see, 
The  Polish  Medal  bears  the  prize  alone  :    ) 
A  Monster,  more  the  Favourite  of  the  Town  ,- 
Than  either  Fairs  or  Theatres  have  shown.) 
Never  did  Art  so  well  with  Nature  strive, 
Nor  ever  Idol  seem'd  so  n..ich  alive  ; 
So  like  the  Man  ;  so  j,'olden  to  the  sight. 
So  base  within,  so  counterfeit  and  li^ht. 
One  side  is  fill'd  with  Title  and  with  Face ;  lo 
And,  lest    the  King   shou'd  want  a  regal 

Place, 
On  the  reverse,  a  Tow'r  the  To\yn  surveys. 
O'er  which  our  mounting  Sun  his  beams  dis- 
plays. 
The  Word,  pronounc'd  aloud  by  Shrieval 

voice, 
Lcelamur,  whicli  in  Polish  is  rejoyce, 
The  Day,  Month,  Year,  to  the  great  Act  are 

ioin'd. 
And  a  new  Canting  Holiday  desigu'd. 
Five  dai;s  he  sate  for  every  cast  and  look  ; 
Four  more  than  God  to  finish  Adam  took. 
But  who  can  tell  what  Essence  angels  are  20 
Or  how  long  Heav'n  was  making  Lucifer  ? 

Text  from  the  second  edition,   16S3,  except  as 
llottvl.    The  Ijrst  edition  wa«  of  16&1. 
7  alive.   :b8i :  alive  ?   yiW?. 
31  Lucirtr'\!bSi:   Luei/er\  liSl. 


Oh,  cou'd  the  Sl>Je  that  copy'd  every  grace 
And  plough'd  .uch  furrows  for  an  Eunuch 

face, 
Cou'd  it  hive  formed  his  ever-changing  Will, 
The  various  Piece  had  tir'd  the  Graver's 

Skill ! 
A  Martial  Heroe  first,  with  early  care 
Hlown,  like  a  Pigmee  by  the  Winds,  to  war. 
A  beardless  Chief,  a  Rebel  e'er  a  Man, 
(So  young  his  hatred  to  his  Prince  began.) 
Next  this,  (How  wildly  will  Ambition  steer  !) 
A  Vermin  wriggling  in  th'  Usurper's  ear,  31 
Ikrt'ring  his  venal  wit  for  sums  of  gold. 
He  cast  himself  into  the  Saint-like  mould  ; 
Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  Godliness 

was  gain. 
The  lowdest  Bag-pipe  of  the  Squeaking  train. 
But,  as  'tis  hard  to  cheat  a  Juggler's  Eyes, 
His  open  lewdness  he  cou'd  ne'er  disguise. 
There  split  the  Saint :  for  Ilypocritique  Zeal 
Allows  no  Sins  but  those  it  can  conceal. 
Whoring  to  Scandal  gives  too  large  a  scope ; 
Saints  must  not  trade  ;  but  they  may  inter- 
lope. 4' 
Th'  ungodly  Principle  was  all  the  same  ; 
But  a  gross  Cheat  bttrjiys  bis  Partner's 

Game. 
Besides,  their  pace  was  formal,  grave,  and 
slack  : 
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His  nimble  Wit  out-ran  the  heavy  Pack. 
Yet  still  he  found  his  Fortune  ut  a  stay, 
Whole  droves  of  Blockheads  choaking  up  his 

way; 
They  took,  but  not  rewarded,  his  advice  ; 
Villain  and  Wit  exact  a  double  price. 
Pow'r  was  his  ayni ;  but,  thrown  from  that ) 

pretence,  50 

The  Wretch  turned  loyal  in  his  own  defence,  i 
And  Malice  reconciled  him  to  hk  Prince.     ) 
ilim,  in  the  anguish  of  his  Soul  he  serv'd  ; 
Rewarded  .'uster  still  than  he  deserv'd. 
Behold  him,  now  exalted  into  trust ; 
His  Counsels  oft  convenient,  sildom  just ; 
Ev'n  in  the  most  sincere  advice  he  pive 
lie  had  a  grudging  still  to  be  a  Knave. 
The  Frauds  he  learnt  in  his  Fanatiqtic  years 
Made  him  uncasie  in  his  lawfull  years.       60 
At  best  as  little  honest  as  he  cou'd  : 
And,  like  white  Witches,  mischievously  good. 
To  his  first  byass,  longingly  he  leans  ; 
And  rather  would  be  great  by  wicked  means. 
Thus  fram'd  for  ill,  he  loos'd  our  Triple  hold  ; 
(Advice  unsafe,  precipitous,  and  bold.) 
From  hence  those  tears !  that  Ilium  of  our 

woe! 
Who  helps  a  pow'rful  Fri°nd  fore-arms  a  foe. 
What  wonder  if  the  Waves  prevail  so  far, 
Wlien  He  cut  down  the  Banks  that  made  the 

bar  ?  70 

Seas  follow  but  their  Nature  to  invade  ; 
But  he  by  Art  our  native  Strength  betray'd. 
So  Sampson  to  his  Foe  his  force  confest. 
And, to  beshorn.layslumb'ringonher  breast. 
But,  when  this  fatal  Counsel,  found  too  late, 
Expos'd  its  Authuur  to  the  publique  hate  ; 
When  his  just  Sovereign,  by  no    ipious  way, 
Cou'd  be  seduced  to  Arbitrary  sway  ; 
Forsaken  of  that  hope,  he  shifts  the  sayle  ;' 
UrivesdowntheCurr  ntwithapop'largale; 
And  shows  the  Fiend  confess'd  without  a 

vail.  81 

He  preaches  to  the  Crowd  that  Pow'r  is  lent. 
But  not  convey'd  to  Kingly  Government ; 
Tliat  Claimessuccessivc  bear  nobinding  force; 
That  Coronation  Oaths  are  things  of  course  ; 
Maintains  the  Multitude  can  never  err  ; 
And  sets  the  People  in  the  Papal  Chair. 
The  reason's  obvious  ;  Inl'rest  never  lyes  ;^ 
The  most  have  still  their  Int'rest  in  their 

The  pow'r  is  always  theirs,  and  pow'r  is  ever 

wise.  go 


Almighty  crowd,  thou  shoiten'st  all  dispute  ; 
Power  is  thy  Essence  ;  Wit  thy  Attribute  ! 
Nor  Faith  nor  Reason  make  thee  at  a  stay, 
Thou  lea|)st  o'er  all  Eternal  truths  in  thy 

Pindarique  way ! 
AthiHS,  no  doubt,  did  righteously  decide. 
When  Phocion  and  when  Socrales  were  try'd  j 
As  righteously  they  did  those  dooms  rtper.t  \ 
Still   they  were  wise,  whatever  way  they 

went. 
Crowds  err  not,  though  to  both  extremes 

they  run ; 
To  kill  the  Father  and  recall  the  son.        100 
Some  think  the  Fools  were  most  as  timis 

went  then. 
But  now  the  World's  o'er  stock'd  with  pru- 
dent men. 
The  common  Cry  is  ev'n  Religion's  Test ; 
The  Turk's  is,  at  Constantinople,  best, 
Idols  in  India,  Popery  at  Rome, 
And  our  own  Worship  onely  true  at  home. 
And  true,  but  for  the  time,  'tis  hard  to 

know 
How  long  we  please  it  shall  continue  so ; 
This  side  to-day,  and  that  to  morrow  burns ; 
So  all  are  God  a'mighties  in  their  turns.   1 10 
A  Tempting  Doctrine,  plausible  and  new  ; 
What  Fools  our  Fathers  were,  if  this  be 

true ! 
Who,  to  destroy  the  seeds  of  Civil  War, 
Inherent  right  in  Monarchs  did  declare : 
And,  that  a  lawfull  Pow'r  might  never  cease, 
Secur'd  Succession,  to  secure  our  Peace. 
Thus  Property  and  Sovereign  Sway,  at  last 
In  equal  Balances  were  justly  cast : 
But  this  new  Jehu  spurs  the  hot  mouth'd 

horse ; 
Instructs  the  Beast  to  know  hb  native  force : 
To  take  the  Bit  between  his  teeth  and  fly  121 
To  the  next  headlong  Steep  of  Anarchy. 
Too  happy  England,  if  our  good  we  knew  ; 
Wou'd  we  possess  the  freedom  we  pursue  ! 
The  lavish  Government  can  give  no  more  ; 
Yet  we  repine  ;  and  plenty  makes  us  poor. 
God  try'd  usonce ;  ourRebel-fathersfoughtt 
He  glutted  'em  with  all  the  Pow'r  they 

sought. 
Till,  master'd  by  their  own  usurping  Brave, 
The  free-born  Subject  sunk  into  a  Slave.  iy> 
We   loath  our    Manna,  and   we   long   for 

Quails ; 
Ah,  what  is  man,  '  ^   >wn  wish  pre 

vails ! 
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How  ra<ih,  how  »wift  to  plunge  liiimrif  in  ill : 
i'roudoi  hit  l*o»v*rand  boundlcM  in  hi*  Will ! 
Tli.it  Kinv'iiundocnowronR wcinust  believe; 
None  cp  they  do,  uiid  must  thcv  ail  receive  / 
Help  Hi.av'ii !  or  smily  we  shiill  see  an  liour. 
Wlien  neither  wroni;  nor  rijjht  are  in  their 

pow'r ! 
Already  they  have  lost  their  l»e»t  defence, 
The  iH-neht  of  Laws  which  they  dispenre.  140 
No  justice  to  their  richte*-   ^  I'au  c  allow'd  ; 
But  baffl'-'d  by  an  Arl>itrary  Crowd  ; 
And  McdalU  urav'd,  theirComjuesttorecord, 
The  Stamp  and  Coyn  of  their  adopted  Lord. 

The  Man  who  launh'd  but  once,  to  »ee  an 

Ass 
Mumblini;  to  make  the  cross-j-rained  Thistles 

pass. 
Might  lauRli  aRain,  to  see  a  jury  chaw 
The  prickles  of  unpalatable  Law. 
The   Witnesses   that,   Letchdikc,   liv'd   on 

blo'id. 
Sucking  for  them  were  med'cinallv  good  ;  150 
L'ut,  when  they  fasten'd  on  iheir  fester'd  . 

Sore,  1 

Then  Justice  and  Religion  they  forswore. 
Their  Maiden  Oat  hs  debauch'd  intoaWhorc 
Thus  Men  are  rais'd  by  Factions  and  decry *d; 
And  Ko;;ue  and  Saint  distiiipiish'd  by  their 

Side. 
They  rack  ev'n  St.ipture  to  confess  their 

Cause ; 
And  plsad  a  Call  to  preach  in  spight  of  Laws. 
But  that's  no  news  to  the  poor  injur'd  Page, 
It  has  been  us'd  as  ill  in  every  Age  ; 
And    is  constrain'd,  with  patience,  all   to 

take;  160 

For  what  defence  can  Greek  and  Hebrew 

make  ? 
Hajipy  who  can  this  talking  Trumpet  seize  ; 
They  make  it  sj)eak  whatever  Sense  they 

please ! 
Twasfram'd  at  first  our  Oracle  t'  enc^uirc  ;\ 
ButSinceour  Sects  inprophecygrowhigher,'^ 
The  Text  inspires  not  them ;  but  they  the  , 

Text  inspire.  I 

London,  thou  great  Emporium  of  our  Isle, 
0,  thou  too  bounteous,  thou  too  fruitfull 

NiU\ 
How  shall  I  praise  or  curse  to  thy  de.sert ! 
Or  separate  thy  sound,  from  thy  corrupted 

part !  170 


I  call'd  thee  .V//<- ;  the  parallel  will  stand  : 

Thy  ty<les  of  We.dth  o'crflow  the  fatten'd 
Lund ; 

Yet  .Monsters  from  thy  large  increase  we  fnid 

Knuendcr'donthe  Slyine  thou  leav'st  behind. 

Sedition  has  not  wholly  scic'd  on  thee, 

Thy  nobler  Purts  are  from  infection  free. 

iH  Israel's  Tribes  thou  hast  a  numerous 
bund ; 

But  still  the  Caiiaanilt  is  in  the  I.4ind. 

Thy  military  Cliicis  are  brave  and  true, 

.Nor  are  thy  «iisinchanted  Burghers  few.   180 

The  Head  is  loyal  which  thy  Heart  com- 
mands. 

But  what's  a  Head  with  two  such  gouty 
Hands  ? 

The  wise  and  wealthy  love  the  surest  way  ; 

And  arc  content  to  thrive  and  to  obey. 

But  Wisedom  is  to  Sloath  too  great  a  Slave  ; 

None  are  so  busy  as  the  Fool  and  Knave. 

Those  let  me  curse ;  what  vengeance  will 
they  urge, 

Whosi.'  Ordures  neither  Plague  nor  Fire  can 

Nor  sharp  experience  can  to  duty  bring, 
Nor  angry  Heaven  nor  a  forgiving  King  !  190 
In  Ciospel  phrase  their  Chapmen  they  betray; 
T'i"ir  Shojis  are  Dens,  the  Buyer  is  their 

Prey. 
The  Knack  of  Trades  is  living  on  the  Spoil ; 
They  boast  e'enwhen  each  other  theybciguile. 
Customs  to  steal  is  such  a  trivial  thing. 
That  'tis  their  Charter  to  defraud  their  King. 
All  hands  unite  of  every  jarring  Sect ; 
They  cheat  the  Country  first,  and  then  infect. 
They,  for  God's  Cause  their  Monarchs  dare 

dethrone, 
And  they'll  be  sure  to  make  his  Cause  their 

own.  200 

Whether  the  plotting  Jesuite  lay'd  the  plan 
Of  murth'ring  Kings,  or  the  French  Puritan, 
Our  Sacrilegious  Sects  their  guides  outgo ; 
And  Kings  and  Kingly  Pow'r  would  murther 

too. 

What  means  their  Trait'rous  Combination 
less. 
Too  plain  t'evade,  too  shamefull  to  confess  ? 
But  Treason  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  de«cry'd ; 
Successfull  Crimes  alone  are  justify'd. 
The  Men,  who  no  Conspiracy  wou'd  find, 
Who  doubts  but,  had  it  taken,  they  had 
join'd  ?  219 
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Jnin'd  in  a  mutual  rov'rmnt  of  defence  ; 
At  tirtt  without,  at  last  aKuinst  their  Prince  ? 
If  Sovereign  Right  by  Sovereign  I'ow'r  they 

(can, 
The  lanie  bold  Maximc  holds  in  God  and 

Man: 
God  were  not  safe  ;  his  Thunder  cou'd  they 

tliun 
He  slioti'd  Ik  forcM  to  crown  another  Son. 
Thus,  when  the  llcir  was  from  the  Vineyard 

thrown. 
The  rich  I'ossession  was  the  Murth'rcrs  own. 
Ill  vain  to  So|)histry  they  have  recourse  ;  \ 
liy  proving  theirs  no  riot  they  prove  'ti»  f 


worse. 


320 


Unmask'd  Rebellion,  and  audacious  Force,  ) 
Which,  though  not  Actual,  yet  all  Eyes  may 
see 

'Tis  working,  in  th'  immediate  Pow'r  to  be  { 
For  fron>  j)retcnded  Grievances  they  rise. 
First  to  dislike,  ind  after  to  despise  ; 
Then.  Cyelop-like,  in  humane  Flesh  to  deal. 
Chop  up  a  Minister  at  every  meal ; 
Perhaps  not  wholly  to  melt  down  the  King  ; 
Hut  clip  his  regal  rights  within  the  Ring. 
Fiom  thence  t'  assume  the  pow'r  of  Peace 

and  War  ;  230 

And  ease  him  by  degrees  of  publique  Care. 
Vet,  to  consult  his  Dignity  and  Fame,       \ 
He  shou'd  have  leave  to  exrn  ise  the  Name, !_ 
And  hold  the  Cards  while  Commons  play'd  I 

the  game.  ' 

For  what  Ciui  Pow'r  give  more  than  Food 

and  Drink, 
To  live  at  ease,  and  not  be  bound  to  think  ? 
These  are  the  cooler  methods  of  their  Crime, 
Hut  their  hot  Zealots  think  'tis  loss  of  time  : 
On  utmost  bounds  of  Loyalty  they  stand, 
^  'id  grin  and  whet  like  a  Croatian  band ;  240 
That  waits  impatient  for  the  lastCommnnd. 
Tims  Out-laws  open  Villainy  maintain  ; 
They  steal  not,  but  in  Sciadions  scoure  the 

Plain; 
And,  if  their  Pow'r  the  Passengers  subdue  ; 
The  Most  have  right,  the  wrong  is  in  the  Few. 
Such  impious  Axiomes  foolishly  they  show  ; 
For  in  some  Soils  Republicks  will  not  grow  : 
Our  Temp'rate  Isle  will  no  extremes  sustain 
Of  pop'lar  Sway  or  Arbitrary  Reign  : 
But  slides  between  them  both  into  the  best ; 
Secure  in  freedom,  in  a  Monarch  blest.      25 1 


»!,:  their]  i68j ;  the  16S3. 


And  though  the  Climate,  vex't  with  varioui 

Winds, 
Works  through  our  yielding  Bodies,  on  our 

Mindi, 
The  wholesome  Tempest  purges  what  it 

breeds  ; 
To  recoii.mend  the  Calmness  that  succeeds. 

Butthou,th(.  Pander  of  the  Peoples  hearts. 
(O  crooked  Soul  and  Serp«  itine  in  Arts  ;) 
Whose  blandislinienta  a  Loyal  Land  have 

whor'd. 
And  broke  the  Bonds  she  plighted  to  her 

Lord ;  jjo 

What  Curses  on  thy  blasted  Name  will  fallh 
VVliich  Age  to  Age  their  Legacy  shall  call ;  I 
For  all  must  curse  the  Woes  that  must  [ 

descend  on  all.  ) 

Religion  thou  hast  none :  thy  Mercury 
Has  oass'd  through  every  Sect,  or  theirs 

tn  rough  Thee. 
But  what   thou   giv'st,   xVrX  Venom  still 

remains ; 
And  the  pox'd  Nation  feels  Thee  in  their 

Brains. 
What  else  inspires  the  Tongues  &  swells  the 

Breasts 
Of  all  thy  bellowing  Renecado  Priests, 
That  preach  up  thee  for  God ;  d=  jpence  thy 

Laws  ; 
And  with  thy  Stumm  ferment  their    linting 

Cause  ?  870 

Fresh  Fumes  of  Madness  raist ;  and  toile  and 

sweat, 
To  make  the  formidable  Cripi..e  great. 
Yet,  shou'd  thy  Crimes  succeed,  shou'd  law- 
less Powr 
Compass    »>'Tse   Ends    thy   greedy    Hopes 

devour, 
Thy  Canting  Friends  thy  Mortal  Foes  wou'd 

be, 
Thy  God  and  Theirs  will  never  long  agree  ; 
For  thine,  (if  thou  hast  any,)  must  be  one 
That   lets  the  World  and   Humane  Kind 

a]o:ie ; 
A  jolly  God  that  passes  hours  too  well 
To  promise  Heav'n,  or  threaten  us   with 

Hell.  a8o 

That  unconcern'd  can  at  Rebellion  sit ; 
And  wink  at  Crimes  he  did  himself  commit. 
A  Tyrant  theirs ;   the  Heav'n  their  Priest^ 

hood  paints 
A  Conventicle  of  gloomy  sullen  Saints ; 
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A  Heav'n,  like  Bedlam,  slovenly  and  sad, 
Fore-doomed  for  SouU  with  false  Religion 

mad. 
Without  a  Vision  Poets  on  fore-show 
What  all  but  Fools  by  com  noa  Sense  may 

know : 
If  true  Succession  from  our  lile  should  fail, 
And  Crowds  profane   with   impious   Arms 

prevail,  290 

Not  thou  nor  those  thy  Factious  Artsinfjajje  ^ 
Shall  reap  that  Harvest  of  Rebellious  Rage,  ,- 
With  which  thou  llatter'st  thy  decrepit  Age. ' 
The  swelling  Poison  of  the  sev'ral  Sects, 
Which,  wanting  vent,  the  Nations  Health 

infects 
Shall  burst  its  Bag ;  and  fighting  out  their 

way. 
The  various  Venoms  on  each  other  prey. 
The  Presbyter,  puft  up  with  spiritual  Pride, 
Shall  on  the    Necks    of   the   lewd   Nobles 

ride : 
His  Brethren  damn,  the  Civil  Pow'r  defy ;  300 
And  parcel  out  Republique  Prelacy. 
But  short  shall  be  his  Reign  ;  his  rigid  Yoke 
And  Tyrant  Pow'r  will  puny  Sects  provoke. 
And  Frogs,  and  Toads,  and  all  the  Tadpole 

Train 
Will  croak  to  Heav'n  for  help  from  this 

devouring  Crane. 


I  The  Cut-throat  sword  and  clamorous  Gown 
shall  jar 

In  sharing  their  ill-gotten  Sjioils  of  War ; 

Chiefs  shall  be  grudg'd  the  part  which  meyX 
pretend,  I 

Lords  envy  Lords,  and  Friends  with  every  1 
Friend  T 

About    their    impious    Merit   shall    con- 
tend. 310 

The  surly  Commons  shall  respect  deny  ; 

And  justle  Peerage  out  with  Property 

Their  Gen'ral  either  shall  his  Trust  betray 

And  force  the  Crowd  to  Arbitrary  sway  ; 

Or  they  suspecting  his  ambitious  Aim, 

In  hate  of   Kings   shall    cast   anew  the  | 
Frame ; 

And  thrust  out  Collatine  that  bore  their  I 
Name. 

Thus  In-bom  broils  the  Factions  would 
ingage :  318 

Or  Wars  of  Axil'd  Heirs,  or  Foreign  Rage, 
Till  halting  Vengeance  overtook  our  Age : 
And  our  wild  Labours,  wearied  into  Rest, 
Reclin'd  us  on  a  rightful!  Monarch  s  Breast 


Piiiel  h<BC  opprobric,  vobis 
El  did  poluisse,  et  non  poluisse  refelli. 
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Ai.i.  humane  things  are  subject  to  decay, 
And,  when  Fate  summons,  Monarchs  must 

obcv  • 
This   Fleckno    found,  who,  Hke  Augustus, 

young  ,  ,., 

Was  call'd  to  Empire  and  had  govern  d  long : 
In  Prose  and  Verse  was  own'd,  without 

dispute 
Through  all  the  realmsofNon-scnse.absolutc. 

"Tliis  aged  Prince  now  flourishing  in  Peace, 
And  blest  with  issue  of  a  large  increase. 
Worn  out  with  business,  did  at  length  debate 
To  settle  the  Succession  of  the  State  ;        lo 
And  pond'ring  which  of  all  his  Sons  was  fit 
To  Reign,  and  wage  immortal  War  with  Wit, 
^ry'd,  'tis    resolv'd;    for   Nature    pleads 
that  He 
Should  onely  rule,  who  most  resembles  me  : 

Sh alone  my  perfect  image  bears, 

Mature  in  dullness  from  his  tender  years  ; 

Sh alone  of  all  my  Sons  is  he 

Who  stands  confirm'd  in  full  stupidity. 
The  rest  to  some  faint  meaning  make  pre- 
tence, 

111      t  But  Sh never  deviates  into  sense.       20 

Some  Beams  of  Wit  on  other  souls  may  fall. 
Strike  through  and  make  a  lucid  intervall ; 

But  Sh 's  genuine  night  admits  no  ray, 

His  rising  Fogs  prevail  upon  the  Day  : 
Besides,  his  goodly  Fabrick  fills  the  eye 
And  seems  design'd  for  thoughtless  Majesty  : 
Thoughtless  as  Monarch  Oakes  that  shade 

the  plain. 
And,  spread  in  solemn  state,  supinely  reign. 
Ueyivood  and  Shirley  were  but  Types  of  thee, 
Thou  last  great  Prophet  of  Tautology  :      30 
Even  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they. 
Was  sent  before  but  to  prepare  thy  way  : 
And  coarsely  clad  in  Norwich  Drugget  came 
To  teach  the  Nations  in  thy  greater  name. 

Text  from  tlic  second  and  corrected  edition, 
1684.  The  first,  i6Hj,  has  several  errors  of  the 
nress.  There  is  at  Lamli.th  Palace  a  manuscript 
of  the  po;m,  which  Ti..ld  colIate<l.  It  is  of  no 
authoritv  and  most  of  its  variants  are  inanifcslly 
wronir.  '  One  of  them  has  l>v  inadx^rtence  been 
a<lmilted  into  the  texts  of  Scott,  Christie,  and 

*iS  ^Sh-i  Here  auii  Ihronghoiit  the  editors 
/kr/W Shadwell       H/i^d- i'>Sj. 


My  warbling  Lute,  the  Lute  1  whilom  strung. 
When  to  King  John  of  Portugal  1  sung. 
Was  but  the  prelude  to  that  glorious  day, 
Wlien  thou  on  silver  Thames  did'st  cut  thy 

way. 

With  well  tim'd  oars  before  the  Royal  Barge, 

Swelled    with    the   Pride   of   thy   Celestial 

charge ;  ,        ,  ^° 

And,  big  with  Hymn,  Commander  of  an 

Host, 
The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epsom  blankets  tost. 
Methinks  I  see  the  new  Arion  Sail, 
The  Lute  -till  trembling  underneath  thy  nail. 
At  thy  well  sharpned  thumb  from  Shore  to 

Shore 
The  Treble  squeaks  for  fear,  the  Bases  roar  : 

Echoes  from  Pissing-Ally,  Sh call. 

And  Sh they  resound  from  A- Hall. 

About  thy  boat  the  little  Fishes  throng. 
As  at  the  Morning  Toast  that  Floats  along.  50 
Sometimes,  as  Prince  of  thy  Harmonious 

band,  .  ,       •■ 

Thou  wield'st  thy  Papers  in  thy  threshing 

hand. 
St.  Andres  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time. 
Not  ev'n   the  feet  of    thy   own    Psyches 

rhime : 
Though  they  in  number  as  in  sense  excell, 
So  just,  so  like  tautology  they  fell 
That,  pale  with  envy.  Singleton  forswore   \ 
The  Lute  and  Sword  which  he  in  Triumph  I 
bore,  .     ( 

And  vow'd  he  ne'er  would  act  Vinertiis\ 

more.  '  <, 

Here  stopt  the  good  old  Syre  ;  and  wept  lo^ 

joy.         :__   ^ 


In  silent  raptures  of  the  hopefull  boy. 

All  Arguments,  but  most  his  Plays,  per- 

swade 
That  for  anointed  dulness  he  was  made 
Close  to  the  Walls  which  fair    Augusta. 

bind,  ..  ,j\ 

(The  fair  Augusta  much  to  fears  mdin  d) 
An    ancient    fabrick    raised  t'    inform   the 

sight,  .   1  ■  I 

There  stood  of  yore,  and  Barbican  it  hight : 


4S  ^-1  Aston  idSj. 

,So  And  gently  waft  (he  oxer  all  along. 
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A  watch  Tower  once,  but  now,  so  Fate 

ordains. 
Of  all  the  Pile  an  empty  name  remains. 
From  its  old  Ruins  Brothcl-houscs  rise,     70 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys, 
Where  their  vast  Courts  the  Mother-Strum- 
pets keep, 
And,  undisturb'd  by  Watch,  in  silence  sleep. 
Near  these  a  Nursery  erects  its  head. 
Where  Queens  are  formed,  and  future  Hero's 

bred ; 
Where  unfledged  Actors  learn  to  laugh  and 

cry. 
Where  infant  Punks  their  tender  voices  try. 
And  little  Maximins  the  Gods  defy, 
tireat  Fletcher  never  treads  in  Buskins  here. 
Nor  greater  Jolmson  dares  in  Socks  appear. 
But  gentle  Simkin  just  r  ception  finds      81 
Amidst  this  Monument  of  vanisht  minds  ; 
Pure  Clinches,  the  suburbian  Muse  affords ; 
And  Panton  waging  harmless warwith  words. 
Here  Flecknoe,  as  a  place  to  Fame  well 

known. 

Ambitiously  design'd  his  Sh *5  throne. 

For  ancient  Decker  prophcsi'd  long  since,   \ 
Tliat  in  this  Pile  should  Reign  a  mighty  | 

Prince,  \- 

Horn  for  a  scourge  of  Wit,  and  fJayle  of 

Sense,  / 

To  whom  true  dulness  should  some  Psyches 

owe,  90 

But  Worlds  of  Mhers  from  his  pen  should 

flow ; 
Humorists  and  Hypocrites  it  should  produce, 
Whole   Raymond   Families   and   Tribes   of 

Bruce. 


tlie 


Now  Empress   Fame    !  il    publisht 
renown 

Of  Sh 's  Coronation  through  the  Town. 

Ro^vs'd  by  report  of  Fame,  the  Nations  meet. 
From  near  Butt-Hill  and  distant  Walling- 

street. 
No  Persian  Carpets  spread  th'  imperial  way. 
But  scatter'd  Limbs  of  mangled  Poets  lay  ; 
From  dusty  shops  neglected  Authors  come, 
Martyrs  of  Pies  and  Reliques  of  the  Bum.  loi 
Mill  h  Ileyu-ood,  Shirley,  Ogkby  there  lay. 

But  loads  of  Sh almost  choakt  the  way. 

Bilk't  Stationers  for  Yeomen  stood  prepar'd 
And  // was  Captain  of  the  Guard. 


105  //— 1  Herringman  tbS;. 


The  hoary  Prince  in  Majesty  appear'd, 
High  on  a  Throne  of  his  own  Labours  rear'd. 
At  his  right  hand  our  young  Ascanius  sat 
Rome's  other  hope  and  Pillar  of  the  State. 
His  Brows  thick  fogs,  instead  of  glories, 

grace,  no 

And  lambent  dullness  plaid  around  his  face. 
As  Hannibal  did  to  the  Altars  come. 
Swore  by  his  Syre  a  mortal  Foe  to  Rome  ; 

So5A swore,  nor  shouldhis  Vow  bee  vain. 

That  he  till  Death  true  dullness  would  main- 

tain  ; 
And,  in  his  father's  Right,  and   Realms 

defence. 
Ne'er  to  have  Peace  with  Wit,  nor  truce  with 

Sense. 
The  King  himself  the  sacred  Unction  made. 
As  King  by  Office,  and  as  Priest  by  Trade : 
In  his  sinister  hand,  instead  of  Ball,         120 
He  placed  a  mighty  Mug  of  potent  Ale  ;  ^ 

Love's  Kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey,  . 
At  once  his  Sceptre  and  his  rule  of  Sway  ; 
Whose  righteous  Lore  the  Prince  had  prac- 

tis'd  young 
And   from   whose   Loyns   recorded   Psyche 

sprung. 
His  temples,  last,  with  Poppies  were  o'er- 

spread. 
That  nodding  seem'd  to  consecrate  his  head  : 
Just  at  thft  i)oint  of  time,  if  Fame  not  lye. 
On  his  left  .land  twelve  reverend  Owls  did  fly. 
So  Romulus,  'tis  sung,  by  Tyber's  Brook,  130 
Presage  of  Sway  from  twice  six  Vultures 

took. 
Th'  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make 
And  Omens  of  his  future  Empire  take. 
The  Syre  then  shook  the  honours  of  his  head. 
And  from  his  brows  damps  of  oblivion  shed 
Full  on  the  filial  dullness :  long  he  stood. 
Repelling  from  his  Breast  the  raging  God;  ■ 
At  length  burst  out  in  this  pi  ophetick  mood :  . 
Heavens  bless  my  Son,  from  Ireland  let 

him  reign 
To  far  Barbadoes  on  the  Western  main  ;    140 
Of  his  Dominion  may  no  end  be  known. 
And  greater  than  his  Father's  be  his  Throne. 
Beyond  loves  Kingdom  let  him  stretch  his 

Pen; 
He  jiaused.  and  all  the  i>eople  cry'd  Amen. 

1 13  Swore]  The  Lambeth  MS.  gives  Sworn,  hiii 
B\^-ore  1^  here  a  f<artieH>fe. 

117  Would  bid  Defiance  unto  Wit  and  Sense. 
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Then  thus  continued  he,  my  son,  advance 
Still  in  new  Impudence,  new  Ignorance. 
Success  let  others  teach,  learn  thou  from  me 
Pangs  without  birth,  and  .ruitless  Industry. 
Let  Virtuoso's  in  five  years  be  Writ ; 
Yet  n<jt  one  thought  accuse  thy  toyl  of 
Wit.  ISO 

Let  gentle  George  in  triumph  tread  the  stage, 
Make  Dorimant  betray,  and  Loveit  rage  ; 
Let  Cully,  Cockwood,  Fopling,  charm  the  Pit, 
And  in  thek  folly  show  the  Writers  wit. 
Yet  still  thy  fools  shall  stand  in  thy  defence 
And  justifie  their  Author's  want  of  sense. 
Let  'em  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 
Of  duiness  and  desire  no  foreign  aid. 
That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known. 
Not  Copies  drawn,  but  Issue  of  thy  own.  i6o 
Nay  let  thy  men  of  wit  too  be  the  same. 
All  full  of  thee,  and  differing  but  in  name  ; 
But  let  no  alien  S—dl—y  interpose 
To  lard  with  wit  thy  hungry  Epsom  prose. 
And  when  false  flowers  of  Rhelorick  thou 

won'      at  cull, 

Trust  Nature,  do  not  labour  to  be  dull ; 
But  write  thy  best,  and  top ;  and  in  each 

line 
Sir  FormaVs  oratory  will  be  thine. 
Sir  Formal,  though  unsought,  attends  thy 

quill. 
And  does  thy  Northern  Dedications  fill.    170 
Nor  let  false  friends  seduce  thy  mind  to 

fame. 
By  arrogating  Johnson's  Hostile  name. 
Let  Father  Flecknoe  fire  thy  mind  with  praise 
And  Uncle  Ogleby  thy  envy  raise. 
Thou  art  my  blood,  where  Johnson  has  no 

part: 
What  share  have  we  in  Nature  or  in  Art  ? 
Where  did  his  wit  on  learning  fix  a  brand 
And  rail  at  Arts  he  did  not  understanr'  ? 
Where  made  he  love  in  Prince  Nicander's 


vem. 


Or  swept  the  dust  in  Psyche's  humble  strain  ? 
Where  sold  he  Bargains,  Whip-stich,  kiss 
my  Arse,  181 

Promis' J  a  Play  and  dwindled  to  a  Farce  ? 


When  did  his  Muse   from  Fletcher  scenes 

purloin. 
As  thou  whole  Eth'ridg  dost  transfuse  to 

thine  ? 
But  so  transfused  as  Oyls  on  waters  flow, 
His  always  floats  above,  thine  sinks  below. 
This  is  thy  Province,  this  thy  wondrous  way. 
New  Humours  to  invent  for  each  new  Play  : 
This  is  that  boasted  Byas  of  thy  mind, 
by  which  one  way,  to  dullness,  'tis  inclined. 
Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  side 
still,  191 

And,  in  all  changes,  that  way  bends  thy  will. 
Nor  let  thy  mountain  belly  make  pretence 
Of  likeness  ;  thine's  a  tympany  of  sense. 
A  Tun  of  Man  in  thy  large  Bulk  is  writ. 
But  sure  thou  'rt  but  a  Kilderkin  of  wit. 
Like  min'-  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep  ; 
Thy  Tragick  Muse  gives  smiles,  thy  Comick 

sleep. 
With  whate'er  gall  thou  settst  thy  self  to 

write. 
Thy  inoffensive  Satyrs  never  bite.  200 

In  thy  fellonious  heart  though  Venom  lies. 
It  does  but  touch  thy  Irish  pen,  and  dyes. 
Thy  Genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchase  fame 
In  keen  lambicks,  but  mild  Anagram  : 
Leave  writing  Plays,  and  chuse  for  thy 

command 
Some  peacefull  Province  in  AcrostickLand. 
There  thou  niaist  wings  display,  and  Altars 

raise,  • 

And  torture  one  ptor  word  Ten  thousand 

ways ; 
Or,  if  thou  would'st  thy  diff'rent  talents  suit,^ 
Set  thy  own  Songs,  and  sing  them  to  thy  lutej 
He  said,  but  his  last  words  were  scarcely  \ 
heard,  211 

For  Bruce  and  Longvil  had  a  Trap  prepar'd,  ^ 
And  down  they  sent  the  yet  declaiming 
Bard.  / 

Sinking  he  left  his  Drugget  robe  behind. 
Borne  upwards  by  a  subterranean  wind. 
The  Mantle  fell  to  the  young  Prophet's  part 
With  double  portion  of  his  Father's  Art. 


163  S-dl  y\  T/ie  editors  f>rintSii\ty 


185  Oyls]  i6S2. 
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THE    PREFACE. 

A  POEM  with  SO  bold  a  Title,  and  a  Name  prcf.x'd  from  which  the  handling      ^o  wrioiis 
iT u-  \  J1,.M  nnt  he  exnected  mav  re.sonab  y  oblige  the  Author  to  say  sonitwhat  in 
SeSe  ioTh  of  SsS,  anffhiTuL^^  In  the  first  place  if  it  L  objected  to 

me  that  blinu  a  ™»  1  ought  not  to  have  concern'd  myself  with  Speculations  which 
Mone  to  the  ProSn  of  Dnnnity,  I  cou'd  answer  that  perhaps  Laymen,  with  equal 
Svantages  of  PartfLnd  Knowledge,  are  not  the  most  incompetent  Judges  o  Sacr«i 
Sines-  But  in  the  due  sense  of  ny  own  weakness  and  want  of  Learning,  I  pl^ad  not 
Si  nretend  not  to  make  n  yself  a  Judge  of  Faith  in  others,  but  oncly  to  make  a  Con- 
£;«  oKv  own  I  by  no  unhallotv'd  hand  upon  the  Ark,  but  wait  on  it  with  the 
"  SverenceThatTcones  me  at  a  distance:  In  the  next  place  will  ingenuously  confer, 
That  the  hejs  1  hTve  us'd  in  this  small  Treatise,  were  many  of  them  taken  from  the  works 
if  our  own  Reverend  Divines  of  the  Church  of  England  ;  so  that  the  Weapons  with  which 
1  rZ^^tlrSS  are  already  Consecrated,  though  I  suppose  they  may  be  taken  down  as 
LSSLt-fe  Sword  of  6'<>/.a/was  by  Duvid,  when  they  arc  to  be  employed  for  the  common 
lawfully  **>'^/,r'f  p„' ''j'l"  "f  p:,.tv'  I  intend  not  by  this  to  intitle  them  to  any  of  my 
^rou^^'S  ye't  ! "ar  o'ilj'ihie  oTcharity  L  Mankind  ;  and  such  as  my  o«|« 
ChaHrv'  has  caus'd  me  to  commit,  that  of  others  may  more  easily  excuse.  Being  naturally 
Sd  to  SaDticism  in  Philosophy,  I  have  no  reason  to  impose  my  Opinions,  in  a  Subject 
1  vkI^I^v?!-  but  whatever  ^  are,  I  submit  them  with  all  reverence  to  my  Mother 
''  «  ac^ouVt  ng  t£m  ^^^^^^^^  than  as  they  are  Authorized,  or  at  least,  uncon- 

demn'd  bv  her.    And,  indeed,  to  secure  my  self  on  this  side,  I  have  us'd  the  necessary 
Prraution  of    how"ng  this  P^er,  before  it  was  Publish'd    to  a  judicious  and    earned 
F  lend   a  Man  indefatigably  zealous  in  the  ..rvice  of  the  Church  and  State :   and  whose 
VV  itinL-s  have  h"Sy  deserv'd  of  both.    He  was  pleas'd  to  approve  the  body  o   the  D.s- 
JoS'nd  I  hope  he  is  more  my  Friend  than  to  do  it  out  of  Complaisance  ;  'T'^iue jj^ 
hadToo  Sood  a  Lt  to  like  it  all ;  and  amongst  some  other  faults  recommended  to  my 
second  vfeTwhich  I  have  written  perhaps  too  boldly  on  St.  Athanastus  which  he  advisd 
r^e  whowTo  omit.    1  am  sensible  eliough  that  I  had  done  more  prudenlly  to  have  followed 
,o  his  mSn  ;  But  then  I  could  not  have  satisfied  myself  that  I  had  done  honestlv  not  to 
^    haveTriUeA  what  vvts  my  own.    Itiui^^d^ayibeci.^  /ipugliUhatiLeathens  who  neve 
dfd   r^or  widiout  Miracle  cou'd,  hear  of  the  name  of  Christ,  were  yet  in  a  possibility  of 
sLtaU^n    Neither  will  it  enter  easily  into  my  belief,  that  beforethe  coming  of  our  Saviour. 
ihrSole  World,  excepting  only  the  Jewish  Nation,  shou'd  lye  under  the  'nev.  able 
1  neceSv  of  everbsting  Punishment,  for  want  of  that  rxevclation   which  was  confin  d    o 
solrnalU  spot  of  ground  as  that  of  Palestine.   Among  the  Sons  of  Noah  we  read  of  one  onely 
who  was  accurs'd  ;  and  if  a  blessing  in  the  ripeness  of  time  was  reserv  d  lot  J aphe  {ol 
whCs^  Progeny  we  are,)  it  seems  unaccountable  to  me,  why  so  many  Generations  of  the 
sa^  OffsS  as  prececded  our  Saviour  in  the  Flesh  should  be  all  involv'd  in  one  common 
.    condemnaK  anS  yet  that  their  Posterity  should  be  Intitled  to  the  hopes  of  Salvation  : 
^"  as"f  a  Bni  of  Exclusion  had  passed  only  on  the  Fathers  which  debar'd  not  the  Sons  from 
their  Succe^ion.    Or  that  so  many  Ages  had  been  deliver  d  aver  to  Hell,  and  so  ma  y 
rJwJ  for  Heaven,  and  that  the  Devil  had  the  first  choice,  and  God  the  next     Truly 
i  am  ap   to  think,   hat  the  revealed  Religion  which  was  taught  by  NoahKo  all  his  Sons 
m3t  continue  fo    some  Ages  in  the  whole  Posterity.    That  afterwards  it  was  includt-d 
wSv  in  the  Family  of  S^  is  manifest:   but  when  the  Progenies  of  Cham  and  Japht 
Twam-d  into  Colonies,  and  tho^e  Colonies  were  .ubdivided  into  rnany  others,  ,n  process 
dt  me  their  Decendants  lost  by  little  and  little  the  Primitive  and  Purer  Rites  of  Divine 
WoSp,  retaining  onely  the  notion  of  one  Deity  ;    to  which  succeeding  Generat.o..= 
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added  others :  (for  Men  took  their  Degrees  in  those  Ages  from  Conquerours  to  Godi.) 
Revelation  being  thus  Echps'd  to  almost  all  Mankind,  the  Light  of  Nature  as  the  next  in 
Dignity  was  substituted  ;  and  that  is  it  which  St.  Paul  concludes  to  be  the  Rule  of  the 
Heathens  ;  and  by  which  they  are  hereafter  to  be  judg'd.  If  my  supposition  be  true, 
then  the  consequence  which  I  have  assum'd  in  my  Poem  may  be  also  true ;  namely,  that 
Deism,  or  the  Principles  of  Natural  Worship,  are  onely  the  faint  remnants  or  dying  flames 
of  reveal  d  Religion  in  the  Posterity  of  Noah :  and  that  our  Modern  Philosophers,  nay 
and  some  of  our  Philosophising  Divines  have  too  much  exalted  the  faculties  of  our  Souls, 
when  they  have  maintain  d  that  by  their  force,  mankind  has  been  able  to  find  out  that 
there  is  one  Supream  Agent  or  Intellectual  Being  which  we  call  God:  that  Praise  and  lo 
Prayer  are  his  due  Worehip  ;  and  the  rest  of  those  deducements,  which  I  am  confident  are 
the  remote  effects  of  Revelation,  and  unatainable  by  our  DUcourse,  I  mean  as  simply 
consideretl,  and  without  the  benefit  of  Divine  Illumination.  So  that  we  have  not  lifted 
up  our  selves  to  God  by  the  weak  Pinions  of  our  Reason,  but  he  has  been  pleas'd  to  descend 
to  us :  and  v/hat  Socrates  said  of  him,  what  Plalo  writ,  and  the  rest  of  the  Heathen  Philo- 
sophers of  several  Nations,  is  ali  no  more  than  the  Twilight  of  Revelation,  after  the  Sun 
of  It  was  set  in  the  Race  of  Noah.  That  there  is  some  thing  above  us,  some  Principle  o! 
wo/fO«,  our  Reason  can  apprehend,  though  it  cannot  discover  what  it  is  by  its  own  Vertue. 
And  indfed,  tis  very  improbable,  that  we,  who  by  the  strength  of  our  faculties  cannot 
enter  into  tlie  knowledg  of  any  Seeing,  not  so  much  as  of  our  own,  should  be  able  to  find  20 
out  by  them  that  Supream  Nature,  which  we  cannot  otherwise  define  than  by  saying  it  is 
Infinite ;  as  if  Infinite  were  definable,  or  Infinity  a  Subject  for  our  narrow  understanding. 
1  liey  who  wou  d  prove  Religion  by  Reason,  do  but  weaken  the  cause  which  they  endeavour 
to  support :  tis  to  take  away  the  Pillars  from  our  Faith,  and  to  prop  it  only  with  a  twig  • 
tis  to  design  a  Tower  like  that  of  BaW,  which,  if  it  were  possible  (as  it  is  not)  to  reach 
heaven,  would  come  to  nothing  by  the  confusion  of  the  Workmen.  For  every  man  is 
Building  a  several  way  ;  impotently  conceipted  of  his  own  Model,  and  his  own  Materials : 
Reason  is  always  striving,  and  always  at  a  loss  ;  and  of  necessity  it  must  so  come  to  pass 
while  tis  exercis  d  about  that  which  is  npt  its  proper  object.  Let  us  be  content  at  last, 
to  know^iod,  by  his  own  methods  ;  at  least,  so  much  of  him,  as  he  is  pleas'd  to  reveal  to  30 
lis  in  the  sacred  Scriptures  ;  to  apprehend  them  to  be  the  word  of  God,  is  all  our  Reason 
has  to  do ;  for  all  beyond  it  is  the  work  of  Faith,  which  is  the  Seal  of  Heaven  impressed 
upon  our  humane  understanding. 

And  now  for  what  concerns  the  Holy  Bishop  Athanasiiis,  the  Preface  of  whose  Creed 
seems  inconsistent  with  my  opinion  ;  which  is.  That  Heathens  may  possibly  be  sav'd  : 
in  the  first  place,  I  desire  it  may  be  considered  that  it  is  the  Preface  onely,  not  the  Creed 
it  self,  which,  (till  I  am  better  informed)  is  of  too  hard  a  digestion  for  my  Charity  'Tis 
not  that  I  am  Ignorant  how  many  several  Texts  of  Scripture  seemingly  support  that 
l.^'j  , '  "*""«='■  am  I  Ignorant  how  all  those  Texts  may  receive  a  kinder,  and  more 
mollihed  Interpretation.  Every  man  who  is  read  in  Church  History,  knows  that  Belief  40 
was  drawn  up  after  a  long  contestation  with  Arrius  concerning  the  Divinity  of  our  Blessed 
Saviour,  and  his  being  one  Substance  with  the  Father ;  and  that,  thus  compil'd,  it  was 
sent  abroad  among  the  Christian  Churches,  as  a  kind  of  Test,  which  whosoever  took, 
was  look  d  on  as  an  Orthodox  Believer.  'Tis  manifest  from  hence,  that  the  Heathen 
I^rt  of  the  Empire  was  not  concerned  in  it :  for  its  business  was  not  to  distinguish  betwixt 
Pa^'ans  and  Christians,  but  betwixt  Hereticks  and  true  Believers.  This,  well  consider'd. 
takes  off  the  heavy  weight  of  Censure,  which  I  wou'd  willingly  avoid  from  so  venerable 
a  Man  ;  for  if  this  Proportion,  whosoever  will  be  saved,  be  restrain'd  onely  to  those  to 
whom  it  was  intended,  and  for  whom  it  was  compos'd,  I  mean  the  Christians,  then  the 
Anathema,  reaches  not  the  Heathens,  who  had  never  heard  of  Christ  and  were  nothing  m 
iRtercssed  in  that  d;3pute.  After  all,  1  am  far  from  blaming  even  that  Prefatory  addition 
to  the  Creed,  and  as  tar  from  cavilling  at  the  continuation  of  it  in  the  Liturgy  of  the 
Ihurch,  where  on  the  days  appointed,  'tis  publickly  read :  for  I  suppose  tbere  is  the  same 
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reason  for  it  now,  in  opposition  to  the  Socinians,  as  there  was  then  against  the  Arrians ;  the 
one  being  a  Heresy,  whidi  seems  to  have  been  refin'd  out  of  the  other ;  and  with  how 
much  more  plausibility  of  Reason  it  combats  our  Religion,  with  so  much  more  caution 
to  be  avoided  :  and  therefore  the  prudence  of  our  Church  is  to  b«  commended,  which 
has  interposed  her  Authority  for  the  recommendation  of  this  Creed.  Yet  to  such  as  are 
grounded  in  the  true  belief,  those  explanatory  Creeds,  the  Nicene  and  this  of  Alhanasius, 
might  perhaps  be  spar'd :  for  what  is  supernatural  will  always  be  a  mystery  in  spight 
of  Exposition :  and  for  my  own  part  the  plain  Apostles  Creed,  is  most  sutable  to  my 
weak  understanding ;  as  the  simplest  diet  is  the  most  easy  of  Digestion. 
10  1  have  dwelt  longer  on  tliis  Subject  than  I  intended  ;  and  longer  than  perhaps  I  ought ; 
for  having  laid  down,  as  my  Foundation,  that  the  Scripture  is  a  Rule  ;  that  in  all  things 
needful!  to  Salvation  it  is  clear,  sufficient,  and  ordain'd  by  God  Almighty  for  that  purpose, 
1  have  left  my  self  no  right  to  interpret  obscure  places,  such  as  concern  the  possibility  of 
eternal  happiness  to  Heathens :  because  whatsoever  is  obscure  is  concluded  not  necessary 

to  be  known.  —  .  ,    , .  . .  .  •  ^  j 

But,  by  asserting  the  Scripture  to  be  the  Canon  of  our  Faith,  I  have  unavoidably  created 
to  my  self  two  sorts  of  Enemies :  The  Papists  indeed,  more  directly,  because  they  have 
kept  the  Scripture  from  us,  what  they  cou'd ;  aiid  have  reserved  to  themselves  a  right 
of  Interpreting  what  they  have  deliver'd  under  the  pretence  of  Infallibility :   and  the 

ao  Fanaticks  more  collaterally,  because  they  have  assum'd  what  amounts  to  an  Infallibility 
in  the  private  Spirit :  and  have  detorted  those  Texts  of  Scripture,  which  are  not  necessary 
to  Salvation,  to  the  damnable  uses  of  Sedition,  disturbance  and  destruction  of  the  Civil 
Government.  To  begin  with  the  Papists,  and  to  speak  freely,  I  think  them  the  less 
dangerous,  (at  least  in  appearance)  to  our  present  State ;  for  not  onely  the  Penal  Laws 
are  in  force  against  them,  and  their  number  is  contemptible ;  but  also  their  Peerage  and 
Commons  are  excluded  from  Parliaments,  and  consequently  those  Laws  in  no  probability 
of  being  Repeal'd.  A  General  and  Uninterrupted  Plot  of  their  Clergy,  ever  since  the 
Reformation,  I  suppose  all  Protestants  believe ;  for  'tis  not  reasonable  to  think  but  that 
so  many  of    their  Orders,  as  were  outed  from,  their  fat  possessions,  wou  d  endeavour 

30  a  reentrance  against  those  whom  they  account  Hercticks.  As  for  the  late  design,  Mr.  Cole- 
mans  Letters,  for  ought  I  know  are  the  best  Evidence  ;  and  what  they  discover,  without 
wyre-drawing  their  Sense  or  malicious  Glosses,  all  Men  of  reason  conclude  credible.  If 
there  be  anything  more  than  this  requir'd  of  me,  I  must  believe  it  as  well  as  I  am  able, 
in  spight  of  the  Witnesses,  and  out  of  a  decent  conformity  to  the  Votes  of  Parliament :  for 
I  suppose  the  Fanaticks  will  not  allow  the  private  Spirit  in  this  Case :  Here  the  Infalli- 
bility k  at  least  in  one  part  of  the  Government ;  and  our  understandings  as  well  as  our 
wills  are  represented.  But  to  return  to  the  Roman  Catholicks,  how  can  we  be  secure  from 
the  practice  of  Jesuited  Papists  in  that  Religion  ?  For  not  two  or  three  of  that  Order, 
as  some  of  them  would  impose  upon  us,  but  almost  the  whole  Body  of  them  are  of  opinion, 

40  that  their  Infallible  Master  has  a  right  over  Kings,  not  onely  in  Spirituals  but  Temporals. 
Not  to  name  Mariana,  Bellarmine,  Emanuel  Sa,  Molina,  Santarel,  Stmancha,  and  at  least 
twenty  others  of  Foreign  Countries  ;  we  can  produce  of  our  own  Nation,  Cam/)ifl»i,  and 
Doleman  or  Parsons,  besides  many  are  nam'd  whom  I  have  not  read,  who  all  of  thim 
attest  this  Doctrine,  that  the  Pope  can  depose  and  give  away  the  Rifiht  of  any  Sovereign 
Prince,  si  vel  paulum  deflexeril,  if  he  shall  never  so  little  Warpe :  but  if  he  once  comes 
to  be  Excommunicated,  then  the  Bond  of  obedience  is  taken  off  from  Subjects ;  anl 
they  may  and  ought  to  drive  him  like  another  Nebuchadnezzar,  ex  homtnum  Chrtsltanorum 
Dominant,  from  exercising  Dominion  over  Christians :  and  to  this  they  are  bound  by 
virtue  of  Divine  Precept,  and  by  all  the  tyes  of  Conscience,  under  no  less  Penalty  than 

so  Damnation.  If  -hey  answer  me  (as  a  Learned  Priest  lias  lately  written.)  that  this  Doctrine 
of  the  Jesuits  is  not  de  fide,  and  that  consequently  they  are  not  oblig  d  by  it,  they  must 
pardon  me,  if  I  think  they  have  said  nothing  to  the  purpose ;  for  tis  a  Maxim  in  their 
Church,  where  Points  of  Faith  are  not  decided,  and  that  Doctors  are  of  contrary  cpinicns, 
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they  may  follow  which  part 
Authoriz  d.    And  their  cnamt 
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they  i)lcase ;  but  more  safely  the  most  receiv'd  and  most 
liampion  Btllarmine  has  told  the  World,  in  his  Apology,  that  the 
Kmg  of  England  is  a  vassal  to  the  Pope,  ratione  direcli  Domini,  and  that  he  holds  in  Vil- 
lanage  of  his  Roman  Landlord.  Which  is  no  new  claim  put  in  for  England.  Our  chronicles 
are  his  Authentique  Witnesses,  that  King  John  was  de pos'd  by  the  same  plea,  and  Philip 
Augustus  admitted  Tenant.  And  which  makes  the  more  for  Bellarmine,  tlhe  French  King 
was  again  ejected  when  our  King  submitted  to  the  Church,  and  the  Crown  receiv'd  under 
the  sordid  Condition  of  a  Vassalage. 

'Tis  not  sufficient  for  the  more  moderate  and  well-meaning  Papists  (of  whith  I  doubt 
not  there  are  many)  to  produce  the  Evidences  of  their  Loyalty  to  the  late  King,  and  to  lo 
declare  their  Innocency  in  this  Plot ;  I  will  grant  their  behaviour  in  the  first,  to  have 
been  as  loyal  and  as  brave  as  they  desire  ;  and  will  be  willing  to  hold  them  excus'd  as  to 
the  second  (I  mean  when  it  comes  to  my  turn,  and  after  my  betters ;  for  'lis  a  madness 
to  be  sober  alone,  while  the  Nation  continues  Drunk :)  but  that  saying  of  their  Father 
Cres:  is  still  running  in  my  head,  that  thev  may  be  dispensed  with  in  their  Obedience 
to  an  Heretick  Prince,  while  the  necessity  of  the  times  shall  oblige  them  to  it :  (for  that 
(as  another  of  them  tells  us,)  is  only  the  effect  of  Christian  Prudence)  but  when  once  they 
shall  get  power  to  shake  him  off,  an  Heretick  is  no  lawful  King,  and  consequently  to  rise 
against  him  is  no  Rebellion.  I  should  be  glad  therefore,  that  they  wou'd  follow  the  advice 
which  was  charitably  given  them  by  a  Reverend  Prelate  of  our  Church  ;  namely,  that 
thw  would  joyn  in  a  publick  Act  of  disowning  and  dct(  sting  those  Jesuitick  Principles ; 
and  subscribe  to  all  Doctrines  which  deny  the  Popes  Authority  of  Deposing  Kings,  and 
releasing  Subjects  from  their  Oath  of  Allegiance :  to  which  1  shou'd  think  they  might 
easily  be  induced,  if  it  be  true  that  this  present  Pope  has  condemn'd  the  doctrine  of  King- 
killing  (a  thesb  of  the  Jesuites)  amongst  others  ex  Cathedra  (as  they  call  it)  or  in  open 
consistory. 

Leaving  them,  therefore,  in  so  fair  a  way  (if  they  please  themselves)  of  satisfying  all 
reasonable  Men  of  their  sincerity  and  good  meaning  to  the  Government,  I  shall  make 
bold  to  consider  ihat  other  extream  of  our  Religion,  I  mean  the  Fanaticks,  or  Schismaticks, 
of  the  English  Chuich.  Since  the  Bible  has  been  Translated  into  our  Tongue,  they  have 
u>'d  it  so,  as  if  their  business  was  not  to  be  sav'd,  but  to  be  damn'd  by  its  Contents,  li 
we  consider  onely  them,  better  had  it  been  for  the  English  Nation  that  it  had  still  remained 
in  the  original  Greek  and  HeSrew,  or  at  least  inihe  honest  Latine  of  St.  Jerome,  than  that 
several  Texts  in  it,  should  have  been  prevaricated  to  the  destruction  of  that  Government 
which  put  it  into  so  ungrateful  hands. 

How  many  Heresies  the  first  translation  of  Tyndal  produced  in  few  years,  let  my  Lord 
Herbert's  History  of  Henry  the  Eighth  inform  you  ;  Insomuch  that  for  the  gross  errours 
ill  it,  and  the  great  mischiefs  it  occasion'd,  a  Sentence  pass'd  on  the  first  Edition  of  the 
Bible,  too  shameful  almost  to  be  repeated.  After  the  short  reign  of  Edward  the  Sixth 
(who  had  continued  to  carry  on  the  Reformation  on  other  principles  than  it  was  begun)  40 
every  one  knows  that  not  onely  the  chief  promoters  of  that  work,  but  many  others,  whose 
Consciences  wou'd  not  dispence  with  Popery,  were  forc'd,  for  fear  of  persecution,  to  change 
Climates :  from  whence  returning  at  the  beginning  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  many  of 
them  who  had  been  in  France,  and  at  Geneva,  brought  back  the  rigid  opinions  and  imperious 
<liscipline  of  Calvin,  to  graffe  upon  our  Reformation.  Which,  though  they  cunningly 
conceal'd  at  first,  (as  well  knowing  how  nauseously  that  Drug  wou'd  go  down  in  a  lawfull 
Monarchy  which  was  prescrib'd  for  a  rebellious  Common-wealth)  yet  they  always  kept 
It  in  reserve,  and  were  never  wanting  to  themselves,  either  in  Court  or  Parliament,  when 
either  they  had  any  prospect  of  a  numerous  Party  of  Fanatique  Members  in  the  one,  or 
the  encouragement  of  any  Favourite  i.i  the  other,  whose  Covctousncss  was  gaping  at  the  50 
Patrimony  of  the  Church.  They  who  will  consult  the  Works  of  our  venerable  Hooker,  or 
the  account  of  his  Life,  or  more  particularly  the  Letter  written  to  him  on  this  Subject,  by 
P'orge  Cranmer,  may  see  by  what  gradations  they  proceeded  ;  from  the  dislike  of  Cap  and 
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Sur|)lice,  the  vcr^'  next  step  was  Admonitions  to  the  Parliament  against  the  whole  Govern- 
ment Ecclesiastical ;  then  came  out  Volumes  in  English  and  Latin  in  defence  of  their 
Tenets :  ar.d  immediately,  practices  were  set  on  foot  to  erect  their  Discipline  without 
Authority.  Those  not  succeeding,  Satyre  and  Rayling  was  the  next :  and  Martin  Mar- 
pnlaie  (the  Marvel  of  those  times)  was  the  first  Presbyterian  Scribler  who  sanctify'd  Libels 
and  Scurrility  to  the  use  of  the  Good  Old  Cause.  Which  was  done,  (says  my  Authour,)  upon 
this  accoimt ;  that  (their  serious  Treatises  having  been  fully  answered  and  refuted)  they 
might  compass  by  rayling  what  they  had  lost  by  reasonin(T ;  and,  when  their  Cause  was 
sunk  in  Court  and  Parliament,  they  might  at  least  iied^e  in  a  stake  amongst  the  Rabble  ; 
lo  for  to  their  ignorance  all  things  are  Wit  which  are  abusive  ;  eut  if  Church  and  State  were 
made  the  Theme,  then  the  Doctoral  Degree  of  Wit  was  to  be  taken  at  Billingsgate :  even 
the  most  Saintlike  of  the  Party,  though  they  durst  not,  excuse  this  contempt  and  villifving 
of  the  Government,  yet  were  pleas'd,  and  grind  at  it  with  n  pious  smile ;  and  call  d  it 
a  judgment  of  God  against  the  Hierarchy.  Thus  Sectaries,  we  may  see,  were  born  with 
teeth,  foul-mouthed  and  scurrilous  from  Xheir  Infancy  :  and  if  Spiritual  Pride,  Venome, 
Violence,  Contempt  of  Superiours,  and  Slander  had  been  the  marks  of  Orthodox  Belief ; 
the  I'resbytery  and  the  rest  of  our  Schismaticks,  which  are  their  Spawn,  were  always  th« 
most  visible  Church  in  the  Christian  World. 

'Tis  true,  the  Government  was  too  strong  at  that  time  for  a  Rebellion ;  but  to  shew 
30  what  proficiency  they  had  made  in  Calvin's  School,  even  Then  their  mouths  water'd  at  it : 
for  two  of  their  gifted  Brotherhood  {Hacket  and  Coppinger)  as  the  Story  tells  us,  got  up 
into  a  P;ase-Cart,  and  harangued  the  People,  to  disp«ose  them  to  an  insurrection  and  to 
establish  their  Discipline  by  force ;  so  that,  however  it  comes  about,  that  now  they  cele- 
brate Queen  Elizabeth's  Birth-night,  as  that  of  their  Saint  and  Patroness,  yet  then  they 
were  for  doing  the  work  of  the  Lord  by  Arms  against  her ;  and  in  all  probability  they 
wanted  but  a  Fanatique  Lord  Mayor  and  two  Sheriffs  of  their  Party  to  have  compass'd  it. 

Our  venerable  Hooker,  after  many  Admonitions  which  he  had  given  them,  toward 
the  end  of  his  Preface  breaks  out  into  this  Prophetick  speech.  "  There  is  in  every  one 
"  of  these  Considerations  most  just  cause  to  fear,  test  our  hastiness  to  embrace  a  thing  of  so 
30  "  perilous  Consequence,  (meaning  the  Presbyterian  discipline)  should  cause  Posterity  lo 
"  feel  those  Evils  which  as  yet  are  more  easy  for  us  to  prevent,  than  they  would  be  for  them 
"  to  remedy." 

How  fatally  this  Cassandra  has  foretold,  we  know  too  well  by  sad  experience :  the  Seeds 
were  sown  in  the  time  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  the  blotidy  Harvest  ripened  in  the  Reign  of 
King  Charles  the  Martyr :  and,  because  all  the  Sheaves  could  not  be  carried  off  without 
shedding  some  of  the  loose  Grains,  another  Crop  is  too  like  to  follow ;  nay,  I  fear  'tis 
unavoidable,  if  the  Conventiclers  be  permitted  still  to  scatter. 

A  man  may  be  sufler'd  to  quote  an  Adversary  to  our  Religion,  when  he  speaks  Truth : 
And  'tis  the  observation  of  MeinAourg  in  his  History  of  Calvinism,  that,  where-ever  that 
40  Discipline  was  planted  and  embrac'd.  Rebellion,  Civil  War,  and  Misery  attended  it.  And 
how  indeed  should  it  happen  otherwise  ?  Reformation  of  Church  and  State  has  always  been 
the  ground  of  our  Divisions  in  England.  While  we  were  Papists,  our  Holy  Father  rid  us 
by  pretending  authority  out  of  the  Scriptures  to  depose  Princes,  when  we  shook  off  his 
Authority,  the  Sectaries  furnish'd  themselves  with  the  same  Weapons ;  and  out  of  the 
same  Magazine,  the  Bible.  So  that  the  Scriptures,  which  are  in  themselves  the  greatest 
security  of  Governours,  as  commanding  express  obedience  to  them,  are  now  turned  to 
their  destruction ;  and  never  since  the  Reformaticm,  has  there  wanted  a  Text  of  their 
interpreting  to  authorize  a  Rebel.  And  'tis  to  be  noted  by  the  way,  that  the  Doctrines 
of  King-killing  and  Deposing,  which  have  been  taken  up  onely  by  the  worst  Party  of 
50  the  Papists,  the  most  frontless  Flatterers  of  the  Pt^'s  Authority,  have  been  espous'd, 
defended,  and  are  still  mainUin'd  by  the  whole  Body  of  Nonconformists  and  Republicans. 
Tis  but  dubbing  themselves  the  People  of  God,  which  'tis  the  interest  of  their  Pnachers 
to  tsll  tbmn  they  are,  and  their  own  interest  to  believe ;  and,  after  that,  tbey  cannot  dip 
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best  how  far  I  could  have  pone  on  thiTbTe^f '^itjrf  ?".  ^f^' '  ^'  '  *''^  >"'«^ 
though  at  the  same  time  '^  no*  ipnor«nriK„»  .1  •  '^  '°  **"  ">""  «hey  "re  spar'd  • 
to  them,  as  they  do  the  ..  .../o°  tKom  .^^f^i^.^h^^^^  "if  ""'y""'  "^ «»  ^'i«" 
•^7?'"^e  Ji»  Weakness  in  the  other.  Thtb^tZvIor^hltV"'''  '^'^  "''"''  ''  F'"-  ""d 
"n'.r1  'i"  ^T'!"''  '°  'l'^^'"™  their  PriSl«  and  rlnn^„'°  T  "'S  ""''  »•  "  »  ^^^^^ 
all  be  g^ad  to  think  them  true  EnglishmenC'thev  ol^v  M^'V*""''  P"»"i«s.  We  .hall 
when  they  conform  to  the  ChurcK  DiscSine  ^    ^  ""  ^'"K'  ""^  '""«  ProtestanU,  ,o 

It  remams  that  I  acquaint  the  Keader  n'mt  n.«  v 
ypung  Gentleman.  my>riend.  "A  hi,  TmnsIaUo^o^^^^  '"B'"'"" 

7-«  «,««,/,  composed  by  the  learned  Fath-.  5,W  tL  v  '^'"'f'  ^'"""^  "/  '*'  Old 
to  the  Translatour  of  that  Work,  and  the  st'vle  ZZ;«  T.  ^7^  ^Motc  are  address'd 
If  any  one  K  k,  lamentable  a  Crhique  as  to  r«  ..ir^  1'  J"'  "^R'''  '« **•  Epistolary, 
he  Turn  of  H  o.que  Poetry  in  this  Km  "  murt^e  M  ™  ^.h  ^'-Vri'  '^'  ^"'"»^». «"'' 
1  have studieo  nim, and  hope  u  - styUof  hLs  Si!!  •  .'  n^*''^ ^''^  *"«' "»» r««d ^"ra^-O 
sions  of  a  Poem  designed ^relv  for  iMtmr.Tf  i"  "°V'"  ""''*t*^  »>"«.  The  Expres' 
Maj^tic :  for  here  thf  P^t'^Up7esumiTb^?K^^^  '"'"'"  Tt  ^'»'"'»''  -"^^  >^t 

which  I  have  nam'd  are  proper  to  the  Legisfetive  styU    ^;^n"'-.?"r/''^'  '»"■«  <!""«•'"  ^o  I 
t.ve  way  ,s  for  the  PassIoniT  Cor  Love  and  HltrSpJ^l^'i"'''  ^'«'^»t«''.  and  Figura- 
Soul  bv  shewmg  their  Objects  out  of  thei^true  JroooVtir.  e^l"^"*^"'  "'  ^"K°""  *"  the         ! 
less ;  But  Instruction  is  to  be  given  by  sheS  th'Z  ^k  \  Vi^"  «"^*"  "'"n  the  Life,  or         ' 
to  be  cheated  into  Passion,  but^o  beVeaSlto  tTuS       ''^  ""'"""^  "''   ^  "-»  » 
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Dim  as  the  borrow'd  beams  of  Moon  and 

stars 
Jo  lonely,  weary,  iPo«</n«f  Travellers 
h  Reason  to  the  Soul:  And  as  on  high 
1  hose  rowhng  Fires  discover  but  the  Skv 
Not  l^ght  us  here ;  So  Reason's  glimmering ) 

Was  lent,  not  to  'issure  our  douhlfull  way. 
But  gMiie  us  upward  to  a  better  Day. 
And  as  those  nightly  Tapers  disap{)ear 
When  Day's  brjght  Lot  i  ascends  our  Hemi- 
sphere ; 
So  pale  grow-s  Reason  at  Religions  sight ;  lo 
So  </y«.  and  so  dissolves  in  Supernatural 
Ught. 

'"b«n'l^''"'  I^mp  shone  brighter,  have 
From  Cause  to  Cause  to  Natures  secret  head  • 
But i?^  that .«./?,./ principU musf^;' 
But  tt-Aa/,  or  who,  that  universal  He  ; 


Text  from  the  origiul  e^'ition  of  i68j. 


K.  w7  '"''  -^^"^  >ncompassing  this  Ball. 
Unmade, unmov'd ;  yet  making,  having  All- 
Or  various  Atom's,  interfering  DaiKe  * 

Leapt  mto  Form  (the  Noble  work  of  Chance  ) 

^^\fptcurus  Guess'd  as  well  as  He  i 

As  W/«rf/y  grofj  they  for  a  /,//«r^  Sate 
As  rashly  JuJg'd  of  Prw,Vf^«  and  Si  • 
But  least  of  all  could  their  En- 

deavours  find 
What  most  concem'd  the  good  of 

Humane  kind  : 
For  Happiness  was  never  to  be 

found ; 
But  vanish'd  from  'em,  like  En- 

chanted  ground. 
One  thought  Content  the  Good  to 

be  enjoyed : 
This,  every  little  Accident  destroyed : 
Tbtmser  Madmen  did  for  Vertue  tot], 
A  Thorny,  or  at  best  a  barren  Soil : 
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In  Pleasure  ttmt  their  glutton  SouU  would 

But  found  their  Line  too  short,  the  Well 

too  dcv'p. 
And  leaky  Vessels  which  no  HIiss  cou  il 

keep. 

Thus,  anxious  Thought:  in  tndltssCtnUs  roul. 
Without  a  Ctnlre  where  to  fix  the  Soul : 
In  this  wiide  Maie  their  vain  Emk-avours 

end : 
IIow  can  t  .e  less  the  L.  -u.     comprehend  .■' 
Or  finile  Rtaton  reach  Infinily  ?  4o 

For  what  cou'd  fathom  GoD  wire  tnort  than 

Ht. 

The   Deist  thinks  he  stands  on  firmer 

ground,  5»j/«/.-r 

Cries  *viMi€a :  the  mighty  Secret  »    gy  /j„>,„. 

found : 
God  is  that  Spring  of  Good  ;  Supreme  and 

Best, 
We,  made  to  j^nxr,  and  in  that  Service  blest : 
If  so,  some  Rules  of  Wcship  must  be  given, 
Distributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven  : 
Else  God  were  partial,  and  to  some  deny'd 
The  Means  His  Justice  shou'd  for  all  provide. 
This  general  Worship  is  to  PRAISE,  and  PRAY  : 
One  part  to  borrow  Blessings,  one  to  pay :    51 
And  when  UM  Nature  slides  into  Offence, 
The  Sacrifice  for  Crimes  is  Penitence. 
Yet,  since  th'  Effects  of  Providence,  we  find 
Are  variously  dispensed  to  Humane  kind  ; 
That  Vice  Triumphs  and  Verlue  suffers  here, 
(A   Brand   that  Sovereign   justice   cannot 

bear ;) 
Our  Reason  prompts  us  to  a  future  State, 
The  last  Appeal '  '  "e,  and  from  Fate, 

Where   God's   .  ways   will    be 

declar'd,  60 

The  Bad  meet  Punis  -.  od,  Reward. 

Thus  Man  by  his  own  strength  to  Heaven 
^*0"'dsoir:         .  of  Reheard 

And  wou'd  not  be  Obliged  to    Rtligion. 

God  for  more. 
Vain,    wretched   Creature,    how   art    thou 

misled 
To  think  thy  Wit  these  God-like  notions 

bred! 
Tliese  Trutlis  are  not  the  product  of  thy 

Mind, 
But  dropt  from  Heaven,  and  of  a  Nobler 

kind. 


Reveafd  Religion  first  inform'd  thy  tight, 
And  Reason  saw  not  till  Faith  sprung  tht 

Light. 

Hence  all  thy  Natural  Worship  takes  the 

Source  1  lo 

Tis  Ra'elali'in  what  thou  thinkst  Discourse. 

Else  how  com'st  Thou  to  set  these  truths  so 

clear. 
Which  so  obscure  to  ILaihins  did  apjicar  ? 
Not  Plato  these,  nor  Anslolle  found. 
Nor  lie  whose  wiscdom  Oracles       i^gtratfs. 

rcnowiiM. 
Ilnst  thou  a  Wit  so  deep,  or  so  sublinic. 
Or  canst  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 
Canst  Thou,  by  Reason,  more  of  God-head 

know 
Tlian  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 
Thcoe  Gvant  Wits,  in  happyer  Ages  born,  P.o 
(When  Arms,  and  Arts  did  Greece  ami  Rome 

adorn,) 
Knew  no  such  Systeme :  no  such  Piles  cou  d 

raise 
Of  Natural  Worship,  built  on  Pray'r  and 

Praise, 
To  One  sole  GOD : 

Nor  did  Remorse,  to  Expiate  Sin,  prescrilx; : 
But  slew  their  fellow  Creatures  for  a  Bribe  : 
The  guiltless  Victim  groan'd  for  theirOflence ; 
And  Cruelly  and  Blood,  was  Pent'  "ce. 
If  Sheep  and  Oxen  cou'd  Attone  i. .'  Men 
Ah  !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  Rich  might 
Sin !  90 

And    great    Oppressours    might    Heaven* 

Wrath  beguile 
By  offering  his  own  Creatures  for  a  Spoil ! 

Dar'st  thou,  poor  Worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  must  the  Terms  of  Peace  be  given  by 

Thee? 
Then  Tliou  art  Justice  in  the  last  .Appeal ; 
Thy  easie  God  instructs  Thee  to  rebell : 
And,  like  a  King  remote,  and  weak,  mu«st 

take 
What  Satisfaction  Thou  art  pleased  to  make. 

But   if  there  be  a  Pou'r  too  Just,  and 
strong 
To  wink  at  Crimes  and  bear  unpunisli'd 
Wrong ;  J^o 

Look  humbly  upward,  see  hi*  Will  disclose 
The  Forfeit  hrst,  and  then  the  Fine  impose 
A  Mulct  thy  poverty  cou'd  never  pay 
Had  not  Eternal  Wisedom  found  the  way 
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And  witli  t'alwtiiil  Wmlth  wpply'd  thy 

Store ; 
///*  Justite  mukct  the  Fine,  kit  Mirty  quit* 

the  Store, 
Stc  God  descending  in  thy  Humane  Frame  ; 
Til'  offended,  suffering  in  tli*  Offenders  name  : 
All  thy  Mi«leeds  to  ilim  imnuted  see, 
And  all  his  Kightcousness  dcvolv'd  on  thee. 

For  granting  we  have  Sin'd,  and  that  th* 
ofiente  1 1  [ 

Of  Mun.i*  made  against  Omnipoltnte, 
Some  Price,  that  beura  proportion,  must  be 

paid 
And  Infinite  with  Infinite  be  wcigh'd. 
See  tlien  the  Deist  lost :  Hemorse  (or  Vice 
Sot  paid,  or  paid,  inadequate  in  price  : 
What  farther  means  can  Reason  now  direct, 
Or  what  Relief  from  hunutne  H'it  expect  ? 
That  shewi  us  siek  ;  and  sadly  are  we  sure 
.S7/7/  to  be  Hiek,    till    Heaven   reveal    the 
Cure:  ,jo 

If  then  Heaven's  Will  must  needs  be  under- 
stood, 
(Which  must,  if  we  want  Cure,  and  Heaven 

be  Good,) 
I.tt  all  Rc-cords  of  Will  reveaPd  be  shown  ;) 
With5fW/»<i(r^,nllinei|ual  btdlancethrown,  )■ 
And  our  one  Sacred  Book  will  be  That  one.  ) 

Pioof  needs  not  here  ;    for  wljcther  we 
compare 
Tiiat  Impious,  Idle,  Superstitious  Ware 
Of  lilies, Liistralions,Offer:ngs,(}\hkh  befor-, 
III  various  Ages,  various  Countries  bore.) 
W  ith  Christian  Faith  and  Vertues,  we  shall 

V     ''"''  130 

None  answ'ring  the  great  ends  of  humane 

kind. 
Hut  This  one  rule  0/  Life  ;   That  shews  us 

best 
llow  God  may  be  apbeas'd,  and  mortals  blest. 
Wlietlicr  from  length  of  Time  its  worth  we 

draw, 

Tlie  World  is  scarce  more  Ancient  than  the 
Law : 

IKav'ns  early  Care  prescribed  for  every  Age  ; 

tiist,  in  the  Soul,  and  after,  in  the  Page. 
j  Or,  whether  more  abstractedly  we  look, 
i  u-i""  ^^^  i^' iters,  or  the  written  Book, 

\Mience,  but  from  Heav'n  cou'd  men,  un- 
I        skilled  in  Arts,  ,^o 

l:i  several  Ages  born,  in  several  parts, 


Wf  ue  tbch  agreeing  Truths  }  mkowat  uky 
Shou  d  all  consnire  to  cheat  ut  with  a  Lye  ? 
Unask'd  their  Fains,  ungralefull  their  Adtite, 
Starvinif  their  Cain  and  Martyrdom  their 
Prtee. 

If  on  the  Book  itself  we  cost  our  vitw, 
Concurrent  Heathens  prove  the  Story  True : 
The  Doctrine,  Miracles;    which  must  con- 
vince. 
For  Heav'n  in    Tkem  appeals  to  kumam 

Sense  ', 
And  tl    jgh  they  prove  not,  they  Confirm 
tl      luse,  ,co 

When       at  U  Taught  agrees  with  Natures 
Lout. 

Tlien  for  the  Style,  Majestick  and  Divine, 
It  sjjcaks  no  less  than  God  in  every  Line  ; 
Commanding  words  ;  whose  Force  is  still  the 

tame 
As  the  first  Fiat  that  produc'd  our  Frame. 
All  Faiths  biside,  or  did  by  Arms  ascend  ; 
Or  Sense  indulg'd  has  made  Mankind  their 

Friend ; 
This  mely  Doctrine  does  our  Lusts  oppose : 
Lnfed  by  Natures  Soil,  in  which  it  grows  ; 
CroM  to  our  Interests,  curbing  Sense  and 

Sin ;  ,^ 

Oppress'd  without,  and  undermin'd  within, 
It  thrives  through  pain  ;   its  own  Tormen- 

tours  tires ; 
And  with  a  stubborn  patience  still  aspires. 
To  what  can  Reason  such  Effects  assign, 
Transcending  Nature,  but  to  Laus  Divine  ? 
Which  in  that  Sacred  Volume  are  contain'd  ; 
^sufficient,  clear,  and  for  that  use  ordained. 

But  stay :  the  Deist  here  will  urge  anew, 
yoSupernaturalWorshipcan  be     Otjeet/on  of 

True :  the  Dei*l. 

Because  a  general  Law  is  thi>t  a'one  1 70 
Which  must  to  all  and  every  k  A  /be  known : 
A  Style  so  large  as  not  this  ikiok  can  claim, 
Nor    aught   that  bears   ra-a'Cd  Religions 

Name. 
Tis  said  the  sound  of  a  Messiah's  Birth 
Is  gone  through  all  the  habitable  Earth  : 
But  still  that  Text  must  be  confin'd  alone 
To  what  was  Then  inhabited,  and  known : 
And  what  Provision  could  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  Souls,  and   Worlds  discovered 
AV  It'  ? 
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la  other  parts  it  liclits,  tliut  A^es  past,    i8o 
Thi;  Scri[iturcs  there  were  known,  and  were 

imbrac'd, 
Till  Sin  spread  once  again  the  Sliades  of 

Wiiat's  t  hat  to  these  whenever  saw  the  Light  ? 

Of  all  Objections  this  indeed  is    7-/,,  „i,jec. 
chief  '""'  ""• 

To  startle  Reason,  stagger  frail       sweteJ. 

Belief : 
We    grant,    'tis    true,    that    Heav'n    from 

humane  Sense 
Has  hid  the  secret  ])aths  of  Providence  ; 
Rut   boundless    Wisedoni,  boundless   Mercy, 

may 
Find  ev'n  for  those  bc-mldred  Souls,  a  way : 
It  from  his  Salure  Foes  may  I'ity  claim,  190 
Much  more  may  S"  -Mge-w  who  ne'er  heard 

his  Name. 
And  though  no  N  r  Salvation  known, 

Hut  that  of  His  ^  ons  alone  ; 

Who  knows  how  t         .insccnding  Goodness 

can 
Kxtend  the  Merits  of  that  Son  to  Man  ? 
Who  knows  what  Reasons  may  his  Mercy 

lead  ; 
Or  Ignorance  invincible  may  plead  ? 
Not  onely  Charily  bi('s  hope  the  best, 
IJut  more  the  great  Apostle  has  exprest :  199 
That,  if  the  Gentiles,  (whom  no  Law  inspir'd,) 
By  Nature  did  what  was  by  Law  required. 
They,  who  the  written  Hide  had  never  known, 
Were  to  themselves  both  Rule  and  Law  alone  : 
To  Natures  plain  indictment  they  shall  plead  ; 
And,  by  their  Conscience,  be  condemned  or 

freed. 
Most   Righteous   Doom  !    because   a   Rule 

reveaVd 
Is  none  to  Those,  from  whom  it  was  con- 

ceal'd. 
Then  those  who  foUow'd  Reasons  Dictates 

right ; 
Liv'd  up,  and  lifted  high  their  Natural  Light ; 
With  Socrates  may  see  their  Maker's  Face, 
While  Thousand    Kubrick-Martyrs  want  a 
place.  2 1 1 

Nor  docs  it  ba\ilk  my  Tharity  to  find 
Til'  Egyptian  Bi<hop  of  another  mind  : 


Digression 
to  Iht  Trans- 
laloiir  of 
Fal/itrS\- 
■nun's  Cri- 
tical History 
of  the  Old 
Ttstamtiil. 


K)?  Sons)    This  is  geiiitivt  singular.    Scott 
wrongly  vuistitd  to  real '6  11 


For,  though  his  Creed  Elei-nal  Truth  contains, 
' lis  hard  for  Man  to  doom  to  endless  pains 
All  who  belicv'd  not  all,  his  Zeal  requir'd  ; 
Unless  he  first  cou'd  prove  he  was  inspir'd. 
Tl    n  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  say 
This  Faith,  where  publish'd,  was  the  onely 

way ;  , 

Or  else  conclude  that,  Anus  to  confute,  220 
The  good  old  Man,  too  eager  in  dispute, 
Flew  high  ;  and,  as  his  Christian  Fury  rose, 
Damn'd  all  for  Hereticks  who  durst  oppose. 

Thus    far    my   Charity    this    path    has 
try'd, 
(A  much  unskilfull,  but  well 

meaning  guide  :) 
Yet  what  they  are,  even  these 
crude  thoughts  were  bred 
By  reading  that,  which  better 

thou  hast  read. 
Thy  Matchless  Author's  work  :  which  thou, 

my  Friend, 
By  well  translating  better  dost  commend  : 
Those  youthfull  hours,  which  of  thy  Equals 
most  230 

In  Toys  have  squander'd,  or  in  Vice  have  lost. 
Those    hours    hast    thou    to    Nobler    use 

employ'd  ; 
And  the  severe  Delights  of  Truth  enjoy  d. 
Witness  this  weighty  Book,  in  which  appears 
The    crabbed    Toil    of    many    thoughtfuU 

years. 
Spent  by  thy  Authour  in  the  Siftmg  Care 
Of  Rabbins'  old  Sophisticated  Ware 
From  Gold  Divine,  which  he  who  well  can 

sort 
May  afterwards  make  Algebra  a  Sport. 
A  Treasure  which.if  Country-Curates  buy, 2^0 
They  Junius,  and  Tremellius  may  defy  : 
Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  Transla- 
tions, ,        ., 
And    without  Hebrew  make    most  learn  a 

quotations. 
A  Work  so  full  with  various  Learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  pondred,  yet  so  strongly  wrought, 
As    Natures    height    and    Arts   last    hand 

requir'd  :  .      •  ,  1 

.■Vs  much  as  Man  cou'd  compass,  uninspir  d. 
Where  we  may  see  what  Errours  have  been 

made 
Both  in  the  Copiers  and  Translaters  Trade^ : 
How  Jewish.Popish,  Interests  have  prevail'd , 
And  where  Infallibility  has  fail'd.  251 


ftELlCSiO  LAlCl. 


toS 


For  some,  who  have  his  secret  meaning 

ghes'd, 
Have  found  our  Authour  not  too  muck 

a  Priest ; 
For  Fashion-sake  he  seems  to  have  recourse 
To  Pope,and  Councils,  and  Traditions  force 
But  he  that  old  Traditions  cou'd  subdue, 
Cou'd  not  but  find  the  weaicness  of  the  New 
If  Scripture,  thrjgh  deriv'd  from  heav'nly 

birlk. 
Has  been  but  carelessly  preserved  on  Earik  ; 
If  God's  own  People,  who  of  God  before     260 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promis'd 

more, 
In  fuller  Terms  of  Heaven's  assisting  Care, 
And  who  did  neither  Time,  nor  Study  spare 
To  keep  this  Book  untainted,  unperplext ; 
Let  in  gross  Errours  to  corrupt  the  Text, 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroyl'd  the  Sense, 
With  vain  Traditions  stopt  the  gaping  Fence, 
Which  every  common  hand  pull  d  up  with 

ease: 
What  Safety  from  such  hruskwood-helps  as 

these? 

If  written  words  from  time  are  notsecur'd,  270 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  Sounds  endur'd  ? 
Which  tkus  transmitted,  if  one  Mouth  has 

fail'd. 

Immortal  Lyes  on  Ages  are  intail'd  ; 
And  that  some  such  have  been,  is  prov'd  too 

plain ; 
If  we  consider  Interest,  Church,  and  Gain. 


0/tht  Tn- 
fallibility 
of  Tradi- 
lion  in 
GtutrtL 


Oh  but,  says  one.  Tradition 
set  aside,  ^ 

Where  can  we  hope  for  OT  un- 
erring Guid  ? 

For  since  th'  original  Scripture 
has  been  lost, 

All  Copies  disagreeing,  maim'd  the  most. 

Or  Christian   Faitk   can   have   no   certain 
ground  280 

Or  Truth  in  Ckurck  Tradition  must  be  found. 

SuchanOmniVn'm/  Churchwe  wish  indeed ; 
'Twere  worth  Both  Testaments,  and  cast  in 

the  Creed : 
But  if  this  Mother  be  a  Guid  so  sure 
As  can  all  doubts  resolve,  all  truth  secure. 
Then  her  Infallibility,  as  well 
Where  Copies  are  corrupt,  or  lame,  can  tell ; 

383  and)  Derrick  and  others  omil  this  word. 


Restore  lost  Canon  with  as  little  pains, 
As  truly  explicate  what  still  remains :      389 
Which  yet  no  Council  dare  pretend  to  doe  ;\ 
Ui'  r  ~r>  like  Esdras,  they  could  write  it  new :  > 
btisnye  t  onPdence,  still  to  interpret  true,  ' 
Vet  not  be  sure  I  lat  all  they  have  explain'd. 
Is  in  the  bl»st '  /iginal  contain'd. 
V'  ore  Safe,  an:?  much  more  modest  'tis  to  say 
'"icd  wou'd  not  teave  Mankind  without  a  way  : 
And  that  i!- .  Scriptures,  though  not  every 

where 
Free  from  Corruption,  or  intire,  or  clear, 
Are  uncorrupt,  sufficient,  clear,  intire, 
In   all    things   which    our   needfuH   Faith 

require.  300 

If  others  in  the  same  Glass  better  see, 
'Tis  for  Themselves  they  look,  but  not  for  me : 
For  MY  Salvation  must  its  Doom  receive 
Not  from  what  others,  but  what  /  believe. 


Ohjectiotiin 
behalfof 
Tradition ;. 

urg^dh 

FalHtr 

Simcn. 


Must  all   Tradition  then  be 

set  aside  ? 
This  to  affirm  were  Ignorance 

or  Pride. 
Are  there   not   many   points, 

some  needfull  sure 
To   saving    Faith,    that    Scripture    leaves 

obscure  ? 
Which  every  Sect  will  wrest  a  several  way 
(For  what  one  Sect  interprets,  all  Sects  tnay :) 
We  hold,  and  say  we  prove  from  Scripture 

plain,  3n 

That  Christ  is  GoD  ;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  same  Scripture  urges  he's  but  Man.  . 
Now  what  Appeal  can  end  th'  important 

Suit ; 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  Bule  is  mule. 


Shall  I  speak  plain,  and  in  a  Nation  free 
Assume  an  honest  Layman's  Liberty  ? 
I  think  (according  to  my  little  Skill,) 
To  my  own  Mother-Church  submitting  still) 
That  many  have  been  sav'd,  and  many  may, 
Who  never  heard  this  Question  brought  in 

play.  321 

Th'  unletter'd  Christian,  who  believes  in  gross. 
Plods  on  to  Heaven  and  ne'er  is  at  a  loss : 
For  the  Streighl-galewou\d  be  made  streighter 

yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  men  of  Wit. 
The  few,  by  Nature  form'd,  with  Learning 

fraught. 
Bom  to  instruct,  as  others  to  be  taught. 
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Must  Study  well  the  Sacred  Page  ;  and  see 
Which  Doctrine,  this,  or  tiiat,  does  best 

agree 
With  the  whole  Tettour  of  the  Work  Divine  : 
And  plainlyest  points  to  Heaven's  reveal'd 

Design:  33' 

Which  Exposition  flows  from  genuine  Sense  ; 
And  which  is  forc'd  by  Wit  and  Eloquence. 
Not  that  Traditions  parts  are  useless  here  : 
When  general,  old,  disinteress'd  and  clear  : 
That  Ancient  Fathers  thus  expound  the  Page 
Gives  Truth  the  reverend  Majesty  of  Age, 
Confirms  its  force  by  biding  every  Test ; 
For  best  Authority's,  next  Rules,  are  best. 
And  still  the  nearer  to  the  Spring  we  go  340 
More  limpid,  more  unsoyl'd,  the  Waters  flow. 
Thus,  first  Traditions  were  a  proof  alone  ; 
Cou'd  we  be   certain  such   they    were,    so 

known : 
But  since  some  Flaws  in  long  descent  maybe. 
They  make  not  Truth  but  Probubilily. 
Even  Arius  and  Pelagius  durst  provoke 
To  what  the  Centuries  preceding  spoke. 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oft-told  Tale  ; 
Kut  Truth  by  its  own  Sinews  will  prevail. 
Tradition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  Voice  descends  : 
And  this,  as  perfect  as  its  kind  can  be,     352 
Rouls  down  to  lu  the  Sacred  History  : 
Which,  from  the  Universal  Church  receiv'd. 
Is  try'd,  and  after  for  its  self  believed. 

The  partial   Papists    wou'd    infer   from 

hence, 
Their  Church,  in   last   resort.     The  Second 

shou'd  Judge  the  Sense.        Objection. 
But  first  they  would  assume, 

with  wondrous  Art,  Answer 

Themselves   to    be    the  whole,    to  the 

who  are  but  part  Objection. 

Of  that  vast  Frame,  the  Church  ;  yet  grant 

they  were  360 

The  handers  down,  can  they  from  thence 

infer 
A  right  t'  interpret  ?  or  wou'd  they  alone 
Who  brought  the  Present  claim  it  for  their 

own  ? 
The  Book's  a  Common  Largess  to  Mankind  ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  Man  design'd  ; 
The  welcome  N»os  is  in  the  Letter  found  ; 
The  Carrier's  not  Commission'd  to  expound. 
It  speaks  it  Self,  and  what  it  does  contain. 
In  all  things  needfull  to  be  known,  is  plain. 


In    times    o'ergrown    with    Rust    and 

Ignorance,  370 

A  gainful!  Trade  their  Clergy  did  advance ; 
When  want  of  Learning  kept  the  Laymen 

low,  ,  ^ 

And  none  but  Priests  were  Authorizd  to 

know : 
When  what  small  Knowledge  was,  in  tliem 

did  dwell ; 
And  he  a  God  who  cou'd  but  Reade  or  Sptll ; 
Then  Mother  Church  did  mightily  prevail : 
She  parcel'd  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 
Hut  still  expounded  what  She  sold  or  gave  ; 
To  keep  it  in  her  Power  to  Damn  and  Save : 
Scripture  was  scarce,  and  as  the  Market  »  ent. 
Poor  Laymen  took  Salvation  on  Content ;  381 
As  needy  men  take  Money,  good  or  bad  : 
God^s  Word  they  had  not,  but  the  Priests 

they  had. 
Yet,  whate'er  false  Conveyances  they  made. 
The  Lawyer  still  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  those  dark  times  they  learn'd  their  knack 

so  well. 
That  by  long  use  they  grew  Infallible  i 
At  last,  a  knowing  Age  began  t'  enquire 
If  they  the  Book,  or  That  did  them  inspire  : 
And,  making  narrower  search  they  found, 

tho'  late,  390 

That  what  they  thought  the  Priest's  was 

Their  Estate, 
Taught  by  the  Will  produc'd,  (the  written 

Word,) 
How  long  they  had  been  cheated  on  Record. 
Then,  every  man  who  saw  the  title  fair, 
riaim'd  aChild's  part, and  put  in  for  a  Share: 
Consulted  Soberlj^is  private  good  ; 
And  sav'd  himself  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  cou'd. 

'Tis  true,  my  Friend,  (and  far  be  Flattery 
hence) 
This  good  had  full  as  bad  a  Consequence : 
The  Book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  hand,  400 
Which  each  presum'd  he  best  cou'd  under- 
stand. 
The  Common  Rule  was  made  the  common 

Prey  ; 
And  at  the  mercy  of  the  Rabbit  lay. 
The   tender  Page  with   homey  .Fists  was 

gaul'd  ; 
And  he  was  gifted  most  that  loudest  baui'd  ; 
The  Spirit  gave  the  Doctoral  Degree, 
And  every  member  of  a  Company 
Was  of  his  Trade  and  of  the  Bible  free. 
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Plain  Truths  enough  for  needfull  use  they 
found ;  ^oo 

But  men  wou'd  still  be  itching  to  expound ; 

Each  was  ambitious  of  th'  obscurest  place. 

No  measure  ta'n  from  Knowledge,  all  from 
Grace. 

Study  and  Pains  were  now  no  more  their 
Care; 

Texts  were  explain'd  by  Fasting  and  by 

Prayer : 
This  was  the  Fruit  the  private  Spirit  brought ; 
Occasioned  by  great  Zeal  and  little  Thought. 
While  Crouds  unlearn'd,  with  rude  Devotion 

warm, 
About  the  Sacred  Viands  buz  and  swarm. 
The  Fly-blown  Text  creates  a  trawling  Brood ; 
And  turns  to  Maggots  what  was  meant  for 

Food.  420 

A  Thousand  daily  Sects  rise  up,  and  dye  ; 
A  Thousand  more  the  perish' d  Race  supply  : 
So  all  we  make  of  Heavens  discover'd  Will 
Is,  not  to  have  it,  or  to  use  it  ill. 
The  Danger's  much  the  same ;   on  several 

Shelves 
If  o>'.ers  wreck  us  or  we  wreck  our  selves. 

What  then  remains,  but,  waving  each 
Extreme, 
The  Tides  of  Ignorance,  and  Pride  to 
Neither  so  rich  a  Treasure  to  forgo ; 
Nor  proudly  seek  beyond  our  pow'r  to  k.. 


Faith  is  not  built  on  disquisitions  vain ;  431 
The  things  we  must  believe,  are  few  and 
plain : 

But  since  men  will  believe  more  than  they 
need ;  ' 

And  every  man  will  make  himsell  a  Creed, 
In  doubtfull  questions  'tis  the  safest  way 
lo  learn  what  unsuspected  Ancients  say : 
For  tis  not  likely  we  should  higher  Soar 
Insearchof  Heav'n  than  alltheChurchbehrei 
Nor  can  we  be  deceiv'd,  unless  we  see 
The  Scripture  and  the  Fathers  disagree,    jjo 
If  after  all,  they  stand  suspected  still, 
(For  no  man's  Faith  depends  upon  his  Will ;) 
lis  some  Relief,  that  pointe  not  clearly 

known. 
Without  much  hazard  may  b6  let  alone  : 
And  after  hearing  what  our  Church  can  say. 
If  still  our  Reason  runs  another  way. 
That  private  Reason  'tis  more  Just  to  curb. 
Than  by  Disputes  the  publick  Peace  disturb. 
For  po'nts  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn : 
But  Common  quiet  is  Mankind's  concern.  450 

Thus  have  I  made  my  own  Opmions  clear : 
Yet  neither  Praise  expect,  not  Censure  fear  : 
And  this  unpolish'd,  rugged  Verse  I  chose ; 
As  fittest  for  Discourse,  and  nearest  prose : 
For  while  from  Sacred  Truth  I  do  nt.t  swerve, 
.'om  Sternhold's  or  Tom  Sha—U's  Rhimes 
will  serve. 
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FUNERAL  PINDARIQUE 
POEM 

Sacred  to  the  Happy  Memory 


OF 


KING  CHARLES  H. 


Thus  long  my  Grief  has  kept  me  dumb : 
Sure  there's  u  Lethargy  in  mighty  Woe, 
Tears  stand  congeal'd,  and  cannot  llow  ; 
And  ihj  sad  Soul  retires  into  her  inmost 
I   1    1  Koom: 

Tears,  for  a  Stroke  foreseen,  afford  Relief ; 
But,  unprovided  for  a  sudden  Blow, 
Like  Niobe  we  Marble  grow  ; 
And  Pe'rifie  with  Grief. 
Our  British  Heav'n  was  all  Serene, 

No  threatning  Cloud  was  nigh,  lo 

Not  the  least  wrinkle  to  deform  the  Sky  ; 
We  liv'd  as  unconcern'd  and  happily 
As  the  first  Age  in  Natures  golden  Scene  ; 

Supine  amidst  our  flowing  Store, 
We  slept  securely,  and  we  dreamt  of  more  : 
When   suddenly    the   Thunder-clar    was 

heard, 
It  took  us  unprepar'd  and  out  of  guard. 
Already  lost  before  we  fear'd. 
Til'  amazing  News  of  Charles  ot  once  were 
spread, 
At  once  the  general  Voice  dcclar'd,        20 

Our  Gracious  Prince  was  dead. 
No  Sickness  known  before,  no  slow  Disease, 
To  soften  Grief  by  Just  Degrees  ; 
But,  like  an  Hurricane  on  Indian  seas. 
The  Tempest  rose ; 
An  unexpected  Burst  of  VVoes  : 
With  scarce  a  breathing  space  betwixt. 
This  Now  becalm'd,  and  perishing  the  next. 
As  if  great  Alias  from  his  Height 


Text  from  the  second  edition,  168^. 
was  of  the  same  year. 


The  first 


Shou'd  sink  beneath  his  heavenly  Weight,  30 
And,  with  a  mighty  Flaw,  the  flaming  Wall 

(As  once  it  shall) 
Shou'd  gaiie  immense,  and  rushing  down, 

o  erwhelm  this  neather  Ball ; 
So  swift  and  so  surprizing  was  our  fear  ; 
Our  /!//(]£ fellindeed;  But  Hercules  was  near 


His  Pious  Brother,  sure  the  best 

Who  ever  bore  that  Name, 
Was  newly  risen  from  his  Rest, 
And,  with  a  fervent  Flame, 
His  usual  morning  Vows  had  just  addrest  40 
For  his  dear  Sovereign's  Health  ; 
And  hop'd  to  have  'em  heard, 
III  long  increase  of  years, 
In  Honour,  Fame,  and  Wealth  : 
Guiltless  of  Greatness,   thus  he  always. 

pray'd, 
Nor  knew  nor  wisht  those  Vows  he  made 
On  his  own  head  shou'd  be  repay'd. 
Soon  as  th'  ill-omen'dRumourreacht  his  Ear, 
(lUnewsiswing'd  withFate  and  flies  apace) 
Who  can  describe  th'  Amazement  in  \m 
Face !  5° 

Horrour  in  all  his  Pomp  was  there, 
Mute  and  magnificent,  without  a  Tear  : 
And  then  the  Hero  first  was  seen  to  fear. 
Half  unarray'd  he  ran  to  his  Relief, 
So  hasty  and  so  artless  was  his  Grief : 
Approaching  Greatness  met  him  with  her 
Charms 
Of  Power  and  future  State  ; 
But  looked  so  ghastly  in  a  Brother's  Fate, 
He  shook  her  from  his  Arme». 


THRENODIA  AUGUSTALIS. 


105 


Arrlv'd  within  the  mournfull  Room,  he  saw 
A  wild  Distraction,  void  of  Awe,  61 

And  arbitrary  Grief  unbounded  by  a  Law. 
God's  Image,  God's  Anointed,  lay 

Without  Motion,  Pulse  or  Breath, 
A  senseless  Lump  of  sacred  Clay, 
An  Image,  now,  of  Death. 
Amidst   his  sad  Attendants'   Gr-'.ies  and 
Cryes, 
The  Lines  of  that  ador'd,  forgiving  Face, 
Distorted  from  their  native  grace  ;        ^ 
An  Iron  Slumber  sat  on  his  Majestick  Eyes. 

The  Picis  Duke forbear,  audacious  Muse. 

No  Terms  thy  feeble  Art  can  use 
Are  able  to  adorn  so  vast  a  Woe  ; 
The  grief  of  all  the  rest  like  subject-grief  did 
show, 
His  like  a  sovereign  did  transcend  ; 
NoWife,no Brother  such  a  Grief  cou'd  know, 
Nor  any  name,  but  Friend. 

Ill 
0  wondrous  Changes  of  a  fatal  Scene, 
Still  varying  to  the  last ! 
Heav'n,  though  its  hard  Decree  was  past, 
Seeni'd  pointing  to  a  gracious  Turn  agen  :  81 
And  Death's  up-lifted  Arme  arrested  in  its 

hast. 
Ileav'n  half  repented  of  the  doom. 
And  almost  griev'd  it  had  foreseen. 
What  by  Foresight  it  will'd  eternally  to 
come. 
Mercy  above  did  hourly  plead 

For  her  Resemblance  here  below  ; 
And  mild  Forgiveness  intercede 
To  stop  the  coming  Blow. 
NcwMiraclesapproach'dth'EtherialThrone. 
Such  as  his  wondrous  Life  had  oft  and  lately 
known,  o", 

And  urg'd  that  still  they  might  be  shown. 
On  Earth  his  Pious  Brother  pray'd  and 
vow'd. 
Renouncing  Greatness  at  so  dear  a  rate. 
Himself  defending  what  he  cou'd 

From  all  the  Glories  of  his  future  Fate. 
With  him  th'  innumerable  Croud 
Of  armed  Prayers 
Knock'd  at  the  Gates  of  Heav'n,  and  knock'd 

aloud ; 
All  r^'?  ^^^*-  *e'''-nieaning  rude  Petitioners. 
A    for  his  Life  assayl'd  the  Throne,         loi 
All  wou  d  have  brib'd  the  Skyes  by  offring 
up  their  own. 


So  great  a  Throng  not  Heav'n  it  self  cou'd 

bar; 
'Twas  almost  born  by  force,  as  in  the  Giants 

War. 
The  Pray'rs,  at  least,  for  his  Reprieve  were 

heard ; 
Hif  Death,  like  Ilezekiah's,  was  deferr'd : 
Apinst  the  Sun  the  Shadow  went ; 
Five  days,  those  five  Degrees,  were  lent, 
Toform  our  Patience  andprepareth' Event. 
The  second  Causes  took  the  swift  Command, 
The  med'cinal  Head,  the  ready  Hand,     1 1 1 
All  eager  to  perform  their  Part, 
All  but  Eternal  Doom  was  conquer'd  by  their 
Art :  ^  / 

Once  more  the  fleeting  Soul  came  back 

T'  inspire  the  mortal  Frame, 
And  in  the  Body  took  a  doubtfull  Stand, 
Doubtfull    and    hov'ring,    like    expiring 
Flame, 
That  mounts  and  falls  by  turns,  and  trembles 
o'er  the  Brand. 


news   soon   spread 


IV 

The   joyful   short-liv'd 

around. 
Took  the  same  Train,  the  same  impetuous 

bound :  ] 20 

The  drooping  Town  in  smiles  again  was  drcst. 
Gladness  in  every  Face  exprest. 
Their  eyes  before  their  Tongues  confcst. 
Men  met  each  other  with  erected  look, 
Tlie  steps  were  higher  that  they  took  ; 
Friends  to  congratulate  their  friends  made 

haste ; 
And  long  inveterate  Foes  saluted  as  they 

past : 
Above  the  rest  Heroick  James  appear'd 
Exalted  more,  because  he  more  had  fear'd  : 
His  manly  heart,  whose  Noble  pride  130 

Was  still  above 
Dissembled  hate  or  vamisht  love, 
Its  more  than  common  transport  cou'd  not 

hide ; 
But  like  an  Eagre  ♦  rode  in  triumph  o're  the 

tide. 


* /4»  Eagre  j>  n  Tvdeswttling  above  another 

„'.  '•  "■''"■''  '  ''"»"  *>^y  ^flf  ohserv'ct  oh  Iht 
Kiver  Trrnt. 


ij6  Friends  to  cotierafulate  their  friends]  Each 
to  congratulate  his  friend  ed.  1. 
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Thus,  in  alternate  Course 
The  Tyrant  passions,  hope         fear. 
Did  in  extrcams  appear. 
And  flasht  upon  the  Soul  with  equal  force. 
Thus,  at  half  Ebb,  a  rowlinR  Sea 

Returns,  and  wins  upon  llie  shoar ;      i.(o 
The  wat'ry  Herd,  a;'-=t;hted  at  the  roar. 
Rest  on  their  Fins  a  while,  and  stay. 
Then  backward  take  tlieir  wondrinn  way  ; 
The  Trophet  wonders  more  than  they, 
At  Prodigies  but  rarely  seen  before. 
And  cries  a  King  must  fall,  or  Kingdoms 
change  tlicir  sway. 
.Such  were  ourcountcr-tydesat  land.and  so 
Presaging  of  the  fatal  blow, 
In  their  prodigious  Ebb  and  liow. 
The  Royal  Soul,  that,  like   the  labouring 
Moon,  150 

By  Charms  of  Art  was  hurried  down, 
Forc'd    with    regret    to   leave   her    Native 

Sphear, 
Came  but  a  while  on  liking  here ; 
Soon  weary  of  the  painful  strife. 
And  made  but  faint  Essays  of  Life : 
An  Evening  light 
Soon  shut  in  Night ; 
A  strong  distemper,  and  a  weak  relief, 
Sliort  intervals  of  joy,  and  long  returns  of 
grief. 


The  Sons  of  Art  all  Med'cines  try'd,         iTx) 

And  every  Noble  remedy  applied, 

With  emulation  each  essay  d 

His  utmost  skill,  nay  more  they  pray'd  : 

Never  was  losing  game  with  better  conduct 

plaid. 
Death  never  won  a  stake  with  greater  toyl. 
Nor  e're  was  Fate  so  near  a  foil : 
But,  like  a  fortress  on  a  Rock, 
Th'  impregnable  Disease  their  vain  attempts 

did  mock  ; 
They  min'd  it  near,  they  Iwtter'd  from  a  far 
With  all  the  Cannon  of  the  .Med'cinal  War  ; 
No  gentle  means  could  be  essay'd,  171 

'Twas  beyond  parly  when  the  siege  was  laid  : 
The  extreamest  ways  they  first  ordain, 
Prescribing  such  intolerable  pain 
As  none  but  Casar  could  sustain  ; 
Undaunted  Casar  underwent 
The  malice  of  their  Art,  nor  bent 
Beneath  what  e're  their  pious  rigour  cou'd 

invent. 


In  live  such  days  he  sufier'd  more 

Than  any  sufier'd  in  his  reign  before  ;      180 

More,  infinitely  more  than  he 

Against  the  worst  of  Rebels  cou'il  drf  nc, 

A  Traytor,  or  twice  pardon'd  Enemy. 

Now  Art  was  tir'd  without  success. 

No  Racks  could  make  thi    •  ubborn  malady 

confess. 
The  vain  hisiiraitars  r)f  life, 
And  He  who  most  perform'd  and  promis'd 

less. 
Even  Shorl  himself  forsook  the  unequal 

strife. 
Death  and  despair  was  in  their  looks. 
No  longer  they  consult  their  memories  or 

books;  150 

Like  helpless  friends,  who  view  from  shoar 
The  labouringShip  and  hear  thetempest  roar. 

So  stood  they  with  their  arms  across  ; 
Not  to  assist ;  but  to  deplore 
Th'  inevitable  loss, 

VI 

Death  was  denounc'd  ;  that  frightful  sound 
Which  even  the  best  can  hardly  bear  ; 
He  took  the  Summons  void  of  fear  ; 
And,  unconcern'dly,  cast  his  eyes  around  ; 
As  if  to  find  and  dare  the  griesly  Chal- 
lenger. ^  2C0 
What  death  cou'd  do  he  lately  try'd. 
When  in  four  days  he  more  then  dy'd. 
The  same  assurance  all  his  words  did  grace  ; 
The  same  Majestick  rildness  held  its  place. 
Nor  lost  the  Monarcu  in  his  dying  face. 
Intrepid,  pious,  merciful,  and  brave. 
He  lookt  as  when  he  conquer'd  and  forgave. 

VII 

.\s  if  some  Angel  had  been  sent 

To  lengthen  out  his  Government, 

And  to  foretel  as  many  years  again,        210 

As  he  had  number'd  in  his  happy  reign. 

So  chearfully  he  took  the  doom 

Of  his  departing  breath  ; 

Nor  shnmk,  nor  stept  aside  for  death 

But,  with  unalter'd  pace,  kept  on  ; 
Providing  for  events  to  come. 

When  he  resigned  the  Throne. 
Still  he  maintained  his  Kingly  State  ; 
And  grew  familiar  with  his  fate. 
Kind,  good  and  gracious  to  the  last,        220 
On  all  he  lov'd  before  his  dying  beams  lie 
cast 
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Ill 


Oh  truly  j;ood  and  truly  great. 
For  r^lorious  as  he  rose  benignly  so  he  set ! 
All    M  on  earth  he  held  most  dear 
lie  lecommended  to  his  Care, 
To  whom  both  hcav'a 
The  right  had  giv'n, 
And  h'   own  Love  bequeath'd  supream  com- 
mand : 
lie  took  and  prcs^  that  ever  loval  hand, 
Wiiich  cou'd  m  I't-ace  secure  his  Rci-ii,  ?je 
Which  cou'd  in  wars  his  I'ow'r  maintain, 
That  hand  on  which  no  i)lightcd  vowe  were 

ever  vain. 
Well  for  so  great  a  trust,  he  chose 
A  Prince  who  never  disobcy'd  : 
Not  when  the  most  severe  commands  were 

laid  ; 
Nor  want,  nor  Exile  with  his  duty  weigh'd: 
\  Prince  on  whom  (if  Ileav'n  its  Eyes  cou'd 

close) 
The  Welfare  of  the  WorKl  it  safely  might 
repose. 

VIII 

That  King  who  liv'd  to  Gotls  own  heart. 
Yet  less  serenely  died  tliaii  he  ;  240 

Charles  left  behind  no  harsh  decree 
For  Schoolmen  with  laborious  art 

To  salve  from  cruelty  : 
Those,  for  whom  love  cou'd  no  excuses  frame. 
He  graciously  forgot  to  name. 
Thus   far   my   Muse,   though   rudely,   has 

design'd 
Some  faint  resemblance  of  his  Godlike  mi    I : 
Hut  neither  Pen  nor  Pencil  can  express 
Tlie  parting  Brothers  tenderness :  249 

Though  thats  a  term  too  mean  and  low  ; 
(The  blest  above  a  kinder  word  may  know :) 

But  what  they  did,  and  what  they  said, 
The  Monarch  who  triumphant  went, 

The  Militant  who  staid. 
Like  Painters,  when  their  heigthning  arts 
are  spent, 
I  cast  into  a  shade. 
That  all-forgiving  King, 

The  type  of  him  above, 
That  inexhausted  sjiring 
Of  clemency  and  Love  ; 
Himself  to  his  next  self  accus'd, 
And  ask'd   that    Pardon   which   he 

refus'd : 
For  faults  not  his,  for  guilt  and  Crimes 
l)f  Godless  men,  and  of  Rebellious  times 


360 


ne  re 


For  an  hard  Exile,  kindly  meant, 
When  his  ungrateful  Country  sent 
Their  best  Camillus  into  banishment : 
And  forc'd  their  Sov'raign's  Act,  they  could 

not  his  consent. 
Oh   how  much   rather  had    that    injur'd 
Chief 

Repeated  all  his  sufferings  past,  270 

Then  hear  a  pardon  bec'd  at  last. 
Which  given  cou'd  give  the  dying  no  relief : 
He  bent,  he  sunk  beneath  his  grief : 
1 1  is  dauntless  heart  wou'd  fain  have  held 
From  weeping,  but  his  eyes  rebell'd. 
Perhaps  the  Godlike  Ueroc  in  his  breast 

Disdain'd,  or  was  ashani'd  to  show 

So  weak,  so  womanish  a  woe. 
Which  yet  the  Brother  and  the  Freind  so 
plcnteously  confest. 

IX 

Amidst  that  silent  show'r,  the  Royal  mind 
An  Easy  passage  found,  281 

And  left  its  sacred  earth  behind  : 
Nor  murm'ring  groan  exprest,  nor  labour- 
ing sound. 

Nor  any  least  tumultuous  breath  ; 

Calm  was  his  life,  and  quiet  was  his  death. 

Soft  i%  those  gentle  whispers  were. 

In  which  th'  Almighty  did  appear  ; 

By  the  still  Voice,  the  Prophet  knew  him 
there. 

That   Peace  which   made  thy   Prosperous 
Reign  to  shine, 

''hat   Peace  thou  leav'st  to  thy  Imperial 
Line,  290 

That  Peace,  oh  happy  Shade,  be  ever  thine ! 

X 

For  all  those  Joys  thy  Restaurs  ion  brought. 
For  all  the  Miracles  it  wroughi, 

For  all  the  healing  Balm  thy  Mercy  pour'd 
Into  the  Nations  bleeding  Wound, 
And  Care  that  after  kept  it  sound. 

For  numerous  Blessings  yearly  shouer'd, 
And  Prqierty  with  Plenty  crown'd  ; 
For  Freedom,  still  maintain'd  alive. 
Freedom  which  in  no  other  Land  will  thrive. 
Freedom  an  English  Subject's  sole  Preroga- 
tive, 301 
Without  whose  Charms  cv'n  Peace  would  be 
But  a  dull,  quiet  Slavery  : 
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For  thp<;?  and  more,  accept  our  Pious 
rai«c  ; 
'Tis  all  the  Subsidy 

The  present  Age  can  raise, 
The  rest  is  charc'd  on  late  Posterity. 
Posterity  is  charg'd  the  more, 
Because  the  large  abounding  store 
To  them  and  to  their  Heirs,  is  still  entail'd 
by  thee.  jto 

Succession  of  a  long  descent. 
Which  Chast'ly  in  the  Chanells  ran. 
And  from  our  Demi-^ods  befjan, 

Equul  almost  to  Time  in  its  extent. 
Through  Ilazzards  numberless  and  great, 
Thou  hast  deriv'd  this  mighty  HIessing 

down, 
And  fixt  the  fairest  Gemm  that  decks  th' 
Im[ierial  Crown : 
Not  Faction,  when  it  shook  th>  Regal  Seat, 
Not  senates,  insolently  loud, 
(Those  Ecchoes  of  a  thoughtless  Croud,)  320 
Not  Foreign  or  Domestick  Treachery, 
Could  Warp  thy  Soul  to  the;   "njust  Decree. 
So  much  thy  Foes  thy  manl.     'nd  mistook, 
Who  judg'd  it  jy  the  MiidrV  -  of  thy  look  : 
Like  a  well-tempei'd   Sword,   it    bent    at 

will ; 
But  kept  the  Native  toughness  of  the  Steel. 


XI 
Be  true,  0  Clio,  to  thy  Hero's  name  ! 
But  draw  him  strictly  so  328 

That  all  who  view,  the  Piece  may  know. 
He  needs  no  Trappings  of  fictitious  Fame : 
The  Load's  too  weighty  ;  Thou  may'st  chu.«» 
Some  Parts  of  Praise,  and  some  refuse  ; 
Write,  that  his  Annals  may  be  thought  more 

lavish  than  the  Muse. 
In  scanty  Truth  thou  hast  confin'd 
The  Vertues  of  a  Royal  Mind, 
Forgiving,    bounteous,  humble,   just   and 

kind: 
His  Conversation,  Wit,  and  Parts, 
His  Knowledge  in  the  Noblest,  useful  Arts, 
Were  such  Dead  Authors  could  not  give  ; 
But  habitudes  of  those  who  live  ;  340 

Who,  lighting  him,  did  greater  lights  receive : 
He  drain'd  from  all,  and  all  they  knew  ; 
His    Apprehension   quick,    his    Judgment 

true  : 
That  the  most  Learn'd,  with  shame,  confess 
His  Knowledge  more,  his  Reading  only  less. 


Xtl 

Amidst  the  peaceful  Triumphs  of  his  Reign, 
What  wonder  if  ^he  kindly  beams  he  slicd 
Rcviv'd  the  drooping  Arts  again. 
If  Science  rais'd  her  Head, 
And  soft  Humanity  that  from  Rebellion 
(led ;  350 

Our  Isle,  indeed,  too  fruitful  was  before  ; 
Hut  all  uncultivated  lay 
Out  of  the  Solar  walk  and  Heavens  high 
way; 
With  rank  Geneva  Weeds  run  o're, 
And  Cockle,  at  the  best,  amidst  the  Corn  it 

bore: 
The  Royal  Husbandman  appear'd. 

And  Plough'd  and  Sow'd  and  Till'd, 
The  Thorns  he  rooted  out,  the  Rubbish 
dear'd, 
And  blest  th'  obedient  Field. 
When,  straight,  a  double  Harvest  rose,  360 
,Such  as  the  swarthy  Indian  mowes  ; 
Or  happier  Climates  near  the  Line, 
Or  Paradise  manur'd,  and  drcst  by  hands 
Divine. 

XItt 

As  when  the  New-born  Phoenix  takes  his 

way. 
His  rich  Paternal  Regions  to  Survey, 
Of  airy  Choristers  a  numerous  Train 
Attends   his   wondrous   Progress   o're   the 

Plain  ; 
So,  rising  from  his  Fathers  Urn, 
So  Glorious  did  our  Charles  return  ; 
Th'  officious  Muses  came  along,  370 

A  gay  Harmonious  Quire,  like  Angels  ever 

Young ; 
(The  Muse  that  mourns  him  now  his  happy 

Triumph  sung.) 
Even  ikey  cou'd  thrive  in  his  Auspicious 

reign ; 
And  such  a  plenteous  Crop  they  bore. 
Of  purest  and  well  winow'd  Grain 

As  Britain  never  knew  before. 
Tho  little  was  their  Hire,  and  light  their 

Gain, 
Yet  somewhat  to  their  share  he  threw  ; 
Fed  from  his  hand,  they  sung  and  flew, 
Like  Birds  of  Paradise  that  liv'd  on  morning 

dew.  3S0 

371  Quire,  like]  Quire  ofpf:  t. 
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Oh  never  let  their  Lays  his  Name  forget ! 

The  Pension  of  a  Prince's  Praise  is  great. 

Live  then,  thou  great  Encmirager  ofArtf, 

Live  ever  in  our  Thanlcful  .learts  ; 

Live  blest  Above,  almost  invok'd  Below  ; 

Live  and  receive  this  Pious  Vow, 

Our  Patron  once,  our  Guardian  Angel  riow. 

Tiiou  Fabius  of  a  sinking  State, 

Who  didst  by  wise  delays,  divert  our  Fate, 

When  Faction  like  a  Tempest  rose  390 

In  Death's  most  hideous  form. 
Then,  Art  to  Rage  thou  didst  oppose, 

To  weather  out  the  Storm  : 
Not  quitting  thy  Supream  command, 
Thou  heldst  the  Rudder  with  a  steady  hand, 
Till  safely  on  the  Shore  the  Bark  dicl  land  : 
The  Bark  that  all  our  Blessings  brought, 
Charg'd  with  thv  Self  and  Jamts,  a  doubly 
Royal  naught. 

XIV 

Oh  frail  Estate  of  Humane  things, 
And  slippery  hopes  below  !  ^00 

Now  to  our  Cost  your  Emptiness  .ve  know, 
(For  'tis  a  Lesson  dearly  bought) 
Assurance  here  is  never  to  be  sought. 

The  Best,  and  best  belov'd  of  kings. 

And  best  deserving  to  be  so. 
When  scarce  he  had  escap'd  the  fatal  blow 
Of  Faction  a.  d  Conspiracy, 

Death  did  his  promis'd  hopes  destroy  : 

lie  toyl'd.  He  gain'd,  but  fiv'd  not  to  enjoy. 

What  mists  of  Providence  are  these        410 
Through  which  we  cannot  see  ! 
So  Saints,  by  supernatural  Pow'r  set  free, 
Arj  left  at  last  in  Martyrdom  to  dye  ; 

Such  is  the  end  of  oft  repeated  Miracles. 

ForKive  me,  Heav'n,  that  Impious  thought, 

Twas  Grief  for  Charles  to  Madness  wrought. 
That  Questioned  thy  Supream  Decree  ! 

Thou  didst  his  gracious  Reign  Prolong, 

Even  in  thy  Saints  and  Angels  wrong. 
His  Fellow  Citizens  of  Immortalit  • :    420 

For  Twelve  long  years  of  Exile,  b.    . 

Twice  Twelve  we  number'd  since  his  blest 
Return : 

So  strictly  wer't  thou  Just  to  pay. 

Even  to  the  driblet  of  a  day. 

Yet  still  we  murmur,  and  Complain 

The  Quails  and  Manna  shou'd  no  longer  rain : 

Those  Miracles  'twas  needless  to  renew  ; 

The  Chosen  Flock  has  now  the  Promis'd 
Land  in  view. 


IT 

A  Warlike  Prince  ascends  the  Rrgal  State, 
/I  Prince,  long  exercis'd  by  Fate  :  430 

Long  may  he  keep,  tho  he  obtains  it  late. 
Heroes,    in    Heaven's    peculiar   Meld  are 

cast. 
They  and  their  Poets  are  not  formed   in 

hast  ; 
Man  was  the  first  in  God's  design,  and  Man 

was  made  the  last. 
False  Heroes  made  by  Flattery  so, 
Heav'n  can  strike  out,  like  Sparkles,  at 

I  blow ; 
But  e're  <i  Prince  is  to  Perfection  brought, 
He  costs  Dmnipotence  a  second  thought. 

With  Toyl  and  Sweat,  439 

With  hardning  Cold,  and  forming  Heat, 
The  Cyclops  did  their  strokes  repeat. 
Before  th'  impenetrable  Shield  was  wrought. 
It  looks  as  if  the  Maker  wou'd  not  own 
The  Noble  work  for  his, 
Pcfore  'twas  try'd  and  found  a  Masterpiece. 


XVI 

View  then  a  Monarch  ripen'd  for  a  Throne 
AUides  thus  his  race  began, 
O're  Infancy  he  swiftly  ran  ; 
The  future  God,  at  first  was  more  than 
Man : 
Dangers  and  Toils,  and  Juno's  Hate,  450 
Even  o're  his  Cradle  lay  in  wait ; 
And  there  he  grappled  first  with  Fate : 
In  his  young  Hands  the  hissing  Snakes  he 

prest. 
So  early  was  the  Deity  confest ; 
Thus",  by  degrees,  he  rose  to  Jove's  Im- 
perial .Seat ; 
Thus  difficulties  prove  a  Soul  legitimately 
great. 
Like  his,  our  Hero's  Infancy  was  try'd  ; 
B'-times  the  Furies  did  their  Snakes  pro- 
vide; 
And,  to  his  Infant  Arms  oppose 
His    Father's  Rebels,   antl    his   Brother's 
Foes  J  460 

The  more  opprcst  the  higher  still  he  rose. 

Those  were  the  Preludes  of  his  Fate, 
That  form'd  his  Manhood,  to  subdue 
The  Hydra  of   the  many-hejided,  hissing 
Crew, 
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A»  after  Numa's  peaceful  Mn^n 
The    Martial    Ancus    dul    tlic     Scepter 
wielil, 
Furbish'd  tlio  rusty  Sword  ugain, 
Resutn'd  the  loiig  fort-otteii  Shield, 
And  led  the  LUiiis  to  the  rlusty  Field  ; 
So  Jnnifs  the  tjrowsy  Cn'niiis  wakes  470 

Of  Britain  lottj;  entriinc'd  in  ('hiirin<i, 
Restifl  and  shnnl>rin(;  on  its  Arnit : 
'Tis  rows'd,  &  with  a  new  strung  Nerve  the 

Sj)ear  already  shakes. 
No  neighing  of  the  VVarriour  Stee<ls, 
No  Drum,  or  louder  Truni|)et,  needs 
T'  inspire  the  Coward,  warm  the  Cold, 
His  Voice,  his  sole  Appearance  makes  'em 

bold. 
Gaul  and    Balavia   dread    th'    impending 

blow  ; 
Too  well  the  Vigour  of  that  Arm  they  know  ; 
They  lick  the  dust,  and  Crouch  beneath  their 
fatal  Foe.  480 

Long  may  they  fear  this  awful  Prince, 
.\nd  not  Provoke  his  lingring  Sword  ; 
Peace  is  their  only  sure  Defence, 
Their  best  Security  his  Word  : 
In  all  the  Changes  of  his  doubtful  State, 
His  Truth,  like  Heav'ns,  was  kept  inviolate. 
For  him  to  Promise  i-t  to  make  it  Fate. 
His  Valour  can  Triumph  o'rc  Land  and  Main; 
With  broken  Oaths  his  Fame  he  will  not 

stain  ; 
With  Conquest   basely  bought,  and   witii 
Inglorious  gain.  .  49c 


XVIII 
For  once,  O  Heav'n,  unfold  thy  Adamantine 
Hook : 

And  let  his  wondring  Stnate  see. 

If  not  thy  firm  Immutable  Decree, 

At  least  the  second  Page  of  strong  con- 
tingency ; 

Such  as  conNists  with  wills.  Originally  free : 
Let  them,  with  glad  amazement,  look 

On  what  their  happiness  may  be : 
Let  them  not  still  l>c  obstinately  b'ind. 
Still  to  divert  the  Good  thou  hast  ..esign'd. 

Or  with  Malignant  penury,  500 

To  stervc  the  Koyal  Vertues  of  his  Mind. 
Faith  is  u  Christian's  and  a  Subject's  Test, 
Oh  give  them  to  believe,  and  they  are  surily 
blest  ! 

They  do  ;  and,  with  a  distant  view,  I  "ice 

Th'  amended  Vows  of  English  Loyalty  ; 

And  all  beyond  that  Object,  there  appears 
The  long  Retinue  of  a  Prosfwrous  Reign, 

A  Series  of  Successful  years, 
In  orderly  Array,  a  Martial,  manly  Train. 

IJehold  ev'n  to  remoter  Shores,  510 

A  Conquering  Navy  proudly  spread  ; 

Tlie  British  Cannon  formidably  roars, 
While  starting  from  his  Oozy  I3ed, 
Til'  asserted  Ocean  rears  his  reverend  Head  ; 
To  View  and  Recogni/e  his  ancient  Lord 
again  : 

And,  with  a  willing  hand,  restores 
The  Fasces  of  the  main. 
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TO  THE 
READER. 


The  nation  is  in  loo  high  a  Fermtnt,  for  me  to  expect  either  fair  War  or  even  so  much  as 
fair  Quarter  from  a  Reader  of  the  opposite  Party.  All  Men  are  engag'd  either  on  this  side 
or  that :  and  tho'  Conscience  is  the  common  Word  which  is  given  by  both,  yet  if  a  Writer  fall 
among  Enemies  and  cannot  give  the  Marks  of  Their  Conscience,  he  is  knock'd  down  before 
the  Reasons  of  his  own  are  heard.  A  Preface,  therefore,  which  is  but  a  bespeaking  of  Favour, 
is  altogether  useless.  What  1  desire  the  Reader  should  knoie  concerning  me,  he  will  find  in 
the  Body  of  tite  Poem,  if  he  have  but  the  patience  to  peruse  it.    Only  this  Advertisement  let  him 

lo  take  before  hand,  which  relates  to  the  Merits  of  the  Cause.   No  general  Characters  of  Parties  {call 

'em  either  Sects  or  Churches)  can  be  so  fully  and  exactly  drawn  as  to  comprehend  all  the  several 

Members  of  'em  ;  at  least  all  suck  as  are  receiv'd  under  lluil  Denomination.    For  example  ; 

there  are  some  of  the  Church  by  Law  established  who  envy  not  Liberty  of  Conscience  to  Dissenters  ; 

as  being  well  satisfied  that,  according  to  their  own  Principles,  they  ought  not  to  persecuU  hem. 

Yet  these,  by  reason  of  their  fewness,  I  could  not  distinguish  from  the  Numbers  of  the  rest,  with 

I  wkom  they  are  Embodied  in  one  common  Name  :  On  the  other  side  there  are  many  of  our  Seels, 

\  and  more  indeed  than  I  could  reasonably  have  hop'd,  who  have  uiihdrawn  themselves  from  the 

\Communi^n  of  the  Panther  ;  and  embrac'd  this  Gracious  Indulgence  of  His  Majesty  in  point 

of  Toleration.    But  neither  to  the  one  nor  the  other  of  these  is  this  Satyr  any  way  intended  : 

30  'tis  aim'd  only  at  the  refractory  and  disobedient  on  either  side.  For  those  who  are  come  over  lo 
the  Royal  Party  are  consequently  supposed  to  be  out  of  Gunshot.  Our  physicians  have  observ'd, 
that  in  Process  of  Time,  some  Diseases  have  abated  of  their  Virulence  and  have  in  a  manner 
worn  put  their  Malignity,  so  as  to  be  no  longer  Mortal :  and  why  may  not  1  suppose  the  same 
concerning  some  of  those  who  have  formerly  been  Enemies  to  Kingly  Gmermnent  as  well  as 
Catholick  Religion  f  I  hope  they  have  now  another  Notion  of  both,  as  having  found  by 
Comfortable  Experience  that  the  doctrine  of  Persecution  is  far  from  being  an  Article  of  our 
Faith. 

'Tis  not  for  any  Private  Man  to  Censure  the  Proceedings  of  a  Foreign  Prince  ;  hut  without 
suspicion  of  Flattery  1  may  praise  our  own,  who  has  taken  contrary  Measures,  fnd  those 

30  tnore  suitable  to  the  Spirit  of  Christianity.  Some  of  the  Dissenters,  in  their  Addresses  lo 
His  Majesty,  have  said  that  he  has  restor  d  God  to  his  Empire  over  Conscience  ;  /  Confess 
I  dare  not  stretch  the  Figure  lo  so  great  a  boldness  ;  but  I  may  safely  say,  that  Conscience  is 
the  Royalty  and  Prerogative  of  every  Private  man.  He  is  absolute  in  his  own  Breast, 
and  accountable  lo  no  Earthly  Power  for  that  which  passes  only  beluixt  God  and  Him. 
Those  who  are  driven  into  the  Fold  are,  getterally  speaking,  rather  made  Hypocrites  than 
Converts. 

This  Indulgence  being  granted  to  all  the  Sects,  it  ought  in  reason  to  be  expected  that  they 
should  both  receive  it,  and  receive  it  thankfully.  For  at  this  time  of  day  lo  refuse  the  Benefit 
and  adhere  to  those  whom  they  have  esteemed  their  Persecutors,  what  is  it  else,  but  publickly 

40  lo  otvn  that  they  suffer'd  not  before  for  Conscience  sake,  but  only  out  of  Pride  and  Obstinacy 
to  separate  from  a  Church  for  those  Impositions  which  ihey  now  judge  may  be  lawfully  obey'd  ? 
After  they  have  so  long  contended  for  their  Classical  Ordination  {not  to  speak  of  Rites  and 
Ceremonies)  will  they  at  length  submit  to  an  Episcopal  ?  If  they  can  go  so  far  out  of  Com- 
plaisance to  their  old  Enemies,  melhinks  a  little  reason  should  perswade  'em  to  take  another 
step,  and  sec  whether  that  wou'd  lead  'em. 

Of  the  receiving  this  Toleration  thankfully,  I  shall  say  no  more,  than  that  they  ought,  and 
I  doubt  not  they  will  consider  from  phat  hands  Ihey  receiv'd  it.  '  Tis  not  from  tt  Cyrus,  a  Heathen 
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Prince  and  a  Foreigner,  but  jrom  a  Christian  King,  their  Native  Sovereign,  who  expects 
a  Return  i«  Specie  from  them;  that  the  Kindness  which  He  has  graciously  shown  them. 
may  he  retaliated  on  those  of  his  own  perswasion. 

As  for  the  Poem  in  general,  I  will  only  thus  far  satis  fie  the  Reader  ;  that  it  was  neither 
xmpos  d  on  me  nor  so  miuh  as  the  Subject  given  me  by  any  man.  It  was  written  during  the  last 
Winter  and  the  beginning  of  this  Spring;  though  with  long  interruptions  of  iU  health  and 
other  hindrances.  About  a  Fortntglii  before  I  had  finisVd  it,  His  Alajesties  Declaration  for 
Liberty  of  Conscience  came  abroad:  which  if  I  had  so  soon  expected,  I  might  have  spar'd 
myself  the  labour  of  writing  many  things  which  are  contained  in  the  third  part  of  it.  But 
I  was  ffaystn  some  hope  that  the  Church  of  England  might  have  been  persuaded  to  have  lo 
taken  offtht  Penal  Lawes  and  the  Test,  which  was  one  Design  of  the  Poem,  when  I  Proposed 
to  myself  the  writing  of  tt.  .  a-    z^-"* 

'Tis  evident  thai  some  part  of  it  was  only  occasional,  and  not  first  intended.  I  mean  that 
defence  of  my  self,  to  which  every  Iwnest  man  is  bound,  when  he  is  injuriously  attaequ'd  in 
Print :  and  I  refer  my  Self  to  the  judgment  of  those  who  have  read  the  Answer  to  the  Defence 
;  '•Jf.'f'e  Kings  Papers,  and  that  of  the  Dutchess  {in  which  last  I  was  concerned)  how 
cliaritaby  1  have  been  represented  there.  I  am  now  informed  both  of  the  Author  and  Super- 
visersof  his  Pamphlet,  and  will  reply,  wlien  I  think  he  can  affront  me:  for  I  am  of  SocraVs 
Opinion,  that  all  Creatures  cannot.  In  the  mean  time  let  him  consider  whether  he  deserved  not 
antore  severe  reprehension  then  I  gave  him  formerly  ;  for  using  so  littU  respect  to  the  Mentory  20 
of  those  whom  he  pretended  to  answer :  and  at  his  leisure  look  out  for  some  Original  Treatise 
of  Hmnilily,  x^ilten  by  any  Protestant  in  English,  (/  believe  I  may  say  in  any  other  Tongue :) 
for  the  magnified  Piece  of  Duncomb  *»«  that  subject,  which  either  he  must  mean,  or  non!,  and 
with  which  another  of  his  Fellows  has  upbraided  me,  was  Translated  from  the  Spanish  of 
Rodriguez  •  though  with  the  omission  of  the  17'*,  the  24'*,  the  25'*,  Ind  the  lastChaptJ, 
which  will  be  found  m  comparing  of  the  Books.  >  j  »  ^»uy,cr, 

He  would  have  insinuated  to  the  world,  that  Her  late  Highness  died  not  a  Roman  Catholick  ; 
he  declares  himself  to  be  now  satisfied  to  the  contrary  ;  in  which  he  has  given  up  the  Cause  : 
lor  niatler  of  Fact  was  the  Principal  Debate  betwixt  us.    In  the  mean  tiL,  he  Luld  iS^te 

the  siTJo    ^r''7^'''  ''ZKT""''"f''y,'.  '"  ""  *"'"  '"'^Se.  when  he  seem'd  toTny  30 
the  Subiect  of  the  Controversy,  the  Change  ttsel.     And  because  I  would  not  take  up  this 
ridiculous  Challenge  he  tells  the  World  I  cannot  argue  :  but  he  may  as  well  infer  that  a  cltSic 

Religion  "  *"" '       "^  '*'  ""^^'''  "«"''"'  ^^"-  J""" '"  ^""Z""  '*'  Prol^tant 

J  have  but  one  word  more  to  say  concerning  the  Poem  as  such,  and  abslractine  from  the 

^enSctrnf'^'^TN'^  ^T^'  f^'*  ""J-'^^'^  «'•  ''•  The  fim  ?^rt,  consisting  Z! in 
general  Characters  and  Narration,  I  have  endeavour' d  to  raise,  and  give  it  the  Majestic  Twn  of 
Heroic  Poesie.  TAe  second  being  Matter  of  Dispute,  and  chiefly  concerning  Church  Authority, 
ihTNUl^  ?,  '^t'/'l  ^i"'"  "/"^  P"'?Pi'^ous  as  possibly  I  cou'd  :  yet  not  whoUy  neglecting 
llhi^'lrfA^  Vr'  f'fir'  "'^"u'T'  Z*^  '*'  Magnificence  of  Verse.  Th!  third,  40 
it'ii^lhZhelJo'flT  "^  '''"""'"*  Conversation,  is,  or  ought  to  be  more  free  and 
ihl^tl ""  'a  VT  ^P''^°^f^.  or  FaWes.  which  are  interwoven  with  the  main  Design;  so 
^LtyrT  ^'"^'I'y  ^'^'/  f ^  li'  '*""«*  ""y  ""  "^^  ''"'''"'  ^''^'"  "/  themselves.  In  both 
IZli  I'  "^^fr  "f  '^if'"r'^'*  Pi"'"  of  Satyr,  whether  true  or  false,  which  are  urg'd 
h  the  Members  of  the  one  Church  against  the  other.  At  which  I  hope  no  reader  of  either 
iTLri  "'r^"'"  ^'  f"^a<4sethey  are  not  of  my  invention  :  but  as  old,  to  my  knowledge, 
(^the  Times  of  Boccace  and  Chawcer  on  the  one  side,  and  as  those  of  the  Reformation  on 
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A  Milk  white  Hind,  immortal  and  unchanj;' J, 
Fed  on  the  lawns  and  in  the  forest  rang'J  ; 
Without  unspotted,  innocent  within, 
She  fear'd  no  danger,  for  she  knew  no  sin. 
Yet  had  she  oft  been  chas'd  with  horns  and 

hounds 
And  Scythian  shafts;    and  many  winged 

wounds 
Aim'd  at  her  Heart ;  was  often  forc'd  to  fly, 
And  doom'd  to  death,  though  fated  not  to  dy . 
Not  so  her  young  ;  for  their  unequal  line 
Was  Heroe's  make,  half  humane,  half  divine. 
Their  earthly  mold  obnoxious  was  to  fate,  1 1 
Tir  immortal  part  assum'd  immortal  state. 
Of  these  a  slaughtered  army  lay  in  bloud,     j 
Extended  o'er  the  Caledonian  wood. 
Their  native  walk  ;  whose  vocal  bloud  arose 
And  cry'd  for  pardon  on  their  perjur'd  foes  ; 
Their  fate  was  fruitful,  and  the  sanguin  seed, 
Endu'd   with   souls,  encreas'd   the   sacred 

breed. 
So  Captive  Israel  multiply'd  in  chains, 
I  A  numerous  Exile  ;  and  enjoy'd  her  pains. 

With  grief  and  gladness  mixt,  their  mother 

view'd  2 1 

Her    martyr'd    offspring,    and    their    race 

renevv'd ; 
Their  corps  to  perish,  but  their  kind  to  last. 
So  much  the  deathless  plant  the  dying  fruit 

surpass'd. 
Panting  and  pensive  now  she  ranged  alone. 
And  wander'd  in  the  kingdoms  once  Her  own. 
The  common  Hunt,  though  from  their  rage 

restrain'd 
By  sov'reign  power,  her  company  disdain'd  : 
Grin'd  ey  pass'd,  and  with  a  glaring  eye 

Gave  gl        .•  signs  of  secret  enmity.  30 

'Tis  true,  >iie  bounded  by,  and  trip'd  so  light. 
They  had  not  time  to  take  n  steady  sight. 
For  truth  has  such  a  face  and  such  a  meen 
As  to  be  lov'd  needs  only  to  be  seen. 
The  bloudy  Bear,  an  Independent  beast, 
I  Unlick'd  to  form,  in  groans  her  hate  ex- 

H  press'd. 

Text  from  the  second  edition,  1687,  except  for 
a  few  corrections  of  the  stops,  where  the  first 
edition,  which  was  of  the  same  year,  is  right,  and 
for  a  few  corrections  noted. 


Among  the  timorous  kind  the  Quaking  Hare 
Profess'd  neutrality,  but  would  not  swear. 
Next  her,  the  Buffoon  Ape,  as  Athebts  use, 
Mimick'd  all  Sects  and  had  his  own  tochuse : 
Still  when  the  Lyon  look'd,  his  knees  he  bent, 
And  pay'd  at  Church  a  Courtier's  Comple- 
ment. 43 
The  bristl'd  Baptist  Boar,  impure  as  He, 
(But  whitn'd  with  the  foam  of  sanctity) 
With  fat  pollutions  fill'd  the  sacred  place  \ 
And  mountains  levell'd  in  his  furious  race,  [ 
So  first  rebellion  founded  was  in  grace.      i 
But,  since  the  mighty  ravage  which  he  made 
In  German  Forests,  had  his  guilt  betray'd. 
With  broken  tusks,  and  with  a  borrow'd 
name,  50 
He  shun'd  the  vengeance,  and  concealed  the 

shame  ; 
So  lurk'd  in  Sects  unseen.  With  greater  guile 
False  Reynard  fed  on  consecrated  spoil ; 
The  graceless  beast  by  Alhanasins  first 
Was  chased  from  Nice;    then  by  Socinus 

nurs'd. 
His  impious  race  their  blasphemy  renew'd, 
And  natures  King  through  nature's  opticks 

view'd. 
Revers'd  they  view'd  him  lessen'd  to  their 

eye. 
Nor  in  an  Infant  could  a  God  descry :       59 
New  swarming  Sects  to  this  obliquely  tend 
Hence  they  began,  and  here  they  all  will  eiid. 
What  weight  of  ancient  witness  can  pre- 
vail. 
If  private  reason  hold  the  publick  scale  ? 
But,gratiousGod,how  welldost  thou  provide 
r'or  erring  judgments  an  unerring  Guide  ! 
Thy  throne  is  darkness  in  th'  abyss  of  light, 
A  blaze  of  glory  that  forbids  the  sight ;   . 
0  teach  me  to  believe  Thee  thus  conceal'd. 
And  search  no  farther  than  Thy  self  reveal'd; 
But  her  alone  for  my  Directour  take        70 
Whom  Thou  hast  promis'd  never  to  forsake ! 
My  thoughtless  youth  was  wing'd  with  vain 

desires. 
My  manhood,  long  misled  by  wandring  fires, 
Follow'd  false  lights  ;  and  when  their  glimps 

was  gone. 
My  pride  struck  out  new  sparkles  of  her  own. 
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Such  was  I,  such  by  nature  still  I  am. 

Be  Thine  the  glory  and  be  mine  the  shame. 

Good  life  be  now  my  task  :   my  doubts  arc 

done, 
(What  more  could  fright  my  faith,  than 

Three  in  One  ?) 
Can  I  believe  eternal  God  could  lye       80 
Disguis'd  in  mortal  mold  and  infancy  ? 
That  thegreat  Maker  of  the  world  could  dye? 
And  after  that,  trust  my  imperfect  sense 
Which  calls  in  question  his  omnipotence  ? 
Can  I  my  reason  to  my  faith  compell. 
And  shall  my  sight,  and  touch,  and  taste 

rebell  ? 
Superiour  faculties  are  set  aside. 
Shall  their  subservient  organs  be  my  guide  ? 
Then  let  the  moon  usurp  the  rule  of  day,    89 
And  winking  tapers  shew  the  sun  his  way  ; 
For  what  my  senses  can  themselves  perceive 
I  need  no  revelation  to  believe. 
Can  they,  who  say  the  Host  should  be 

descry'd 
By  sense,  define  a  body  glorify'd  ? 
Impassible,  and  penetrating  parts  ? 
Let  them  declare  by  what  ...ysterious  arts 
He  shot  that  body  through  th'  opposing  , 
might  I 

Of  bolts  and  barrs  impervious  to  the  light,  - 
And  stood  before  his  train  confess'd  in  1 
open  sight.  I 

For  since  thus  wondrously  he  pass'd,  'tis 
plain  ,00 

Une  single  place  two  bodies  did  contain, 
And  sure  the  same  Omnipotence  as  well 
Can  make  one  body  in  more  places  dwell. 
Let  reason  then  at  Her  own  quarry  fly. 
But  how  can  finite  grasp  Infinity  ? 
'Tis  urg'd  again,  that  faith  did  first  com- 
mence 
By  miracles,  which  are  appeals  to  sense, 
And  thence  concluded  that  our  sense  must  be 
The  n.  jtive  still  of  credibility. 
For  latter  ages  must  on  former  wait,       1 10 
And  what  began  belief,  must  propagate. 
But  winnow  well  this  thought,  and  you 
shall  find, 
'lis  lighi  as  chaff  that  flies  before  the  wind. 
Were  all  those  wonders  wrought  by  pow'r 

divine 
As  means  or  ends  of  some  more  deep  design  ? 
Most  sure  as  means,  whose  end  was  this 

alone, 
To  prove  the  god-head  of  th'  eternal  Son. 
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God  thus  asserted  :  man  is  to  believe 
Beyond  what  Sense  and  Reason  can  con- 
ceive. 
And  for  mysterious  things  of  faith  rely 
On  the  Proponent,  heaven's  authority. 
If  then  our  faith  we  for  our  guide  admit, 
Vain  is  the  farther  search  of  human  wit, 
As  when  the  building  gains  a  surer  stay. 
We  take  th'  unuseful  scaffolding  away  : 
Reason  by  sense  no  more  can  understand. 
The  game  is  play'd  into  another  hand. 
Why  chuse  we  then  like  Bilanders  to  creep 
Along  the  coast,  and  land  in  view  to  keep, 
When  safely  we  may   launch  into  the 
deep  ?  ,30 

In  the  same  vessel  which  our  Saviour  bore 
Himself  the  pilot,  let  us  leave  the  shoar,     I 
And  with  a  better  guide  a  better  world  f 
explore.  j 

Could  He  his  god-head  veil  •  "th  flesh  and 

bloud 
And  not  veil  these  again  to  be  our  food  ? 
His  grace  in  both  is  equal  in  extent ; 
The  first  affords  us  life,  the  second  nourish- 
ment. 
And  if  he  can,  why  all  this  frantick  pain    \ 
To  construe  what  his  clearest  words  con- 
tain, I 
And    make   a  riddle  what  He  made  so 
plain  .>                                             140 
To  take  up  half  on  trust,  and  half  to  try, 
Name  it  not  faith,  but  bungling  biggottry. 
Both  knave  and  fool  the  Merchant  we  mav 
call                                                   ' 
To  pay  great  summs  and  to  compound  the 

small. 
For  who  wou'd  break  with  heav'n,  and 

wou'd  not  break  for  all  ?  , 

Rest  then,  my  soul,  from  endless  anguish 

freed  ; 
Nor  sciences  thy  guide,  nor  sense  thy  creed. 
Faith  is  the  best  ensurer  of  thy  bliss ; 
The  Bank  above  must  fail  before  the  venture 

miss. 
But  heav'n  and  heav'n-born  faith 

from  Thee, 
Thou  first  Apostate  to  Divinity. 
Unkennel'd  range  in  thy  Polonian  Plains ; 
A  fiercer  foe  the  insatiate  Wolf  remains. 
Too  boastful  Britain  please  thyself  no 
more. 
That  beasts  of  prey  are  banish'd  from  thy 
shoar  : 


are  far 
>5o 


10  •» 
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The  Bear,  the  Boar,  and  every  salvage  name, 
Wild  in  effect,  tliough  in  appearance  taine, 
Lay  waste  thy  wo(^s,  destroy  thy  blissfull 

bow'r, 
And,  murl'd  though  they  seem,  the  mutes 

devour. 
More  haughty  than  the  rest,  the  wolfish  \ 

race  160 

Appear  with  belly  Gaunt  and  faniish'd  >• 

face :  | 

Never  was  so  deform'd  a  beast  of  Grace.  / 
His  ragged  tail  betwixt  his  leggs  he  wears 
Close  dap'd  for  shame,  but  his  rough  crest 

he  rears, 
And  pricks  up  his  predestinating  ears.        ) 
His  wild  disorder'd  walk,  his  hagger'd  eyes, 
Did  all  the  bestial  citizens  surprize. 
Though  fear'd  and  hated,  yet  he  ruled  awhile, 
As  Captain  or  Companion  of  the  spoil.    169 
Full  many  a  year  his  hatefuU  head  iiad  been 
For  tribute  paid,  nor  since  in  Cambria  seen  : 
The  last  of  all  tte  Litter  scap'd  by  chance. 
And  from  Geneva  first  infested  France. 
Some  Authors  thus  his  Pedigree  will  trace. 
But  others  write  him  of  an  upstart  Race : 
Because  of  Wickliff's  Brood  no  mark  he 

brings 
But  his  innate  Antipathy  to  Kings. 
These  last  deduce  him  from  th'  Helvetian 

kind  178 

Who  near  the  Leman  lake  his  Consort  lin'd. 
That  fi'ry  Zuynglius  first  th*  Affection  bred, 
And  meagre  Calvin  blest  the  Nuptial  Bed. 
In  Israel  some  believe  him  whelp'd  bng  since. 
When  the  proud  Sanhedrim  op- 

press'd  the  Prince,  Vid.Pref. 

Or,  since  he  will  be  Jew,  derive     tn  Heyl. 

him  higher,  ^^'i"-^ 

When  Corah  with  his  Brethren     '*""*• 

did  conspire. 
From  Moyses  Hand  the  Sov'reign  sway  to 

wrest. 
And  Aaron  of  his  Ephod  to  devest : 
Till  opening  Earth  made  way  for  all  to  pass, 
And  cou'd  not  bear  the  Burd'n  of  a  class. 
The  Fox  and  he  came  shuffl'd  in  the  Dark, 
If  ever  they  were  stow'd  in  Noah's  Ark :  191 
Perhaps  not  made  ;  for  all  their  barking  train 
The  Dog  (a  common  species)  will  contain. 
And  some  wild  currs,  who  from  their 

masters  ran. 
Abhorring  the  supremacy  of  man, 
In  woods  and  caves  the  rebel-race  began. 


O  happy  pair,  how  well  have  you  encreas'd. 
What  ills  m  Church  and  State  have  you 

redress'd ! 
With  Teetii  untry'd  and  rudiments  of  Claws, 
Your  first  essay  was  on  your  native  Laws : 
Those  having  torn  with  Ease  and  trampl'd  ^ 

down,  201 

Your  Fangs  you  fasten'd  on  the  miter'd 

Crown, 
And  freed  from  God  and  Monarchy  your 

Town. 
What  though  your  native  kennel  still  be 

small 
Bounded  betwixt  a  Puddle  and  a  Wall, 
Yet  your  Victorious  Colonies  are  sent 
Where  the  North  Ocean  girds  the  Continent. 
Quickncd  with  fire  below,  your  Monsters 

Breed, 
In  Fenny  Holland  and  in  fruitful  Tweed. 
And  like  the  first  the  last  effects  to  be    310 
Drawn  to  the  dreggs  of  a  Democracy. 
As,  where  in  Fields  the  fairy  rounds  are 

seen, 
A  rank  sow'r  herbage  rises  on  the  Green  ; 
So,  springing  where  these  raid-night  Elves 

advance. 
Rebellion  Prints  the  Foot-steps  of  the  Dance. 
Sut"   are  their  Doctrines,  such  contempt ' 

they  show 
To  Heaven  above,  and  to  their  Prince 

below,  j 

As  none  but  Traytors  and  Blasphemers 

know.  J 

God,  like  the  Tyrant  of  the  Skies  is  plac'd, 
And  Kings,  like  slaves,  beneath  the  Crowd 

debas'd.  220 

So  fulsome  is  their  food  that  Flocks  refuse 
To  bite ;  an-  only  Dogs  for  Physick  use. 
As,  where  the   Lightning  runs  along   the 

Ground, 
No  husbandry  can  heal  the  blasting  Wound, 
Nor  bladed  Grass  nor  bearded  Corn  succeeds, 
But  Scales  of  Scurf,  and  Putrefaction  breeds : 
Such  Warrs,  such  Waste,  such  fiery  tracks  of 

Dearth 
Their  Zeal  has  left,  and  such  a  teemless 

Earth. 
But  as  the  Poisons  of  the  deadliest  kind 
Are  to  their  own  unhappy  Coasts  confin'd, 
As  only  Indian  Shades  of  sight  deprive,  231 
And Magick Plants  will  but  in  Colckof  thrive; 
So  Presby'try  and  Pestilential  Zeal 
Can  only  flourish  in  a  Common-weal. 
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I^ 


From  Celtique  Woods  U  chased  the  wolfish 
Crew ; 

But  ah !  some  Pity  e'en  to  Brutes  is  due. 
Their  native  Walks,  methinks,  they  might 


enjoy, 
Curb'd  of  their  native  Malice  to  destroy. 
Of  all  the  Tyrannies  on  humane  kind      239 
The  worst  is  that  which  Persecutes  the  mind 
Let  us  but  weigh  at  what  offence  we  strike, 
lis  but  because  we  cannot  think  alike. 
In  punishing  of  this,  we  overthrow 
The  Laws  of  Nations  and  of  Nature  too 
Beasts  are  the  Subjects  of  Tyrannick  sway, 
Where  still  the  stronger  on  the  weaker  Prey 
Man  only  uf  a  softer  mold  is  made  ; 
Not  for  his  Fellows  ruine,  but  their  Aid. 
Created  kind,  beneficent  and  free, 
The  noble  Image  of  the  Deity.  250 

One  Portion  of  informing  Fire  was  giv'n 
To  Brutes,  the  Inferiour  Family  of  Heav'n  • 
llie  Smith  Divine,  as  with  a  careless  Beat, 
.Struck  out  the  mute  Creation  at  a  Heat  • 
But  when  arriv'd  at  last  to  humane  Race, 
The  Godhead  took  a  deep  considering  space  : 
And,  to  distinguish  Man  from  all  the  rest, 
I  iilock  d  the  sacred  Treasures  of  his  Brsast : 
And  Mercy  mixt  with  reason  did  impart. 
One  to  his  Head,  the  other  to  his  Heart : 
Reason  to  Rule,  but  Mercy  to  forgive  :  261 
Tlie  first  is  Law,  the  last  Prerogative. 
And   like   his   Mind    his   outward   form  \ 

appear'd 
When  issuing   Naked   to  the   wondring 
Herd,  ^ 

He  charm'd  their  Eyes,  and  for  they  lov'd 

they  fear'd. 
Not  arm'd  with  horns  of  arbitrary  might. 
Or  Claws  to  seize  their  furry  spoils  in  Fight 
Or  with  increase  of  Feet  t^o'ertake  'em  in 

their  flight. 
Of  easie  shajw,  and  pliant  ev'ry  way, 
^onies^ing  still  the  softness  of  his  Clay, 
And  kind  as  Kings  upon  their  Coronation- 
day:  2-,, 
With  open  Hands,  and  with  extended  space 
Of  Arms  to  satisfy  a  large  embrace. 
1  bus  kneaded  up  with  Milk,  the  new  made 
Man 

His  KJMgdoni  o'er  hb  Kindred  world  began  : 
lill  Ki.owledg  mis-apply'd,  mis-understood. 
And  pride  of  Empire  sour'd  his  Balmy  Blood! 
Then  first  rebelling,  his  own  stamp  he  coins  ; 
l^c  Murth  rer  Cain  was  latent  in  his  Loins  • 


And  Blood  began  its  first  and  loudest  Cry 
For  difl'ring  worship  of  the  Deity.  281 

Thus  persecution  rose,  and  farther  Space 
Produc'd  the  mighty  hunter  of  his  Race.    ■ 
Not  so  the  blessed  Pan  his  flock  encreased, 
Content  to  fold  'em  from  the  famish'd  Beast : 
MUd  were  his  laws ;  the  Sheep  and  harmless 

Hind 
Were  never  of  the  persecuting  kind. 
Such  pity  now  the  pious  Pastor  shows, 
Such  mercy  from  the  British  Lyon  flows. 
That  both  provide  protection  for  their 
foes.  jQQ 

„,ph.*>appy  Regions,  Jiafy  and  Spain, 
VVhich  never  did  those  monsters  entertain  ! 
The  Wol/e,  the  Bear,  the  Boar,  can  there 

advance 
No  native  claim  of  just  inheritance. 
And  self  preserving  laws,  severe  in  show, 
May  guard  their  fences  from  th'  invading  foe. 
Where  birth  has  plac'd  'em,  let  'em  afely 

share 
The  common  benefit  of  vital  air ; 
Themselves  unharmful,  let  them  live  un- 

harm'd ; 
Their  jawsdisabl'd,and  their  claws  disarm'd: 
Here,  only  in  nocturnal  bowlings  bold,    301 
They  dare  not  seize  the  Hind  nor  leap  the 

fold. 
More  pow'rful,  and  as  vigilant  as  they, 
The  Lyon  awfully  forbids  the  prey. 
Their  rage  repress'd,  though  pinch'd  with 

famine  sore. 
They  stand  aloof,  and  tremble  at  his  roar  ; 
Much  IS  their  hunger,  but  their  fear  is 
more. 

These  are  the  chief ;  to  number  o'er  the 
rest 
And  stand,  like  Adam,  naming  ev'ry  beast, 
Were  weary  work ;  nor  will  the  Muse  des- 
cribe 2,,, 
A  slimy-born  and  sun-begotten  Tribe : 
Who,far  from  stceplesandtheirsacrcd  sound. 
In  fields  their  sullen  conventicles  found  : 
These  gross,  half  animated  lumps  I  leave  ; 
Nor  can  I  think  what  thoughts  they  cai 

conceive. 
But  if  they  think  at  all,  'tis  sure  no  high'r 
Than  matter,  put  in  motion,  may  aspire. 
Souls  that  can  scarce  ferment  their  mass 

of  clay  ; 
So  drossy,  so  divisible  are  They,  310 

As  wou'd  but  serve  pure  bodies  for  allay  : 
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Such  souls  as  Shards  produce,  such  beetle 

things 
As  onl/  buz  to  heaven  w'th  cv'nin}»  wings  ; 
Strike  in  the  dark,  oflcnding  but  by  chance, 
Such  are  the  blind-fold  blows  of  ignorance. 
They  know  not  beings,  and  but  hate  a  name. 
To  them  the  Hind  and  Panther  are  the  same. 
/  The  Panther  sure  the  noblest,  next  the 
Hind.  327 

',  And  fairest  creature  of  the  spotted  kind  : 
\0h,  could  her  in-born  stains  be  wash'd  away, 
Bhe  were  too  good  to  be  a  beast  of  Prey  ! 
How  can  I  praise,  or  blame,  and  not  offend, 
Or  how  divide  the  frailty  from  the  friend  ? 
Her  faults  and  vertues  lye  so  mix'd,  that  she 
Nor  wholly  stands  condemn'd  nor  wholly  free. 
Then,  like  her  injured  Lyon,  let  me  speak. 
He  cannot  bend  her,  and  he  would  not  break. 
Unkind  already,  and  estrang'd  in  part, 
The  Wolfe  begins  to  share  her  wandring 

heart. 
Though  unpolluted  yet  with  actual  ill. 
She  half  commits,  who  sins   but   in   Her 
will.  340 

If,  as  our  dreaming  Platonisls  report, 
There  could  be  spirits  of  a  middle  sort, 
To-i  black  for  heav'n,  and  yet  too  white  for 

hell. 
Who  just  dropt  half-way  done, nor  lower  fell; 
So  pois'd,  so  gently  she  descends  from  high. 
It  seems  a  soft  dismission  from  the  skie. 
Her  house  not  ancient,  whatsoe'er  pretence 
Her  clergy  Heraulds  make  in  her  defence. 
.\  second  century  not  half-way  run 
Since  the  new  honours  of  her  blood  begun. 
A  Lyon  old,  obscene,  and  furious  made  351 
By  lust,  compress'd  her  mother  in  a  shade. 
Then  by  a  left-hand  marr' age  weds  the  Dame, 
Covering  adult'ry  with  a  specious  name : 
So  schism  begot ;  and  sacrilege  and  she, 
A  well-match'd  pair,  got  graceless  heresie. 
God's  and  Kings  rebels  have  the  same  good 

cause. 
To  trample  down  divine  and  humane  laws  : 
Bjth  would  be  call'd  Reformers,  and  their 

hate, 
Alike  destructive  both  to  Church  and  State  : 
The  fruit  proclaims  the  plant ;  a  lawless  ^ 
Prince  3^1  i 

By  luxury  reform'd  incontinence,  f 

By  ruins,  charity  ;  by  riots  abstinence,      j 


.U4  (loi'fli*.  down,  itihich  the  editors  give. 


Confessions,  fasts  and  penance  set  aside ; 
Oh  with  what  ease  we  follow  such  a  guide ! 
Where  souls  are  starv'd  and  senses  grati- 

fy'd ! 
Where  marr'age  pleasures  midnight  pray'r^ 

supply. 
And  mattm  bells  (a  melancholy  cry) 
Are  tun'd  to  merrier  notes,  encrease  and 

multiply. 

Religion  shows  a  Rosie  colour'd  face,  370  \ 
Not  hatter'd  out  with  drudging  works  of  [ 
grace ;  1 

A  down-hill  Reformation  rolls  apace.  ) 

What  flesh  and   blood  wou'd  croud    the 

narrow  gate. 
Or,  till  they  waste  their  pamper'd  paunches,  j 

wait  ? 
All  wou'd  be  happy  at  the  cheapest  rate. 
Though  our  lean  faith  these  rigid  laws  has 
giv'n, 
The  full  fed  Musulman  goes  fat  to  heav'n  ; 
For  his  Arabian  Prophet  with  delights 
Of  sense,  allur'd  his  eastern  Proselytes. 
The  jolly  Luther,  reading  him,  began       380 
T'  interpret  Scriptures  by  his  .  Mcoran  ; 
To  grub  the  thorns  beneath  our  tender  feet 
And  make  the  paths  of  Paradise  more  sweet : 
Bethought  him  of  a  wife,  e'er  half  way  gone, 
(For  'twas  uneasie  travailing  alone,) 
.\nd  in  this  masquerade  of  mirth  and  love, 
Mistook  the  bliss  of  heav'n  for  Bacchanals 

above. 
Sure  he  presum'd  of  praise,  who  came  to 

stock 
Th'  etherial  pastures  with  so  fair  a  flock  ; 
Burnish'd,  and  bat'ning  on  their  food,  to 
show  390 

The  diligence  of  carefull  herds  below. 
Our  Panthet,  though  like  these  she  chang'tl 
her  head, 
Yet,  as  the  mistress  of  a  monarch's  bed, 
Her  front  erect  with  majesty  she  bore. 
The  Crozier  wielded  and  the  Miter  wore. 
Her  upper  part  of  decent  discipline 
Shew'd  affectation  of  an  ancient  line  : 
And  fathers,  councils,  church  and  churcli's 

head, 
Were  on  her  reverend  Phylacteries  read. 
But  what  disgrac'd  and  disavow'd  the  rc<;t 
Was  Calvin's  brand,  that  stigmatiz'd  the 
beast.  4<" 

Thus,  like  a  creature  of  a  double  kind. 
In  her  own  labyrinth  she  lives  confin'd. 
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To  foreign  lands  no  sound  of  Her  is  come, 
Humbly  content  to  be  despis'd  at  home. 
Sucli  is  her  faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had, 
At  least  she  leaves  the  refuse  of  the  bad. 
Nice  in  her  choice  of  ill,  though  not  of 

best. 
And  least   deform'd,  because  reform'd  the 

least. 
In  doubtful   points   betwixt   her   difi'ring 

friends,  4,0 

Where  one  for  substance,  one  for  sign  con- 
tends. 
Their  contradicting  terms  she  strives  to  joyn 
Sign  shall  be  substance,  substance  shall' be 

sign. 
A  real  presence  all  her  sons  allow, 
And  yet  'tis  flat  Idolatry  to  bow. 
Because  the  God-head's  there  they  know 

not  how.  , 

Her  Novices  are  taught  that  bread  and  \ 

wine 
Are  but  the  visible  and  outward  sign,    418 
Receiv'd  by  those  who  in  communion  joyr . 
But  th'  inward  grace  or  the  thing  signi     J, 
His  blood  and  body  who  to  save  us  dy'd. 
The  faithful  this  thing  signify'd  receive. 
What  is't   those  faithful  then  partake  or 

leave  ? 
For  what  is  signify'd  and  understood, 
Is,  by  her  own  confession,  flesh  and  blood. 
Then,  by   the  same  acknowledgment,   we 

know 
Tliey  take  the  sign,  and  take  the  substance 

too. 
Tlie  lit'ral  sense  is  hard  to  flesh  and  blood. 
But  nonsense  never  can  be  understood. 

Her  wild  belief  on  ev'ry  wave  is  tost,  430 
But  sure  no  Church  can  better  morals  boast. 
True  to  her  King  her  principles  are  found  ; 
Oh  that  her  practice  were  but  half  so  sound  ! 
Stedfast  in  various  turns  of  state  she  stood, 
And  seal'd  her  vow'd   affection    with   her 

blood; 
Nor  will  I  meanly  tax  her  constancy. 
That  int'rest  or  obligement  made  the  tye, 
(Hound  to  the  fate  of  murdr'd  Monarchy  :) 
(Before  the  sounding  Ax  so  falls  the  Vine, 
Whose  tender  branches  round  the  Poplar 

l«ine.)  440 

She  chose  her  ruin,  and  resign'd  her  life. 
In  death  undaunted  as  an  Indian  wife  : 
A  rare  example :   But  some  souls  we  see 
Grow  hard,  and  stiffen  with  adversitv  : 


Yet  these  by  fortunes  favours  are  undone, 
Kesolv'd  into  a  baser  form  they  run. 
And  bore  the  wind,  but  cannot  bear  the 

sun. 
Let  this  be  natures  frailty  or  her  fate, 
Or/jgri»i'i*counscl,her  new  chosen     «  j-^^ 
tnate ;  Wol/*. 

Still  she's  the  fairest  of  the  fallen 
Crew,  450 

No  mother  more  indulgent  but  the  true. 

Fierce  to  her  foes,yet  fears  her  force  to  try, 
Because  she  wants  innate  auctority  ; 
For  how  can  she  constrain  them  to  obey 
Who  has  her  self  cast  off  the  lawful  sway  ? 
Rebellion  equals  all,  and  those  who  toil 
In  common  theft,  will  share  the  common 

spoil. 
Let  her  produce  the  title  and  the  right 
Against  her  old  superiours  first  to  fight ; 
If  she  reform  by  Text,  ev'n  that's  as  plain 
For  her  own  Rebels  to  reform  again.       461 
As  long  as  words  a  difl'rent  sense  will  bear, 
And  each  may  be  his  own  Interpreter, 
Our  ai'ry  faith  will  no  foundation  find 
The  word's  a  weathercock  for  ev'ry  w  ind  : 
The  Bear,  the  Fox,  the  Wolje  by  turns  prevail, 
The  most  in  now'r  supplies  the  present  gale. 
The  wretched  Panther  crys  aloud  for  aid 
To  church  and  councils,  whom  she  first 
betray'd ;  469 

No  help  from  Fathers  or  traditions  train 
Those  ancient  guides  she  taught  ustodisdain. 
And  by  that  scripture  which  she  once  abus'd 
To  Reformation,  stands  herself  accus'd. 
What  bills  for  breach  of  laws  can  she  prefer. 
Expounding  which  she  owns  her  self  may  err  ? 
And,  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  try'd,  \ 
If  doubts  arise,  she  slips  herself  aside         I 
And  leaves  the  private  conscience  for  the  f 
guide.  j 

If  then  that  conscience  set  th'  offender  free. 
It  bars  h.-r  claim  to  church  auctority.     480 
How  can  she  censure,  or  what  crime  pretend. 
But  Scripture  may  be  constru'd  to  defend  ? 
Ev'n  those  whom  for  rebellion  she  transmits 
To  civil  pow'r,  her  doctrine  first  acquits  ; 
Because  no  disobedience  can  ensue. 
Where  no  submission  to  a  Judge  is  due  ; 
Each  judging  for  himself,  by  her  consent. 
Whom  thus  absolv'd  she  sends  to  punish- 
ment. 
Suppose  the  Magistrate  revenge  her  cause, 
'Tis  only  for  transgressing  humane  laws.  490 
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How  answ'ring  to  its  end  a  church  is  made, 
Whose  pow'r  is  but  tocounsei  and  perswade  ? 
O  solid  rock,  on  which  secure  she  stands  ! 
Eternal  house,  not  built  with  mortal  hands  ! 
Oh  sure  defence  against  th'  infernal  gate, 
A  patent  during  pleasure  of  the  state  ! 
Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  lov'd  nor 

fear'd. 
A  mere  mock  Queen  of  a  divided  Herd  ; 
Whom  soon  by  lawful  pow'r  she  might  con- 
troll, 
Her  self  a  part  submitted  to  the  whole.  500 
Then,  as  the  Moon  who  first  receives  the  light 
Dy  which  she  makesour  nether  regions  bright. 
So  might  she  shine,  reflecting  from  afa> 
The  rays  she  borrowed  from  a  better  Star  : 
Big  with  the  beams  which  from  her  mother 

flow 
And  reigning  o'er  the  rising  tides  below  : 
Now,  mixing  with  a  salvage  croud,  she  goes, 
And  meanly  flatters  her  iiivet'rate  foes, 
Rul'd  while  she  r.iles,  and  losing  ev'ry  hour 
Her  wretched  remnants  of  precarious  pow'r. 
One  evening,  while  the  cooler  shade  she 

sought,  511 

Revolving  many  a  melancholy  thought, 
Alone  she  walk'd,  and  look'd  around  in  vain, 
Wit'.i  ruful  visage  for  her  vanish'd  train  : 
None  of  her  sylvan  subjects  made  their  court; 
Levels  and  couche^s  pass'd  without  resort. 
So  hardly  can  Usurpers  manage  well 
Those  whom  they  first  instructed  to  rebel : 
More  liberty  begets  desire  of  more. 
The  hunger  still  encreases  with  the  store. 
Without  respect  they  brush'd  along  the  \ 

wood,  521  I 

Eacii  in  his  clan,  and  fill'd  with  loathsome  . 

food,  I 

Ask'd  no  permission  to  the  neighb'ring  I 

flood.  / 

The  Panther,  full  of  inward  discontent. 
Since  they  wou'd  goe,bifure  'em  wisely  went: 
Supplying  want  of  pow'r  by  drinking  first, 
As  if  she  gave  *em  leave  to  quench  their 

thirst. 
Among  the  rest,  the  Hind,  with  fearful  fare 
Beheld  from  far  the  common  wat'ring-plice, 
Nor  durst  approach ;    till  with  an  awful 

roar  530 

The  sovereign  Lyon  bad  her  fear  no  more. 
Encourag'd  thus,  she  brought  her  younglings 

nigh. 
Watching  the  motions  of  her  Patron's  eye, 


And  drank  a  sober  draught ;  the  rest  amaz'd 
Stood  mutely  still, and  on  the  stranger  gaz'd: 
Siirvey'd  her  part  by  part,  and  sought  to  v 

find 
The  ten-horn'd  monster  in  the  harmless  - 

Hind, 
Suchasthe  H'o//«andP<infA«rhaddesign'd:  / 
They  thought  at  first  they  dream'd,  for  'twas 

offence  539 

With  them,  to  question  certitude  of  sense. 
Their  guide  in  faith  ;    but  nearer  when 

they  drew. 
And  had  the  faultless  object  full  in  view, 
Lord,  how  they  all  admir'd  her  heav'niy 

hiew  ! 
Some,  who  before  her  fellowship  disdain'd. 
Scarce,  and  but  scarce,  from  mborn  rage 

rcstrain'd. 
Now  frisk'd  about  her  and  old  kindred 

feign'd. 
Whether  for  love  or  int'rest,  every  sect 
Of  all  the  salvage  nation  shew'd  respect : 
The  Vice-roy  Panther  could  not  awe  the 

herd,  s^i} 

The  more  the  company  the  less  they  fear'd. 
The  surly  Wolfe  with  secret  envy  burst. 
Yet  cou  d  not  howl,  the  Hind  had  seen 

him  first : 
But  what  he  dur^i  a.     jpeak,  the  Panther 

durst. 

For  when  the  herd  suHis'd,  did  late  repair 
To  ferney  heaths  and  to  their  forest  lare. 
She  made  a  mannerly  excuse  to  stay. 
Proffering  the  Hind  to  wait  her  half  the  way : 
That  since  the  Skie  was  clear,  an  hour  of  talk 
Might  help  her  to  beguile  the  tedious  walk. 
With  much  good-will  the  motion  was  em- 

brac'd,  560 

To  chat  a  while  on  their  adventures  pass  d : 
Nor  had  the  grateful  Hind  so  soon  forgot 
Her  friend  and  fellow-suff'rer  in  the  plot. 
Yet  wondring  how  of  late  she  grew  estrang'tl, 
Her  forehead  cloudy  and  her  count'nanre 

chang'd, 
She  thought  this  hour  th'  occasion  would 

present 
To  learn  her  secret  cause  of  discontent. 
Which,  well  she  hop'd,  might  be  with  ease| 

redress  d,  I 

Considering  Her  a  well-bred  civil  beast,  j 
A  nd  more  a  Gentlewoman  than  the  rest .  570 ' 
After  some  common  talk  what  rumours  ran, 
The  Lady  of  the  spotted-muff  began. 
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Dame,  said  the  Panlher,  times  arc  mended 
well  i 

ii"**J*^*  "'"°"S  '•'«  PhilisliHfs  you  MI. 
The  Toils  were  pitch'd,  a  spacious  tract  of  I 
ground 

With  expert   Huntsmen   was  encompass'd 
round ;  ' 

The   Enclosure    narrow'd ;     the   sagacious 
now  r 

Of  Hounds,  and  Death  drew  nearer,  ev'rv 

Hour.  ' 

■Tis  true,  the  younger  Lyon  scap'd  the  snare. 

But  all  your  priestly  Calves  lay  strugling 

As  sacrifices  on  their  Altars  laid  ;  n 

VVIiile  you  their  careful  mother  wisely  fled 
Not  trusting  destiny  to  save  your  head. 
For,  whate'er  Promises  you  have  apply'd 
To  your  unfailing  Church,  the  surer  side 
Is  lour  fair  Leggs  in  danger  to  provide. 
And  whate  er  tales  of  Peter's  Chair  you  tell 
ift  saving  Reverence  of  the  Miracle, 
The  better  luck  was  yours  to  'scape  so  well. 

As  I  remember,  said  the  sober  Hind, 
Ihose  Toils  were  for  your  own  dear  self 
designd, 

Aswell  asme;  and  with  the  self  samethrow.lT 
To  catch  the  Quarry  and  the  Vermin  too.  [ 
(Forgive  the  sland'rous  Tongues  that  call'd  ( 
you  so.)  j 

.Howe'er  you  take  it  now,  the  common  Cry 
Then  ran  you  down  for  vour  rank  Loyalty  • 

IB«.des  in  Popery  they  thought  you  nurst.' 

,(^ev.l  tongues  will  ever  speak  the  worst.) 
Because  some  forms,  and  ceremonies  some 

pou  kept,  and  stood  in  the  main  question 
dumb. 

|Dutnb  you  were  born  indeed  ;  but  thinking 

le  Test,  it  seems,  at  last  has  loos'd  your 

tongue. 
iRd,  to  explain  what  your  forefathers  meai^*! 
^- rea  presence  in  the  Sacrament, 
Alter  long  fencing  push'd  against  a  wall.)  1 
V  our  Mfoo  comes,  that  he's  not  there  at  all: 
l^we  chang'd  your  faith,  and  what  may 
change  may  fall.  ' 


Who  can  believe  what  varies  every  day 
Nojr  ever  was,  nor  will  be  at  a  stay  ?  ^ 

•         to  tell  ""'*'  **""  *'''  tongue  untruths 

u!i\  ^^T\V  °*"H'"y  ^"  '"fallible. 
Reply  d  the  Panther  ;  gr^nt  such  Presence 

Yet  in  your  sense  I  never  own'd  it  there. '"' 
A  Ttalvertue  we  by  faith  receive, 
And  that  we  in  the  sacrament  believe. 

Not  only  Jesuits  can  equivocate  ; 

IZJ^'i'vA  riL"°*  •*"  ^^"^^J  expound, 
From  Solid  Substance  dwindles  to  a  Sound. 
Methinks  an  Esop's  fable  you  repeat ; 
You  know  who  took  the  Shacfew  tot  the 

i*]63t  I 

^°"  wS"""'"  ""^ta""  thus  you  change  at 
And  yet  retain  your  former  figure  still.      ^"^ 
I  Jrcely  grant  you  spoke  to  save  your  Life 
For  then  you  lay  beneath  the  Butchers  Knife 
bore""*  yo"  fought,  redoubi'd  Batt'ry 
But,  after  all,  against  your  self  you  swore  • 
IrJLtT'  ^"'J°'  r'^y  Hour  your  fom 

Thus  Fearand  Int'rest  will  prevail  with  some, 

Thi   P^'.r"^  *^f  P"*  °^  Martyrdom.      ' 

repfT       ^""^  *'   this,  and   thus 

Sfi^'fu  r'^y  ""■  "^^  "«^"  yet  deny'd.^" 
«ut,  If  that  common  principle  be  true. 
The  Cannon,  Dame,  is  level'd  full  at  you. 
Out,  shunning  long  disputes.  I  fain  wou'd  see 
That  wond'rous  Wight,  infallibility. 
Is  he  from  Heav'n  this  mighty  Champion 

come  "^ 

Or  lodg'd  below  in  subterranean  Rome  ? 

Rare'  somewhere,  and  derive  his 

Or  else  conclude  that  nothing  has  no  place. 

Ca^no!?'""""'  ^'"'''"''  ^"-  '*"'  other*  giv 
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Suppose,  (though  I  disown  it,)  said  the 

Hind,  JO 

The  certain  Mansion  were  not  yet  assign'd, 
The  doubtful  residence  no  proof  can  bring 
Against  the  plain  existence  of  the  thing. 
Because  Philosophers  may  disagree,  \ 

If  sight  b'  emission  or  reception  be,  [ 

Shall  it  be  thence  infer'd  I  do  not  see  ?      ' 
But  you  req-!re  an  Answer  positive. 
Which  yet,  when  I  oemand,  you  dare  not 

give; 
For  Fallacies  in  Universals  live. 
I  then  affirm  that  this  unfailing  guide      80 
In  Pope  and  gen'ral  Councils  must  reside  ; 
Both  lawful,  both  combin'd ;    what  one 

decrees 
By  numerous  Votes,  the  other  Ratifies : 
On  this  undoubted  Sense  the  Church  relics. 
'Tis  true  some  Doctors  in  a  scantier  space, 
I  mean  in  each  apart  contract  the  Place. 
Some,  who  to  greater  length  extend  the 

Line, 
The  Churches  after  acceptation  join. 
This  last  Circumference  appears  too  wide, 
The  Church  diffus'd  is  by  the  Council  ty'd  ; 
As  members  by  their  Representatives       91 
Oblig'd  to  Laws  which  Prince  and  Senate 

gives: 
Thus  some  contract,  and  some  enlarge  the 

space ; 
In  Pope  and  Council  who  denies  the  place. 
Assisted  from  above  with  God's  unfailing 

grace  ? 

Those  Canons  all  the  needful  points  contain  ; 
Their  sense  so  obvious,  and  their  words  so 

plain, 
That  no  disputes  about  the  doubtful  Text 
Have,  hitherto,  the  lab' ring  world  perplex'd : 
If  any  shou'd  in  after  times  anpear,        100 
New  Councils  must  be  call'd,  to  make  the 

meaning  clear. 
Because  in  them  the  pow'r  supreme  resides  ; 
And  all  the  promises  are  to  the  Guides. 
This  may  be  taught  with  sound  and  safe 

Defence : 
But  mark  how  sandy  is  y(      own  pretence, 
Who,  setting  Councils,  Pope,  and  Church 

aside. 
Are  ev'ry  Man  his  own  presuming  Guide. 
The  sacred  Books,  you  say,  are  full  and  plain, 
And  ev'ry  needful  point  of  Truth  contain  ; 
All  who  can  read,  Interpreters  may  be :  1 10 
Thus  though  your  several  Churches  disagree, 


Yet  ev'ry  Saint  has  to  himself  alone 
The  Sec  '.  of  thb  Philosophick  Stone. 
Tliese  Prmciples  your  jarring  Sects  unite, 
When  difi'ring  Doctors  and  Disciples  fight. 
Though    Luther,    Zuinglius,    Calvin,    holy 

Chiefs, 
Have  made  a  Battel  Royal  of  Beliefs ; 
Or  like  wild  Horses  sev'ral  ways  have  whirl'd 
The    tortur'd    Text    about    the   Christian 

World  ; 
Each  Jehu  lashing  on  with  furious  force,  1 30 
That  Turh  or  Jew  cou'd  not  have  us'd  it 

worse. 
No  matter  what  dissension  leaders  make 
Where  ev'ry  private  man  majr  save  a  stake : 
Kul'd  by  the  Scripture  and  his  own  advice, 
Each  has  a  blind  byp*'''  ♦o  Paradise  ; 
Where  driving  in  a  Circle  slow  or  fast, 
Opposing  Sects  are  sure  to  meet  at  last. 
A  wondrous  charity  you  have  in  Store       | 
For  all  reform'd  to  pass  the  narrow  Door :  [ 
So  much,  that  Mahomet  had  scarcely  more. ) 
For   h»,  kind  Prophet,  was  for  damning 

none,  131 

But  Christ  and  Moyses  were  to  save  their 

own: 
Himself  was  to  secure  his  chosen  race. 
Though  reason  good  for  Turks  to  take  the 

place. 
And  he  allow'd  to  be  the  better  man 
In  virtue  of  his  holier  Alcoran. 

True,  said  the  Panther,  I ''  -11  ne'er  deny 
My  Breth'ren  may  be  sav'd  >  •  *ell  as  I : 
Though  Huguenots  contem    ?  .r  ordination, 
Succession,  ministerial  vo      on,  140 

And  Luther,  more  mistaki.  ^  what  he  read, 
Misjoins  the  sacred  Body  with  the  Bread  ; 
Yet,  Lady,  still  remember  I  maintain 
The  Word  in  needfuU  points  is  only  plain. 
Needless  or  needful  I  not  now  contend. 
For  still  you  have  a  loophole  for  a  friend, 
(Rejoyn'd  the  Matron)  but  the  rule  you  'ay  v 
Has  led  whole  flocks  and  leads  them  still 

astray 
In  weighty  points,  and  full  damnation's 

way. 

For  did  not  Arius  first,  Socinus  now       150 
The  Son's  eternal  god-head  disavow. 
And  did  not  these  by  Gospel  Texts  alone 
Condemn  our  doctrme,  and  maintain  their 

own  ? 
Have  not  all  hereticks  the  same  pretence. 
To  plead  the  Scriptures  in  their  own  defence  ? 
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How  did  the  Nienu  council  then  decide 
That  strong  debate,  was  it  by  Scripture 

try'd  ? 
No  sure  to  those  the  Rebel  would  not  yield, 
Squadron*  of  Texts  he  marshal'd  in  the  field  ; 
That  was  but  civil  war,  an  equal  set,      160 
Where  Piles  with  piles,  and  Ef^les  Eagles 

met. 

With  Texts  point-blank  and  plain  he  fac'd 

the  Foe : 
And  did  not  Salhan  tempt  our  Saviour  so  ? 
The  good  old  Uisiiof>s  took  a  simpler  way, 
fcach  ask  d  but  what  he  heard  his  Father  say, 
Or  how  he  was  instructed  in  his  youth. 
And  by  tradition's  force  upheld  the  truth. 
The  Panther  smii'd  at  this,  and  when,  said 
she. 
Were  those  first  Councils  disallow'd  by  me  > 
Or  where  did  I  at  sure  tradition  strike,  170 
I'rovided  still  it  were  Apostolick  ? 
Friend,  said  the  Hind,  you  quit  your  former 

ground. 
Where  all  your  faith  you  did  on  Scripture 

found. 
Now,  'tis  tradition  joined  with  holy  writ ; 
But  thus  your  memor>  betrays  your  wit. 
Ijo,  said  the  Panther,  for  in  that  I  view 
nlien  your  tradition's  forg'd,  and  when  'tis 

true. 
I  set  'em  by  the  rule,  and  as  they  square 
Or  deviate  from  undoubted  doctrine  there, 
TJisOral  fiction,  that  old  Faith  declare.  180 , 
(Hmrf.)    The  CouncU  steered,  it  seems,  a 

dilTrent  course. 
They  try'd  the  Scripture  by  tradition's  force ; 
But  you  tradition  by  the  Scripture  try  ; 
Pursu  d,  by  sects,  from  thU  to  that  you  fly, 
«or  dare  on  one  foundation  to  rely. 
The  Word  is  then  depos'd,  and  in  this  view 
V  ou  rule  the  Scripture,  not  the  Scripture  you. 
Thus  said  the  Dame,  and,  smiling,  thus  pur- 
su d,  "  t 

I  &ee  tradition  then  is  disallow'd. 
When  not  evinc'd  by  Scripture  to  be  true. 
And  bcripture,  as  interpreted  by  you.     101 
Bu  here  you  tread  upon  unfaithfull  ground  ; 

I  {.!?'?*«  you  cou  d  infallibly  expound: 
WTiich  you  reject  as  odious  Poptry. 

I  rtnd  throw  that  doctrine  back  with  scorn 
on  mc. 


Hut 


•58  tho«]  Bro^gklom,  SMi,  and  otktrt  five 


Supple  we  on  things  traditive  divide. 
And  both  appeal  to  Saipture  to  decide  : 
By  various  texts  we  both  uphold  our  claim 
Nay,  often  ground  our  titles  on  the  same : 
Alter  long  labour  lost,  and  times  expence. 
Both  grant  the  words  and  quarrel  for  the 

Thus  all  disputes  for  ever  must  depend  ; 
tot  no  dumb  rule  can  controversies  end. 
Thus  when  you  said  tradition  must  be  try'd 
By  Sacred  Writ,  whose  sense  your  KlCes 
decide. 

You  said  no  more,  but  that  your  selves 

must  be 
The  judges  of  the  Scripture  sense,  not  we. 
Against  our  church  tradition  you  declare. 
And  yet  your  Clerks  would  sit  in  Moy$e$ 

At  least  'tis  prov'd  against  your  argument? 
The  rule  IS  far  from  plain,  where  all  dissent. 
/D  i"°j  V  Scriptures,  how  can  we  be  sure, 
(Replied  the  Panther)  what  tradition's  pure  ? 
tor  you  may  palm  upon  us  new  for  old. 
All  as  they  say,  that  glitters  is  not  gold, 
ow  but  by  following  her,  repl>  '  the 
dame,  ^ 

To  whom  deriv'd  from  sire  to  son  they  came : 
Where  ev  ry  age  do's  on  another  move. 
And  trusts  no  farther  than  the  next  above  ; 
Where  all  the  rounds  like  Jacob's  ladder 
rise,  •'  jj^ 

The  lowest  hid  in  earth,  the  topmost  in  t.he 
skycs  ? 
Sternly  the  salvage  did  her  answer  mark. 

An^*^    -^i'"^  ^y^'J?*"*  .K""'""E  in  the  dark, 
And  said  but  this,  since  lucre  was  your 
trade. 

Succeeding  times  such  drcadfull  gaps  have 
made 

Tis  dangerous  climbing :   to  your  sons  and 

you 
I  Iraye  the  ladder,  and  its  omen  too. 
(Hind.)    The  Panther's  breath  was  ever 

lam  d  for  sweet. 
But  from  the  Wolf  such  wishes  oft  I  meet : 
Vou  learn  d  this  language  from  the  blatant 

Or  rather  did  not  speak,  but  were  possess'd. 
As  for  your  answer,  'tis  but  barely  um'd  : 
\ou  must  evince  tradition  to  be  forg'd  : 
Produce  plain  proofs ;  unble,  ished  authors 
use 

As  ancient  as  those  ages  they  accuse  ; 
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Till  when  'tb  not  Miffk-mit  »  /  defame  : 

An  old  possr««ion  stands,  i,l|  Elder  qiiitts 

the  claim. 
Then  for  our  int're»t.  whi<li  i.  nam'd  alone 
To  load  with  envy,  we  rct.rt  your  own. 
For  when  traditiorts  in  yo  r  (acc^  fly,      J40 
KeMlvinK  not  to  yield,  von  im    1  decry  : 
A»  when  the  canst'  ^och  hard,  t'l    ■  uilty  man 


u 


Ic: 
>'.  spent 
p    lent. 

•it!i  iirs 


Exceiits  and  thins  his  juv  .»!!       ran  , 
So  when  you  ^tand  of  ot'i  r  aid  I    'cft, 
You  to  the  twelve  Ana*',   .  \   di'l  ,<  left. 
Vour  friend  the  Wolfe  d  -i        h  v  re  craft 

|>rovide 
To  si-t  thoic  toys  tratlil<'>'     .m' 
And  FathfTs  too,  unless  .nu"'  'i 
He  cites  *cm  but  someti>i<   ,   ,„  , 
But,  Madam  Panther,   v<  iv    li.    1 

sincere. 
Are  not  so  wise  as  your  A  'uirorpi  : 
The  private  spirit  is  a  biti  r  blin  ' 
Than  all  the  dodging  trie    <  your 

find. 
For  they  who  left  the  Sripiurc   to  (he 

crowd. 
Each  for  his  own  peculiar  judge  allow'd  ; 
The  way  to  please  'em  "-s  to  make  'cm 

prmid. 

Thus  uith  full  sails  they  ran  upon  the  shelf ; 
Who  cou'd  suspect  a  couzenage  from  him- 
self ? 
On  his  own  reason  safer  'tis  to  stand, 
Than  be  deceiv'd  and  .lantn'd  at  second 
hand.  260 

But  you  who  Fathers  and  traditions  fake 
And  garble  some,and  someyou  quite  forsake, 
Pretending  church  auctority  to  fix. 
And  yet  some  grains  of  private  spirit  mix. 
Are  like  a  Mule  made  up  of  diff'ring  seed, 
And  that's  the  reason  why  you  never  breed  ; 
At  least  not  propagate  your  kind  abroad. 
For  home-dissenters  are  by  statutes  aw'd. 
Ai.d  yet  they  grow  upon  vou  ev'ry  dav, 
While  you  (to  speak  the  best)  are  at  a  stay. 
For   sects   that   are   extremes,   abhor   a 
middle  way.  jyi 

Like  tricks  of  state,  to  stop  a  raging  flood,  j 
Or  mollify  a  mad-brain'd  Senate's  mood  :  r 
Of  all  expedients  never  one  was  good.        j 
Well  may  they  argue,  (nor  can  you  denv,) 
If  we  must  fix  on  church  auctoritv, 
Best  on   the  best,  the   fountain,  not    the 

flood, 
That  must  be  better  still,  if  this  be  good. 


Shall  she  command  who  has  henelf  rebcll'd  ? 
Is  Antithrist  by  Antiehrisi  expeli'd  ?        aHo 
Did  we  a  bwfull  tyranny  displace. 
To  »ct  aloft  a  bastard  of  the  race  ? 
Why  all  these  wars  to  win  the  U<H.k,  if  we 
Must  not  interi>ret  for  our  selves,  but  she  ? 
Either  be  wholly  slaves  or  wholly  free. 
For  purging  fires  traditions  must  not  Mat 
Hut  they  must  prove  Episcopacy's  rit;ht : 
Thus  those  led  horses  are  from  service  free<l ; 
You  never  mount  'em  but  in  time  of  nc.-d 
Like  mercenary's,  hir'd  for  hon)e  dvfenn-. 
They   will   not   serve  against    tlwir  native 

Prince.  ,, 

Against  doinestick  foes  of  Hierofchy 
TSine  are  drawn  forth,  to  t.'iake  fanaticks  flv 
I,  when  they  see  their  country-men  at 

hand. 
Marching  against  Vm  under  church-corn 

mand, 
Streight  they  forsake  their  colours  and  dis- 1 

band.  / 

Thus  she,   nor  cou'd   the  Panther  well 

enlarge  ; 

With  weak  defence  against  so  strongacharge- 
But  said,  for  what  did  Chric-l  his  Word 

pro\i<le. 
If    still    Ins    church    must    want  a    liviii" 
?uide  ?  y^ 

And  if  all  saving  doctrines  are  not  there, 
Or  sacred  Pen-men  could  not  make  'cm  clear, 
From  after-ages  we  should  hope  in  vain 
For  truths,  which  men  inspir'd,  cou'd  not 
explain. 
Before  the  Word  was  written,  said  flie 
Hind, 
Our  Saviour  preached  his  Faith  to  humane 

kind  ; 
From  his  Apostles  the  first  .ige  receiv'd     \ 
Eternal  truth, and  what  they  taught.believ  ° 
Thus  by  tradition  faith  was  planted  first : 
Succeeding  llockssucceeding  Pastours  nursM 
This  was  the  way  our  wise  Redeemer  chose. , 
(Who  sure  could  all  things  for  the  best  ' 

dispose,) 
To  fence  his  fold  from  their  encroaching  1 
foes.  / 

He  cou'd  have  writ  himself,  but  well  fores.Tw 
Th'  eveiit  would  be  like  that  of  Moyses  law ; 
Some  difference  wou'd  arise,  some  doubts 

remain. 
Like  those  which  yet  the  jarring  Je^cs  main- 
tain. 


No  written  law^  run  be  an  nlain  .« 

nut ;;  ';tn..>.  ,,«.  l^'nSi^^JJa^  . 

.No.  tl,oM  uKi.ted  by  i>i<  tint  conmm.T  tL' 

l'"'jja.«l.  ^^a.  c-er  tl.c  wrUten  nonl  .p. 

A.Kl  men  UlicvM.  not  wl.„t  , hey  read,  b.. 

l«ut  since  t'he  A,K»tlcs  co„'c|  not  U.  conli./d 
I  o  .««.,  or  thuso.  but  H-vi-rally  dwiW  ^ 
IhcMarRe  ccnrnksion  ro«„.|^he  Sd  ,o 

^'%T.a"cf''"^'**''''''^'''''^'P»"«did 
I  Ley  hcarkcn'd  s„ll.  for  Jovc  protfuces  cut 
And  as  nmtake,  arose,  or  discords  S     «o  ' 
Or  bold  seducers  taught  'em  to  rebel       ^^    j 

As  chanty  Brew  cold' or  faction  hot!' 
Or  lon«  neglect  their  lessons  had  forcer         ' 
for  all  their  war.ts  they  wisely  didTovKie 
And  preacluHR  by  EpisUes  was  ^  urn  /d      ' 
Ho.  Rreat  Phvsinans  runi.ot  all  at teS     " 

'„^";:'''^p. sit.. d  to  some  they  serHl. 
Ut  all  ti,,«e  letters  Here  not  writ  to  all 
Norhrst  intended,  b.„    K-o«ional  ' 

riySll'rr"^   "or.f  they  contain 
nmhull  doctrines,  are  those  doctrines 

I ''"w^,hr/'*^''^"*  •'-'••'"'«  --t^ 

I  Tliev  writ  b„    seldom,  but  thev  daily  taucht 
A„.Uhat  on.  S  .int  has  said  of  hoL  B 

I  r    n    '^'^.'"•y  couVI  heay'i,  provide     ) 
'!'"'■  P"''l«'tly  than  by  a  iJyinK  K'ui<le. 
•  s    oubts  arose  the  .lifferc.ue  to  derkk  >  f 

'"idor  ^  ^'''^"''"  "^■^■^'''"'  ""'^f«'^- 
I  A.hI,  if  apminted,  sure  to  be  obey'd.  „„ 
'' „';,';''  ^"''''^verence.otl.^A,^^^;:  I 

iinf'l'iT''-^'""'"  '■'"'  "'^«»''v  explain 
ITliat  following  apes,  leaning;  on  the  ,»st 
iMav  rest  upon  the  Primitive  at  las^  '       ' 
INor  «ould     thence  the  word  no  ru/e  infer 
i.un.o„e  without  the  churrh  infcfpreS 
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B«o«u»e,  u  I  have  m^'d  Man  'th  «..*. 

"^VoVil;!  •"•"''  ^"- "-  •«>  u. » 

Fro.,,  henc;    he  Church  k  arn.'d,  when' 
errours  rise,  '  """• 

To  =*pMheir  entrance,  and  prevent  sur- 
''"''AS''"'''' *'"''"' ''"^««*'th. 
Hvjl.«e  all  iestring  sore,  her  counsel,. 

''"'ap'Sli*  "*"'""  '"^  without  a  last  J 
Nor  can  a  com  .  i|  national  decule. 
I-     *ith  suljordination  to  her  <   ,ide. 
(v.  .sh  the  ca  .se  were  on  that  issue  try'd  )  I 
Mu«.  less  the  ^ripture ;  for  suppose  Uite 
Uetwixt  pretenders  to  a  fair  esta^ 
IJequeath-d  by  .^me  Legator?£' intent  ■ 

SlwiTl  T.r^^  ^^'^"''*  T«t«m«  :   • 
ihe  will  IS  prov'd,  is  open'd,  and  is  read  • 

J|e  doubtfull  heirs  the?rdifi'ring  titKead 
'tain     ""  ""'^  '^''"  '"f^«tT^  Sn- 
1  And  each  pretends  Uy  those    .is  cause  I, 
i  5'ai;  then  the;  stamc-  awar.     ..  right^f 

i  he  thing  contended  f,    .  the  fair  e^      e 
The  sense  is  intricate, '-, ..  on^lv  cl« 
'VVl  at  vowels  and  what  erase  ^„tsn      -here 
Therefore  'tis  plain,  it sm.     ..ng^t  ^eti^M 
i«.fore  some  ,udge  a,  : „    acd  1o  ,  lecide  ^ 
.SiipiK>se. , t  ;,e  fair      „«tate  sn  1.)  I  o  .„» 
^  •'^'''•'•''f""  "•-•'-. 'iKing  guide  shouW 


370) 
ry/d.)) 


Jless  chase  persue  : " 
'  Leaijcr  to  our  view. 


want, 

Vour  ar;.\iment  m 

I  roiluce  (his  va  ntc 

Tins  might<.  M,  ,„  of7he  Vh^^e^a;;^:    . 

With  f,.'        «''".*'"  h"faintingfoeretir'd, 
I  Ha       .       '""^  '     ''^  ^  i^tory  aspired  t 
(And  lo..kmc  u|     .rd  lu  her  kind?*d  sky 
As  once    ur  ^  av;.ur  own  d  lus  Deky, 
Pronoun    d  h«  words-,*,  ^^  /,'^^f, 
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Nor  less  amazed  this  voice  the  Panther  heard 
Than  were  those /mm  to  hear  a  god  declar'd. 
Then  thus  the  matron  modestly  renew'd  ; 
Let  all  your  prophets  and  their  sects  be 
view'd,  402 

And  see  to  which  of  'em  your  selves  think  fit 
The  conduct  of  your  conscience  to  submit : 
Each  Proselyte  would  vote  his  Doctor  best, 
With  absolute  exclusion  to  the  rest : 
Thus  wou'd  your  Polish  Diet  disagree, 
And  end,  as  it  began,  in  Anarchy  ; 
Your  self  the  fairest  for  election  stand. 
Because  you  seem  crown-gen'ral  of  the  land  ; 
But  soon  against  your  superstitious  lawn  4 1 1 
Some  Presbyterian  Sabre  wou'd  be  drawn  : 
In  your  establish'd  laws  of  sov'raignty       | 
The  rest  some  fundamental  flaw  wou'd  see,  i- 
And  call  Rebellion  gospel-liberty.  j 

To  church-decrees  your  articles  require 
Submission  modify'd,  if  not  entire ; 
Homage  deny'd,  to  censures  you  proceed  ; 
But  when  Curtana  will  not  doe  the  deed, 
You  lay  that  pointless  clergy- weapon  by,  420 
And  to  the  laws,  your  sword  of  justice  fly. 
Now  this  your  sects  the  more  unkindly  take, 
g^hose  prymg  varlets  hit  the  blots  you  make) 
Because  someancientfriends  of  yours  declare. 
Your  onely  rule  of  faith  the  Scriptures  are, 
iML^P'^^f''  ^y  ™^"  °^  judgment  sound. 
Which  ev  rysect  will  for  themselves  expound: 
Nor  thmk  less  rev'rence  to  their  doctours  due 
For  sound  mterpretation,  than  to  you. 
If  then,  by  able  heads,  are  understood    430 
■fk"'  "°J*'«'^  prophets,  who  reform'd  abroad; 
Those  able  heads  expound  a  wiser  way. 
That  their  own  sheep  their  shepherd  shou'd 
obey. 

But  if  you  mean  your  selves  are  onely  \ 
sound, 

That    doctrine    turns    the    reformation 

round, 
And  all  the  rest  are  false  reformers  found. 
Because  m  sundry  Points  you  stand  alone,  1 
«ot  m  Communion  join'd  with  any  one  ;    f 
And  therefore  must  be  all  the  Church,  or  I 

none.  | 

Then^ill  you  have  agreed  whose  judge  is 

A^inst  this  forc'd  submission  they  protest : 
While  sound  and  sound  a  different  sense 

explains. 
Both  play  at  hard-head  till  they  break  their 

brains :  ' 


their  Chairs  each  other's  force 


{ 


And  from 
defy. 
While  unregarded  thunders  vainly  fly 
I  pass  the  rest,  because  your  Church  alone 
Of  all  Usuipers  best  cou'd  fill  the  Throne. 
But  neither  you,  nor  any  sect  beside 
For  this  high  office  can  be  qualify'd 
With  necessary  Gifts  requir'd  in  such  a 
Guide.  -,Q 

For  that  which  must  direct  the  whole 

must  be 
Bound  in  one  Bond  of  Faith  and  Unity : 
But  all  your  sev'ral  Churches  disagree. 
The  Consubslanlialing  Church  and  Priest 
Refuse  Communion  to  the  Calvinisl ; 
The  French  reform'd,  from  Preaching  you  \ 

restrain, 
Berause  you  judge  their  Ordination  vain  ;  '- 
And  so  they  judge  of  yours,  but  Donors 

must  ordain.  j 

In  short,  in  Doctrine,  or  in  Discipline     4C0 
.Not  one  reform'd,  can  with  another  join  : 
But  all  from  each,  as  from  Damnation  fly  • 
No  Union  they  pretend,  but  in  Non-Poplrv 
Nor,  should  their  Members  in  si  Synod  mett. 
Lou  d  any  Church  presume  to  mount  tlie 

Seat 
Above  the  rest,  their  discords  to  decide  ; 
None  wou'd  obey,  but  each  would  be  the 

Guide : 
And  face  to  face  dissensions  would  cncrcase  • 
For  only  distance  now  preserves  the  Peace.' 
All  m  their  Turns  accusers  and  accus'd. 
Babel  was  never  half  so  much  confus'd.  470 
What  one  can  plead,  the  rest  can  plead  as\ 
well ;  f 

For  amongst  equals  lies  no  last  appeal,      f 
And  all  confess  themselves  are  fallible.      ) 
Now,  since  you  grant  some  necessary  Guide, 
All  whc  can  err  are  justly  laid  aside : 
Because  a  trust  so  sacred  to  confer  , 

Shows  want  of  such  a  sure  Interpreter,      ' 
j  And  how  can  he  be  needful  who  can  err  >  1 
!  Then  granting  that  unerring  guide  we  want, 
that  such  there  is  you  stand   obliged  to 
grant:  ,^ 

Our  Saviour  else  were  wanting  to  supply 
Our  needs  and  obviate  that  Necessity. 
It  then  remains  that  Church  can  only  be 
The  guide  which  owns  unfailing  certainty  ; 
Or  else  you  slip  your  hold,  and  change  your 

side,  ' 

Relapsing  from  a  necessary  Guide. 


But  tliis  annex'd  Condition  nf  .1.*  r 

B:;s?„Srssst's'- - 
'".tiL:r^,r-'-^  •»»<*• 

To  hear  what  mercy  mixt  whh  Justice 
cou  d  propound.  "  justice 

All  prompt  with  eager  pity,  to  fulfil 
The  full  extent  of  their  rr;atour' s  will  • 

S.b»j|„,yd«ri„'d«,ep»,d,o„„„,„,j 

'  "SUr  ""  "«  '"■«  of  Wn 
.Nor  WHim^lUooy  bo,,,  but  „.,,„„, 

r  t;j'^  -^  ■»""».*,  .„d  „,,„ 


131 

^"o^.  i"  herself,  not   rent   b7 

Schism,  but  sound,  *  Afo,-*, 

tntire.oncsolid  shininij  Diamond  '/'^' 

NotS|.arld.shattered^„toTecfs'  g^^^ 

'"^rli^.t"^'''-'^-tbetif^' 

As  undivided,  so  from  errours  free  ^^  1 
lhu.^she,  and  none  but  she,  tl'  insulti,.[ 
Of  Hcreticks  oppos'd  from  Age  to  Ace  • 

%?rr'"^'^"^-''^'-^-«d-^^^^^ 

T^^Zi'Z.^:-''^  -<^  ™-  'em  ' 
And  wUh  paternal  Thunder  vindicates  her  I 

Vou^cou'd  like   them,  with  like  in/er„a. 

'''"'Sri'^  "''^"''  »>"^  "ot  arrest  the 

But  ^Uien  the  Boils  and  Botches,  with  dis. 

And  publick  Scandal  sa.  upon  the  Far. 
Them^.lvesat.ack'd,,h.ff,X^-.^^ 

'''^plL''."''^^  ^'"«-'  -<^  'heir  Fate 

''^sres'fr'^-'^-^-ofthe, 

Thus^ne,  thus  pure,  behold  her  largely 

Fiom  Eaf^'t'o'wrt  'irT  '^  "^'^"-^  '' 
-'  ||£"^arr-St"£^tai?S; 
The  Ggpel-sound,  dilTus'd  from   Pole^fo 

Whe«jviU  can  carry  and  where  wave,  can 


<*l 


■  •M 


^nt%, 


BiliX^'"'''''^^'"''"-^^'y^CAns„Vu.r^^fy^,-^ 
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»l  I 


Our  sayling  Ships  like  common  shoars  we 

use, 
And  through  our  distant  Colonies  difTuse 
The  draughts  of  Dungeons  and  the  stench 
of  stews,  560 

Wnom,  when  their  home-bred  honesty  is  lost, 
We  disembogue  on  some  far  Indian  coast ; 
Thieves  Pandars,Palliards,sins  of  ev'rysort; 
Those  are  the  manufactures  we  export ; 
And  these  the  Missioners  our  zeal  has 

made : 
For,  with  my  Countrey's  pardon  be  it  said. 
Religion  is  the  least  of  all  our  trade. 
Yet  some  improve  their  traflick  more  than 
we, 
For  they  on  gain,  their ■o-.ly  God,  rely : 
.\nd  set  a  publick  price  on  piety.  570, 

Industrious  of  the  needle  and  the  chart, 
They  run  full  sail  to  their  Japponian  Mart ; 
Prevention  fear,  and  prodigal  of  fame 
Sell  all  of  Christian  to  the  very  name  ; 
Nor  leave  enough  of  that  to  hide  their 
naked  shame. 
Thus  of  three  marks,  which  in  the  Creed 
we  view. 
Not  one  of  all  can  be  apply'd  to  you  : 
Much  less  the  fourth  ;  in  vain  alas  you  seek 
Th'  ambitious  title  of  .\postolick  :  579 

God-like  descent !  'tis  well  your  bloud  can  be 
Prov'd  noble  in  the  third  or  fourth  degree : 
For  all  of  ancient  that  you  had  before, 
(I  mean  what  is  not  borrow'  1  from  our 

store) 
Was  Errour  fulminated  o'er  and  o'er. 
Old  Heresies  condemned  in  ages  past. 
By  care  and  time  recover'd  from  the  blast. 
'Tis  said  with  ease,but  never  can  be  prov'd. 
The  church  her  old  foundations  has  remov'd, 
And  built  new  doctrines  on  unstable  sands  : 
Judge  that,  ye  winds  and  rains  ;  you  prov'd 
her,  yet  she  stands.  590 

Those  ancient  doctrines  cliarg'd  on  her  for 

new, 
Shew  when,  and  how,  and  from  what  hands 

they  grew. 
We  claim  no  [)ow'r,  when  Heresies  grow  bold. 
To  coin  new  faith,  but  still  declare  the  old. 
How  else   cuo'd   that  obscene  disease  be 

purg'd 
When  controverted  texts  are  vainly  urg'd  ? 
To  prove  tradition  new,  there's  somewhat 

mure 
Requir'd,  than  saying,  'twas  not  us'd  before. 


Those  monumental  arms  are  never  stirr'd, 
Till  Schism  or  Heresie  call  down  Goliah's 
sword.  600 

Tlius,  what  you  call  corruptions,  are  in 
truth, 
The  iirst  plantations  of  the  gosi^el's  youth. 
Old  standard  faith :   but  cast  your  eyes  ^ 

again, 
And  view  those  crrours  which  new  sects 

maintain. 
Or  which  of  old  disturb'd  the  churches 

(jeaceful  reign ; 
And  we  can  point  each  period  of  the  time, 
When  they  began,  and  who  begot  the  crime  ; 
Can  calculate  how  long  the  eclipse  endur'd. 
Who  interpos'd,  what  digits  were  obscur'd : 
Of  all  which  are  already  pass'd  away,  610 
Wc  know  the  rise,  the  progress  and  decay. 

Despair  at  our  foundations  then  to  strike. 
Till  you  can  prove  your  faith  Apostolick  ; 
A  limpid  stream  drawn  from  the  native 

source ; 
Succession  lawfull  in  a  lineal  course. 
Prove  any  Church,  oppos'd  to  this  our  head, 
So  one,  so  pure,  so  unconfin'dly  spread, 
Under  one  chief  of  the  spiritual  state. 
The  members  all  combin'd,  and  all  sub- 
ordinate. 
Show  such  a  seamless  coat,  from  schism  so 
free,  620 

In  no  communion  joined  with  heresie : 
If  such  a  one  you  find,  let  truth  prevail : 
Till  when,  your  weights  will  in  the  balance 

fail : 
A  church  unprincipl'd  kicks  up  the  scale. 

But  if  you  cannot  think  (nor  sure  you  ran 
Suppose  m  God  what  were  unjust  in  man,) 
That  he,  the  fountain  of  eternal  grace,  | 
Should  sufTer  falsehood  for  so  long  a  space  - 
To  banish  truth  and  to  usurp  her  place  ;  | 
That  seav'n  successive  ages  should  be  lost 
And  preo.h  damnation  at  their  proper 
cost ,  6,?i 

That  all  your  erring  ancestours  should  die 
Drown'd  in  the  Abyss  of  deep  Idolatry  ; 
If  piety  forbid  such  thoughts  to  rise. 
Awake,  and  open  your  unwilling  eyes : 
God  has  left  nothing  for  each  age  undone. 
From  this  to  that  wherein  he  sent  his  Son : 
Then  think  but  well  of  him,  and  half  your 
work  is  done. 


6.fo  seav'n]  nine  a/,  a. 


With  open'arms,  a  kind  forgivine  face  6^0  1 

Ui.eni„t,.„„,,^/-£^^^^^^ 

And  in  their  crew  his  bcst-belovr^H  » 

That  pious /...M  ia  SfcShf  ^^'''''''''«- 

yo/rSd""'"'  ""^  '^^-^   »-^ 

Thcy...Myou'exii'd.they.,.M  I  ^^^'^ 
whom  voii  sold.  I  /^w*/*. 

Thus.^  wr.ile  with  heav'nly  Charity  .he 
ll.c-b.ds  obscene  to  forests  wing'^tej  I 
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f,'uilty  spright.  -, 

The  pledge  of  his  Almighty  patron'rinv. 


'S^ij;^KSK!?S:) 


661 
arrived 


,        store ; 

!  L'ut  heav'ns  own  N„„t,„s  was 
before. 

By  .hi.  the  Hind  had  reached  her  lonely 

IStbJ^S^SSr^l' 

|A.onc^«hobngo„heav'nhadfix'dh;r| 
JTV Mrnngerl^ame  to behcrguest  that  nigl/t" 


A  hearty  welcome  at  a  homely  board 
Was  freely  hers  ;  and  to  suppWe  1. 

Vealti:°"'""  °'  "''"^'  '^  ?«>'  -an's 
A   grace-cup    to    their   common    Patron's 

The /»««/*..,  though  she  lent  a  IbteTg 
Had  more  of  Lyon  in  her  than  to  fear  • 

prevail,  '       '"    ""'"'^«    might 

Returned    her   all    thp    fk„  i 

afford  •  ''''•"'''  s''e  could 


h  ";;"''■  "■  ''^"»  ""-"bk  hSS  (• 
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This  mean  retreat  did  iiiij-lity  Pan  contain;  v 
Ik  cnuilous  of  hiiii,  and  pomp  disdain,  I 
And  dare  not  to  debase  your  soul  to  nain.) 

The  silent  stniiijjer  stood  amaz'd  to  sec 
Contempt  of  wealth,  and  wilfull  poverty  : 
Ar,d,  thou;,'!i  il!  habits  are  not  soon  con- 

troll'd, 
A  while  suspended  lier  desire  of  gold. 


But  civilly  drew  in  her  sharpn'd  paws,      v 

Not  violatinj"  hospitable  laws,  | 

And  pacify'd  her  tail  and  lick'd  her  frothv  f 

jaws.  720) 

I     The  Hind  did  first  her  country   Cates 

I         provide ; 

I  Then   couch'd    her    self   securely    by   her 

I         side. 
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Much  malice  mingl'd  with  a  little  wit 
Perhaps  may  censure  this  mysterious  writ : 
Because  the  Muse  has  peojil'd  Caledon 
With  Panthers,  Bears    and   Wolves,  and 

beasts  unknown, 
As  if  we  wc";  not  stock'd  with  monsters  of 

our  own. 
Let  JEsop  answer,  who  has  set  to  view. 
Such   kinds  as  Greece  and   Phrygia  never 

knew; 
And  mother  Hubbard  in  her  homely  dress 
Has  sharply  blam'd  a  Briiish  Lioness, 
That  Queen,  whose  feast  the  factious  rabble 
keep,  ,0 

Expos  d  obscene! '  naked  and  a-sleep. 
Led  by  those  great  examples,  may  not  I 
The  wanted  organs  of  t'  eir  words  supply  ? 
ii  men  transact  like  brutes,  'tis  equal  then 
For  brutes  to  claim  the  privilege  of  men. 

Others  our  Hind  of  folly  will  enditc, 
To  entertain  a  dang'rous  guest  by  night. 
Let  those  remember,  that  she  cannc    dye 
Till  rolling  time  is  lost  in  round  eternity  ; 
Nor  need  she  fear  the  Panther,  though  un- 
tam'd,  20 

Because  the  Lyon's  i)eace  was  now  proclaim'd ; 
The  war^  salvage  would  not  give  offence, 
To  forfeit  the  |)rotection  of  her  Prinee  ; 
But  watch'd  the  time  her  vengeance  to 

compleat, 
When  all  her  furry  sons  in  frequent  Senate 

met. 
Mean  while  shequench'd  her  fury  at  the  floud 
And  with  a  Lenten  sallad  cool'd  her  bloud. 
Their  commons,  though  but  course,  were 

nothing  scant. 
Nor  did  their  minds  an  equal  banquet  want. 


For  now  the  Hind,  whose  noble  nature 
strove  30 

T'  express  her  plain  simplicity  of  love, 
Did  all  the  honours  of  her  house  so  well, 
No  sharp  debates  disturb'd  the  friendly  meal. 
She  turn'd  the  talk,  avoiding  that  extreme. 
To  common  dangers  past,  a  sadly  pleasing 

theam ; 
Remembering  ev'ry  storm  which  toss'd  the 

state, 
When  both  were  objectsof  thepublick  hate. 
And  droij'd  a  tear  betwixt  for  her  own  I 
children's  fate.  J 

Nor  fail'd  she  then  a  full  review  to  make 
Of  what  the  Panther  suffer'd  for  her  sake.  40 
Her  lost  esteem,  her  truth,  her  loyal  care, 
Her  faith  unshaken  to  an  exil'd  Heir, 
Her  strength  t'  endure,  her  courage  to  defy, 
Her  choice  of  honourable  infamy. 
On  these  prolixly  thankfull,  she  enlarg'd. 
Then  with  acknowledgments  her  self  siie 

charg'd : 
For  friendship  of  it  self,  an  holy  tye, 
Is  made  more  sacred  by  adversity. 
Now  should  they  part,  malicious  tongues 

wou'd  say, 
Tliey  met  like  chance  companions  on  the 
way,  50 

Whom  mutual  fear  of  robbers  had  possess'd ; 
While  danger  lasted,  kindness  w.ts  profess'd ; 
But  that  once  o'er,  the  short-liv'd  union  ends, 
The  road  divides,  and  there  divide  thef  riends. 
The  Panther  nodded  when  her  speech  was 
done, 
And  thanked  her  coldly  in  a  hollow  tone. 
But  said,  her  gratitude'  had  gone  too  far 
For  common  offices  of  Christian  care. 


THE  THIRD  PART. 


I  to  the  lawfull  Heir  sl.e  had  been  true, 

I  might,  she  added,  with  like  praise  describe 

bribe -'""^  sons,  and  so*^  return  your 

But  incense  from  my  hands  is  poorly  priz'd. 

I  serv  d  a  turn,  and  then  was  cast  away  ;    ^ 
You.hicc  the  gawdy  fly,yourwings  display. 
And  s,p  the  sweets,  and  bask  in  your  6  eat 
Falron's  day. 

^'li'nd"'"'*''''  '*""  '^^'"""*  ^"^  "°*  ^'°*  *o 
What  sort  of  malady  had  seiz'd  her  mind  : 
Disdam  with  gnawing  cnvv.  fell  despight,  70 
And  canker'd  malice  stootf  in  open  sjht : 
Ambition,  mfrest,  pride  without  controul. 
And  jealousie,  the  jaundice  of  the  soul : 
Keyenge.  the  bloudy  minister  of  ill. 
V\  ith  all  the  lean  tormenters  of  the  will 
Twas  easie  now  to  guess  from  whence  arose 
Her  new  made  union  with  her  ancient  foes. 
?ff  ^i'^.<^\^'''»'«.  her  faint  embrace, 
Alfected  kindness  with  an  alter'd  face  • 

wound,'*"^  ""'  *°°  ^"^^^y  P'°^  *''^ 

As  hoping  still  the  nobler  parts  were  sound^ 

sma°r  Anodynes  f  asswage  the 

And  mildly  thus  her  med'cine  did  impart. 

Complaints  of  Lovers  help  to  ease  their 

pain  ; 

It  shows  a  Rest  of  kindness  to  complain, 
A  fuendship  loth  to  quit  its  former  hold. 
And  conscious  merit  may  be  justly  bold. 

show    ""'^  ^'""  ^°"'  jealousie  would 

If  others  good  were  injury  to  you  : 

VV  itness  ye  heav'ns  how  f  rejoice  to  see     go 

!  Rewarded  worth,  and  rising  loyalty.  ^ 

^°";^^™  Offspring    tlm  upheld    the 

I  The  scarlet  honours  of  your  peacefuU  gown. 
vLt  T'  P'*^''-'  "S  "'^J^^s  I  <^n  find. 

When  vertue  spooms  before  a  prosperous 
IMy  heaving  wishes  help  to  fill  the  sail ; 
i       llld^  '''*^  '  ^°'  *"  **>*>  brave  were 
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^'and  Kf  """"  ^°"  P"™  '"'^'  '^'^ 

yti^V^  'h  ^^"^  P*^""  °*  the  field.** 
tZ?  '^ 'he  harvest,  ^tis  the  beggars  eaili 
Li ?"»'''i*"'"es  of  the  loa^waiS 
Such^catter'd  ears  as  are  not  worth  yoir  | 

Your  charity  for  alms  may  safely  spare      f 
J°^ /!™»  "e  but  the  vehicles  ott"' 
My  daily  bread  is  litt'rally  implorV 
I  have  no  barns  nor  granaries  to  hoird : 
Jf  C««.  to  hU  own  his  hand  extends 

S.'f'«^*'°ly?"»'^<^harityoffenS' 
You  know,  he  largely  gives,  to  more 

are  his  friends.  1 

Are  you  defrauded  when  he  feeds  the  ooor  ? 
pur  mite  decreases  nothing  of  your  K' 
I  am  but  few,  and  by  your  fare  you  «e  * 
My  crying  sins  are  not  of  luxury. 

"draws"  '"°'''''  '""  y°"  ^^^  *'">•  ^ 

^"*^lTwJ"  ^'°"  '"**''  °"'  friendships  holy 

For  barefac'd  envy  is  too  base  a  cause.      / 
Show  more  occasion  for  your  discontent  • 

vJnt''    ^"^^'  *°"'^  ''^'p  y^^^' 

Some  German  quarrel,  or,  as  times  go  now° 
Some  F.«,.A.  where  force  is  upperm^^t! Tiii 

To'T'  the  fountains  head,  as  merit  ought 

draught  '  "'  '°"  ^'^'^  "^  '*'"^« 
How  easie  'tis  an  envious  eye  to  throw 

bSowf  '^""^  ^"  '^^^'^''K  streams 

An  enem'y  profess'd  of  all  your  kind  ! 

thfnk  P*"''  *P*'  '*"'  *''^''«'l  wo'W  wou'd 
^  ThW  ^'^'/F" ■'^ '°  '**  *s  *«" ««  drink.  i« 
Yer^mM"V'"'^''*'"P°"'besore.      ' 

'\^^6ly%r    *°   *'"^'''    '"^-^ 
But  thus  her  Passive  character  maintain'd 

I  never  grudg'd,  whate'er  my  foes  rewrt 
Your  flaunting  fortune  in  the  tyon's  coK 

But  I  «1^' T' ^'^''  °l>°"  "<=  """"^h  bely'd, 
But  I  am  always  on  the  sulPring  side : 

Vou  know  my  doctrine,  and  I  need  not  say 
I  will  not,  but  I  cannot  disobey.  tJ, 
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On  this  firm  princi|>le  I  ever  stood :  \ 

He  of  my  sons  who  fails  to  mnkc  it  good,    I 
By  one  rebellious  act  renounces  to  mv  i 
bloud.  ) 

Ah,  said  the  Hind,  how  many  sons  have 
you 
Whocall  you  mother,  whom  you  never  knew! 
But  most  of  them  who  that  relation  plead 
Are  such  ungratious  youths  as  wish  you  dead. 
Th«r  gape  at  rich  revenues  which  you  hold 
And  fain  would  nible  at  your  grandame  gold 
Enquire  into  your  years,  and  laugli  to  find  ; 
Your  crazy  temper  shows  you  much  declin'd. 
Were  you  not  dim,and  doted,you  might  sce\ 
A  pack  of  cheats  that  claim  a  pedigree,    152  > 
No  more  of  kin  to  you,  than  you  to  me.     J 
Do  you  not  know  that  for  a  little  coin 
Heralds  can  foist  a  name  into  the  line  ? 
They  ask  you  blessing  but  for  whatyou  have,  \ 
But  once  possess'd  of  what  with  care  you 

save,  L 

The  wanton  boyes  wou'd  piss  upon  your  I 
grave.  ) 

Your  sons  of  Latitude  that  court  your 
grace,  ,60 

Though  most  resembling  you  in  form  and 

face, 
Are  far  the  worst  of  your  pretended  race.  . 
And,  but  I  blush  your  honesty  to  blot  : 
Pray  God  you  i)rove  'cm  lawfully  begot : 
For,  in  some  Popish  libells  I  have  read. 
The  Wolf  has  been  too  busie  in  your  bctl ; 
At  least  their  hinder  parts,  the  belly-piece. 
The  paunch,  and  all  that  Seorpio  claims  are 

his. 
Their  malice  too  a  sore  suspicion  brings  ; 
For  though  they  dare  not  bark,  they  snarl  at 

Nor  blame  *em  for  intruding  in  your  line, 
Fat  Bishopricks  are  still  of  right  divine. 
Think  you  your  new  Fnnck  Proselytes  are 
Come 
To  starve  abroad,  because  they  starv'd  at 

home  ? 
Ycur  benefices  twinckl'd  from  afar, 
They  found  the  new  Messiah  by  the  star : 
Those  Swisses  fight  on  any  side  for  pay, 
And  'tis  the  living  that  conforms,  not  they. 
Mark  with  what  management  their  tribes 

divide. 
Some  stick  to  you,  and  some  to  t'other  side 
That  many  churches  may  for  many  mouths 
provide.  ,8i 


More  vacant  pulpits  wou'd  more  converts 

make ; 
All  wou'd  have  Latitude  enough  to  take  ; 
The  rest  unbenelic'd,  your  sects  maintain    ) 
For  ordinations  without  cures  are  vain,      [ 
And  chamber  practice  is  a  silent  gain.        ' 
Your  sons  of  breadth  at  home,  are  much  like 

these, 
Their  soft   and   yielding  metals   run  with 

ease ; 
They  melt,  and  take  the  figure  of  the  mould  : 
But  harden,  and  preserve  it  best  in  gold.  i(;o 
Your  Delphick  sword,  the  Panther  tlitn 
reply'd. 
Is  double-edg'd,  and  cuts  on  either  side. 
Some  sons  of  mine,  who  bear  upon  their 

shield. 
Three  steeples  Argent  in  a  sable  field. 
Have  sharply  tax'd  your  converts,  who  unfed 
Have  follow'd  you  for  miracles  of  bread  ; 
Such  who  themselves  of  no  religion  are, 
Alhir'd  with  gain,  for  any  will  declare. 
IJare  lyes  with  bold  assertions  they  can  faco, 
But  dint  of  argument  is  out  of  place.      200 
The  grim  Logician  puts  'em  in  a  fright, 
Tis  easier  far  to  flourish  than  to  fight. 
Thus,  our  eighth  Henry's  marriage  thcv 

defame  ; 
They  say  the  schism  of  beds  btgan  the 

game,  r 

Divorcing  from  the  Church  to  wed  the 

Dame.  ' 

Though  largely  prov'd,  and  by  himself  i)ro- 

fecs'd 
That  conscience,  conscience  would  not  let 

him  rest : 
I  mean,  not  till  jiossess'd  of  her  he  lov'd. 
And  old,  unciiarming  Catherine  was  renioxM. 
For  sundry  years  before  did  he  complain,  ;io 
And  told  his  ghostly  Conlessour  his  pain. 
VViththesame  impudence,withoutagroun(l,  I 
Thcv  say,  that  look  the  reformation  round, 
No  Treatise  of  Huniilily  is  found.  J 

But  if  none   were,  the  Gospel  docs  nul  ^ 
want,  I 

Our  Saviour  prcach'd  it,  and  I  hoin;  voii 

grant,  j 

The  Sermon  in  the  mount  was  Protestant : ' 
No  doubt,  reply'd  the //iW,  as  sure  as  iill , 
The  writings  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint  Ptiiil.  I 
On  that  decision  kl  it  stand  or  fall.  2:0) 
Now  for  my  converts,  who  you  say  unfed 
Have  follow'd  me  for  miracles  of  breail. 


llie  Lyon  buyes  no  Converts  if  he  a:a 
licasts  wou'd  be  sold  n.  f„.»  '  V     *''?•. 
Tax  those  of  i«?•S?•whi^L^'  '""  T'^  '?''^- 
Or  stay  the  marKL^X  °r%"  «""' 

Judge  b^  your  selves,  and  thiik  noTo'Th'et 

Mean^time  n.y  so.«  accus'd,  by  fames 

Pay  small  attendance  at  the  Lyon's  court 
Nor  rise  w.th  early  crowds,  nor^flatter  "at^ 
(I  o  silently  they  beg  who  daily""  U)       ' 
Preferment  is  bcstowVI  tl.^f  -   ^  """•> 

For  not  to  ask,  is  not  to  be  denied  ^^' 

iorwhatthey  have  their  C..andi.,„,  they 

And^hope'they  shou'd  not  murmur,  had  they 

liut  if  reduc'd  subsistence  to  implore 

In  common  prudence  they  wou'?"^  your 

read,  °"  ^"^  '°™''  be 

^^Viriri-^""  iT?' "'"'  "P^'-'''<i^  you  dead 
\V|thod.ousW/A*.,,namesyouloadyouTi 

h°n '  ^^Y\  ^f^^y  ""^y  dW  r  expose  ?  ^^' 

J  In  dimes  where  true  religion  is  profess'd 
n  at  .mpuution  were  no  laughL  S  ' 
Ju   Imprimatur,  with  a  Chaplain^ie 
II.  here  sufficient  licence  to  (Tefame  ' 

I     ISr  '''  ^''^  "-^  ^"^-tion 
The  Homicide  of  names  is  less  than  liv«> 

'"^£  '"^  ''"^'"'"'^  ""ttV's:^. 

This^Kl,  she  paus'd  a  little,  andtp' 
•he  boiling  indignation  of  her  breast ; 


And.^pleas'd  with  bloudle«  honour,  of  tK 

s'^yiyki/gr4?Js.s>'°™"»  ''"J^- 

Arrest.  hisVo^XJ^rlSSKy ' 
And^grants  ungrateful!  iriends  .  kn'gt'hVd 

T"  implore  the  remnant,  of  long  .uff^ng 
Thisbreathing-time the JJ/afr«, took;  and 

mine  •  ^   oetwix.  your  sota  and 


»3 


Down  fhel,  thou  XVrn."^°"'""KP'*<*'-' 

And^hat;Snr;rdT«rs?e;s^ 

'^fertl'^"''"^^''"^'-''-hat, 

Tisn^hing  thou  hast  giv'n;  then  adrfThy 

For  a  long  race  of  unrepentine  vears 

?\ir^Zr''  y«f^thouVan?ogive. 
i  hen  _  add  those  maybe  years  thou  hSt  ti 

Vet  nothing  still:    then  poor,  and  naked 

And  starts  a-side  and  Sundew  at  thf^ 
Instruct  h™  better,  graciou,  ci/to  k^* 
As  thme  .s  vengeance,  so  forgiveness  frr 
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That,  sufi'ring  iiom  ill  tonKuvs  lie  bears  no 

more 
Than  what  his  Sovereign  bears,  and  what  his 
Saviour  bore^ 
It  now  rcmainsfor  you  to  school  your  child. 
And  ask  why  God's  anointed  he  revil'd  ; 
A  King  andPrincfss  dead  1  did  Shimei  worse  ? 
The  curser's  punishment  should  fright  the 
curse :  ,0,. 

Your  son  was  warn'd,and  wisely  Rave  it  o>c. 
But  he  who  councell'd  him  has  paid  the 

score : 
The  heavy  malice  cou'd  no  higher  tend. 
But   woe   to  him  on  whom   the   weights 

descend : 
So  to  permitted  ills  the  Damon  ilys : 
His  rage  is  aini'd  at  him  who  rules  the  skycs ; 
Constrain'd  to  quit  his  cause,  no  succour 

lound, 
The  foe  discharges  cv'ry  Tyre  around, 
In  clouds  of  smoke  abandoning  the  fight, 
But  his  own  thund'ring  peals  proclaim  his 
night. 
In  Henry's  change  his   charge    as  ill 
succeeds ;  ^^o 

To  that  long  story  little  answer  needs. 
Confront  but  Henry's  words  with  Henry's 

deeds. 
Were  space  allow'd,  with  ease  it  might  be 

prov'd. 
What  springs  his  blessed  reformation  mov'd. 
The  dire  effects  apjiear'd  in  open  sight,      \ 
Which  from  the  cause,  he  calls  a  distant 
flight  i 

And  yet  no  larger  leap  than  from  the  sun 
to  light. 
Now  last,  your  sons  a  double  Paan  sound, 
A  Treatise  of  Humilily  is  found. 
'Tis  found,  but  better  had  it  ne'er  been 
sought  ,^o 

Ju*?  ^'^1'^  '"  Protestant  procession  brought. 
The  fam  <i  original  tlirougii  Spain  is  known,  ■> 
Kodrif-uez  work,  my  celebrated  son,  I 

Whichyoursbyill-translatingniadehbown;.' 
Conceal  d  its  authour,  and  usurp'd  the  name, 
The  basest  and  ignoblest  theft  of  fame. 
My  Altars  kindl'd  first  that  living  coal ; 
Restore,  or  practice  better  what  you  stole : 
S!?"'  l"^^^  "^ouW  this  humble  verse  inspire, 
Tis  all  the  restitution  I  require.  340 

Glad  was  the  Panlher  that   iie  charge  was 
dos'd, 
And  none  of  all  her  fav'rite  sons  ex|jos'd.      I 


For  laws  of  arms  i>crmit  each  injur'il  man 
To  make  himself  a  saver  where  he  can. 
l*crhai)s  the  plundcr'd  merchant  cannot  tell 
The  names  of  I'iratei  in  whose  hands  lie 

fell: 
But  at  the  den  of  thie\'cs  he  justly  flies, 
And  ev'ry  Algerine  is  Uwfull  prize. 
No  private  person  in  the  foes  estate         •^49 
Can  plead  exemption  from  tlic  publick  fate. 
\  ct  Christian  laws  allow  not  such  redress  ; 
Then  let  the  greater  sujxTsede  the  less. 
Vut  let  th'  Abbetors  of  the  Panther's  crime 
I^earn  to  make  fairer  wars  another  time. 
Somecharacters  may  sure  be  found  towrite , 
Among  her  sons ;  for  'tis  no  common  sight, 
A  sjjotted  Dam,and  all  her  offspring  white. ' 
The  Salvage,  though  she  saw  her  plea  con- 
trolld. 
Vet  wou'd  not  wholly  seem  to  quit  her 

hold, 
Butoffer'd  fairly  to  compound  the  strife;  360 
And  judge  conversion  by  the  convert's  life. 
Tis  true,  she  said,  I  think  it  somewhat 

strange 
So  few  sliou'd  follow  profitable  change  ; 
For  present  joys  are  more  to  flesh  and  bloud 
Than  a  dull  prosjiect  of  a  distant  good. 
Twas  well  alluded  by  a  son  of  mine, 
(I  hope  to  quote  him  is  not  to  purloin  ;) 
Two  magnets,  heav'n  and  earth,  allure  to 

bliss  ; 
The  larger  loadstone  that,  the  nearer  this : 
The  weak  attraction  of  the  greater  fails,  370 
We  nodd  a-while,  but  neighbourhood  pre- 
vails :  • 
But  when  the  greater  proves  the  nearer  too, 
I  wonder  more  your  converts  come  so  slow. 
Methiiiks  in  those  who  firm  with  me  remain, 
It  shows  a  nobler  i)riiiciplt  than  gain. 
Vour  inf'rence  wou'd  be  strong  (th«  Hind 
reply'd) 
If  yours  were  in  effect  the  suff'ring  side  ; 
V  our  clergy  sons  their  own  in  peace  i)osstss, 
.Nor  are  ..uir  prospects  in  reversion  less. 
My  Proselytes  are  struck  with  awfull  dread, 
Your  bloudy  Comet-laws  hang  blazing  o're 
their  head.                                          -y, 
TTie  rxspite  they  enjoy  but  onely  ii  •  \ 
The  best  they  have  to  hope,  pr.,! -acted    I 
punishment.                                                I 
He  judge  your  self,  if  inl'rcst  may  prevuit, 
Which  motives,  yours  or  mine,  will  turn  the 
scale. 


•I 


Whilc^prkJc  and  ,KMnp  allurc.and  ,,|«,teou.  | 

A.lmirc  no  lonjjcr  at  my  slow  cncreasc 

Hy  education  most  Jiave  Ixen  mi.i^.'     » 
So  they  believe.  bccau«  tl.ey  "oT^  ^.^J*' 
llie  PriM/  continues  wlnf  »K- «.        u 
And  thus  the  chi?cS  ifn^^  in  the  man*"'""' 
ihe  rest  I  nam'd  before,  nor  need S'at  • 

T.    T'  '*5'  "  '^"^  ™°s»  Prevaili,rB  ch^at  ' 
The  sly  seducer  both  of  age  and  vLth" 
Tl  eystudp;  that,and  think  they  study  t;uth. 
\Mk„  ,nt^re.t  fortifies  an  argument^         ," 
\\  cak  reason  serves  togain  the  willsassent  • 
A  "''■''"^^  ^"P'*''  '"^''^"^  ««?-"?e 
Add  long  prescription  of  establish'd  f^. 
And  p,cque  of  honour  to  maintain  a  cat?' 
And  shame  of  change,  and  fear  of  futSl 
And  Zea  ,  the  blind  conductor  of  the  wUl 
And  chief  among  M,e  still  mistaking  cro*vd  \ 
1  he  fame  of  teachers  obstinate  and  proud 
And.^more^ehan  all.  the   privatum 

xTdtf  ^""'""J*'"'^''  ^''edaunce  began, 
span',  """■'"^'"  *''°^  "'«  »«'™^"r 
Tljedo,ynunread.and  half- read  gentleman 

To  this  the  Panther,  with  a  scornfunTmne  • 
\et  stUlyou  travail  with  unweariXil  i,," 
And  range  around  the  realm  withlt  con-V 

Among  my  sons  for  proselytes  to  prole       ' 
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^^ |39 

I'ursues  the  Sun  in  summer  brisk  and  bold 
Hut  wisely  jhuns  the  persecuting  coW-^i 
Is  wel  to  chancels  anV  to  chimnieS  knowlf 
fhough^-tis  not  thought  she  feedTon  sSk 

From_  J^i/cc  she  has  been  held  of  heav'nly 

Endu'd  with  particles  of  soul  divine. 
This  merry  Cf.orisier  had  long  possessed 

Till  frowning  skys  began  to  change  their 
And^time'turn'd  up  the  wrong  side  .f  the 

With  tlln  "^  *"^  ^'"'  '•>«  E'ound  to  strow 
With  yellow  leaves,  and  bitter  blasts  to  blow 
i.ad  auguries  of  winter  thence  shrdrew    ^1' 
VVhich  by  instinct,  or  Prophecy!  she  knew 
When  ..udence  warii'd  hir  to^emoveX' 

And  seek  a  better  hea v'n  and  warmer  dymes 


near, 

The  's-Zw"""'^  '^^  '*'»«'"  °^  »he  year  ;    Y 
11.C  W/«.x  fortune  gives  you  cause  to) 

\vf "/  "'i^"--'' i"'i'^y''^  *^*^  Matron)  tell    aL 
W  hatsad  mischance  those  prettyTrS'beftn 
repl/d  )"""""'  <"'^  ^'^"ee  Dame 

I  An5  ":S^^^  "T'"i?  ^'^*'' 

ifb  *^'""?r  ^^'>-  ^-aniing  may  prevail 
Make  you  the  moral,  and  I'll  telf  t^e  tale 

Of  all  thfl  ^'  P"^''^'*^  «b«ve  the  rSt 
Ul  ail  the  Urds  as  man's  familiar  gue« 


--..-.  v„„  u  ,„  lommon  council,  vote  a  fJicln 

be\TrT  '  '^"  "'*'  ''^"'  '^^^ 

All  to  the  gen'ral  rendezvous  repair 

But  whether  upward  to  the  moon  they  "it? 

to  know  "'    '"''"' '"""""'  "°'  "^ 
^"SS't,^°"  ""^  »-  --'  "-y  beit 
And  harbour'd  in  a  hollow  rock  at  nirht  • 
,  Next  morn  they  rose,  and  set  u,>  ev"  v  In  • 

Abho  r&rwft'''  "'''"'"■"e  on  the  shoar 
A   J  salt-water  never  seen  before 
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III  Superstition  silly  to  excess,  471 

And  castini;  Schemes,  b^  planetary  guess  : 
In  line,  shortwing'd,  unnt  himself  to  Hy, 
His  fear  foretold  foul-weutlier  in  the  skv. 
Ik-sides,  a  Kaven  from  a  withered  Oak, 
Left  of  their  lodging,  was  observed  to  croke. 
That  omen  lik'd  him  not,  so  his  advice       j 
Was  present  safety,  bought  at  any  price  :  1 
(A  seeming  pious  cure  that  covered  cowar-  f 
dise.)  I 

To  strengthen  this,  he  told  a  boding  dream. 
Of  rbing  waters  and  a  troubl'd  stream,    4H1 
Sure  signs  of  anguish,  dangers,  and  distress, 
Witii  something  more,  not  lawfull  to  expreris : 
By  which  he  slylv  seemed  to  intimate 
Some  secret  revelation  of  their  fate. 
For  he  concluded,  once  upon  a  time, 
He  found  a  leaf  iiiscrib'd  with  sacred  rime. 
Whose  antique  characters  did  well  denote 
The  SibyCs  hand  of  the  Cunuean  (irott : 
The  mad  divineress  had  plainly  writ,      490 
A  time  should  come  (but  many  ages  yet,) 
In  which,  sinister  destinies  ordain,  \ 

A  Dame  shoulddrown  with  all  her  feathcr'd ' 
train,  I 

And  seas  from  thence  be  called  the  Cheli- 

donian  main. 
At  this,  some  shook  for  fear,  the  more  devout 
Arose,  and  bless'd  themselves  from  head  to 
foot. 
'Tis  true,  some  stagers  of  the  wiser  sort 
Made  all  these  idle  won<lerments  their  sport 
They  said,  their  oiiely  danger  was  delay, 
And  he  who  iieard  what  ev'ry  fool  cou'd 

say,  ). 

Would  never  lix  his  thoughts,  but  trim  his 

time  away.  501 

The  passage  yet  was  good  ;  the  wind,  'tis\ 

true, 

Was  somewhat  high,  but  that  was  nothing  \ 

new,  I 

Nor  more  than  usual  Equinoxes  blew.         / 

The  Sun  (already  from  the  scales  declin'd) 

Gave  little  hopes  of  better  days  behind. 

But  change  from  bad  to  worse  of  weather  | 

and  of  wind.  ) 

Nor  need  they  fear  the  dampness  of  the  Sky  \ 

Should  flag  their  wings,  and  hinder  them ! 

to  fly,  \ 

Twas  onely  water  thrown  on  sails  too  dry.  J 

But,  least  of  ail.  Philosophy  presumes     511 

Of  truth  in  dreams,  from  melancholy  fumes  ; 

Perhaps  the  Martyn,  hous'd  in  holy  ground. 


M^ht  think  of  GhotU  that  walk  their  mid- 

night  round, 
Till  grower  atoms  tumbling  in  the  stream 
Of  uincy,  madly  met  and  clubb'd  into  a 

dream. 
As  little  weight  his  vain  presages  bear, 
Of  ill  effect  to  such  alone  who  fear. 
.Most  Drophecies  are  of  a  piece  with  these, 
Each  Nostradamus  can  foretell  withease :  530 
-Not  naming  persons,  and  confounding  times. 
One  casual  truth  lupporu  a  thoutaiul  lying 

rimes. 
Th'  advice  was  true,  but  fear  had  seized 

the  most. 
And  all  good  counsel  is  on  cowards  lost. 
The  question  crudely  put,  to  shun  delay, 
Twas  carried  by  the  major  part  to  stay. 
His  point  thus  gained,  Sir  Martyn  dated 

thence 
His  pow'r,  and  fromaPriest  became  a  Prince. 
He  order'd  all  things  with  a  busie  care,  ) 
And  cells,  and  refectories  did  prepare,  530  [ 
And  large  provisions  laid  of  winter  fare.  ) 
But  now  and  then  let  fall  a  word  or  two  \ 
Of  hope,  that  heav'n  some  miracle  might  ( 

show,  ;. 

And,  for  tiieir  bakes  the  sun  should  back- 
ward go ;  I 
Against  the  laws  of  nature  upward  climb, 
And,  mounted  on  the  Ram,  renew  the  prime : 
Tor  which  two  proofs  in  Sacred  story  lay, 
Of  Ahaz  dial  and  of  Joshuah's  day. 
In  expectation  of  such  times  as  these 
A  chapel  hous'd  'em.truly  called  of  ease:  540 
For  Martyn  much  devotion  did  not  ask. 
They  pray'd  sometimes,  and  that  was  all 

their  task. 
It  happen'd  (as  beyond  the  reach  of  wit 
Blind  prophecies  may  have  a  lucky  hit) 
Tliat  this  accomplish'd,  or  at  least  in  part, 
Gave  great  repute  to  their  new  Merlins  art. 
Some  'Swifu,  the  GyanU  of  the\ 

Swallow  kind,  ) 

Large    limb'd,    stout-hearted,  I  "O/Afrwiu 

but  of  stupid  mind,  (  '^nkts. 

(For  Swisses,  or  for  Gibeonites] 

design'd,)  ' 

These  Lubbers,  peeping  through  a  broken 

pane,  .jjo 

To  suck  fresh  air,  survey'd  the  neighbouring 

plain ; 
And  saw  (but  scarcely  could  believe  their  eyes) 
New  Blossoms  flourish  and  new  flow'rs  arise ; 


A«J?1»^'',^*"'  """"*•  •'xJ  walka«  there 
Had  left  his  oot-steps  and  refonn'd  ZIZ7 

bet     "'-'  '^""'  ■"*'  •"  »»>«  "S<fa 
At  lau  they  heard  the  foolish  Cuckow  sine 

'^rinT  '*'"""™*'  ''•  •"Xy^y  o/ 

No  longer  doubtinn,  all  preiwre  to  fly  ^^ 

ri  e  P.,../  I^eforc  'em  did  his  wing,  display  • 
And  that  Kood  omens  might  attend  tSi 
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way, 
As  luck  wou'd  have  it.  'twas  St.  Marlyn's 

Who  but  the  Swallow  now  triumphsalone  ? 

Her  yautfifuU  offspring  to  their  hauMs  re- 

And  plide  along  in  glades,  and  skim  in  afr 
And  d.p  for  msects  in  the  purling  Tprin«' 
And  stoop  on  rivers  to  refrwh  their  winw 

1  iiat  ev  ry  son  can  live  upon  his  trade 

l1"  o:;''L?'?"'L''''l'«^°'» '''^'^^nd'. 
bands:  '^"''''  ""^  "'*  ""P'«" 

The  vouthfull  widow  longs  to  be  sunnlv'H  . 
But  first  the  lover  is  by  El  vers  t/?^  '^ ' 
To  settle  jomture-chimneys  on  the  bride. 

Tha  ^/ar/yw  marr'age  offerings  rise  anace  • 
Their  ancient  houses,  running  to  deSj^S,' 
Are  furbish'd  up  and  cemented  with^clas 
J,7.»'^.»''«»dy;  stores  of  egfia'e  laid 
And  brooding  mothers  call  Luein%"id 

Faine^spreads  the  news,  and  foreTgnfts) 
In  (locks  to  greet  the  new  returning  year 

Arn!;'''r"''*^''"**n""»'''^«hecC) 
Andnow  twas  time  (so  fast  their  numbers 

The"  v!!.'..f  T''' ""?  Pt^'p''^  ~'«"'« ; 

(For  so  their  cruel  destiny  requir'd)        ^^ 
Were  sent  far  off  on  an  ilf  fat^  d"-  ■         , 
The  rest  wou-d  need  conduct 'em  oi 'their 


So  long  they  flew  with  inconsiderate  haste 
That  now  their  afternoon  began  to  wasTe  .  ' 
And.  what  was  ominous,  thafj  very  morn  ' 

Th.''';i^k  the  ^'  .A«'«»  -ccount. 

Night  <ame,  but  unattended  with  repW-I' 
A  one  she  came,  no  sleep  their  eyes  to  d^' 
Alone,  and  black  she  caL.no  frSdTyl':^' 


to  stoy"  *'"''  •^"'^  '•'  ^"'''^  "'O"'  J 


arose. 

What   shou'd    they   doe.   beset   with 

dangers  round.    '         '    ^*    *"^ 

No  n^8^^bouring  Dorp,  no  lodging  to'^ 

""'  pSit  ?'"'■'"'  ■"'^  ^''  ""hospitable 
TJie  Fatter  brood,  who  just  began  to  fly 
Sick.feathered  and  unpractised  in  t°,e  sky 
ihl  Z7ZT  *^"■'•  ''^'P'^«  niother  c^l   ' 

•?rci!;r""«''«""^^-'-'-'4 

r  au^gment  their  woes,  the  winds  begaiv  to 

^l«te  in  air.  for  empty  fields  above. 

Till  Boreas   got    the    skyes.    and    ^.oured 

nis  ratling  hail-stonesmix'd  with  snow  and 

The  rm  were  strugling  still  with  death,  and 
The  Cr^s^  and  Ravens  rights,  an  undefended 
Kxcepting  A/ar/y«',  race,  for  they  and  he 


n...  "      J.    "  =""^»"  ot  a  i)o  ow  tree 
FI^  ."""."J'^fi"^"'^  ''V  a  sturdy  clow^' 
And  S  f'  '^'  ''J''^''^  «f  ^  towr  630 
down       ""  ^'"^  '^'^•"  P°»  "J  '^«" 
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I 


.Ufi/^yMliiinst'lf  w:is  canuht  :i-live,anc]  try''l  1 
For  trtas'nnii>  iriincs,  txraiiHc  the  law*  [ 

provide  I 

No  Martyn  there  in  winter  shnll  abide.        ) 
High  on  nn  O.ik  which  never  leaf  shnll  hear, 
tie  breath* ci  his  last,  exposed  tu  of>en  air. 
And  there  his  corps,  uiibless'd,  is  hanjjiiiK 

still. 
To  show  the  (hangc  of  wimis  with  his  pro- 

phetick  bill. 
The  rKitiencc  of  the  Hind  did  almost  (ail. 
For  well  she  inark'd  the  malice  of  the  tale : 
Which  Kibbald  art  tlieir  church  to  I.itlhrr  \ 

owes,  641  I 

In  malice  it  began,  by  malice  fjrows, 
He  sowed  the  SerptnCs  teeth,  an  iron- 1 

harvest  rose.  ' 

Hut  most  in  Marlyn's  character  and  fate,  \ 
She  saw  her  slandcr'd  sons,  the  Panlktr's  \ 

hate,  r 

The  people's  rage,  the  persecuting  state :  ) 
Then  said,  I  take  th'  aclvice  in  friendly  part. 
You  dear  your  conscience,  or  ut  least  your 

heart : 
Perhaps  you  fail'd  in  your  forc-seeinR  skill. 
For  Su'iUows  arc  unlucky  birds  to  kill :  650 
As  for  my  sons,  the  family  is  bless'd, 
Wliose  every  child  is  equal  to  the  rest : 
No  church  rcform'd  can  boast  a  blamclesi 

line ; 
Such  Martyns  build  in  yours,  and  more  than 

mine : 
Or  else  an  old  fanntick  Author  lyes, 
Who  summ'd  their  Scandals  up  by  Centuries. 
But  through  your  parable  I  plainly  sec 
Tlie  bloudy  laws,  the  crowds  barbarity  : 
The  sun-shine  that  offends  the  purblind  sight, 
Had  some  their  wishes,  it  wou'd  soon  be 

night.  oCo 

Mistake  me  not,  the  charge  concerns  not  you, 
Your  sons  arcinale-coiitents.but  yet  aretrue. 
As  far  as  non-resistance  makes  'em  so. 
But  that's  a  word  of  neutral  sense  you  know, 
A  passive  term,  which  no  relief  will  bring. 
But  trims  betwixt  a  rebell  and  a  king. 

Rest  well  assured,  the  Pardelis  reply'd, ") 

My  sons  wou'd  all  support  the  regal  side,  I 

Though  heav'n  forbid  the  cause  by  battel  f 

should  be  try'd.  / 

Tlie  Matron  answered  with  a  loud  Amen, 

And  thus  pursu'd  her  argument  agen.     671 

6H7  is]  are  /6S7. 


If.  as  yoti  say.  and  as  I  ho|ic  nu  less, 
Vour  sons  w^  practise  what  your   self 
profess. 

What  angi  y  pow'r  prevents  our  present 

l>cace  f 
Tlie  /.yow,  studious  o(  our  common  good, 
IK'sires  (amd  Kings  desires  are  ill  withstood) 
To  join  our  Nations  in  a  lasting  love  ;        \ 
The  barrs  betwixt  arc  casic  to  remove,       I 
For  sanguinary   laws  were   never  made  i 

above.  ) 

If  you  condemn  that  P  ire  of  Tyranny  680 


Whose  mandate  force 

toHy, 
Make  not  a  worse  c    in 
Or  cease  to  rail  0 
AndlettiiCRuiltles' 


r.n  Gallick  friends 

of  your  own,  \ 
i  rigour  shown,  /■ 
(hrow  thestoix.) 


His  blunted  swor  ar  suff'ring  brother 

hood 
Have  seldom  felt,  he  stops  it  short  of  bloud  : 
But  you  iiave  ground  the  [lersecuting  knife 
And  set  it  to  a  razor  edge  on  life. 
Curs'd  be  the  wit  which  cruelty  refines  \ 
Or  to  his  father's  rod  the  Scorpion  joins  ;  [ 
Your  linger  is  more  gross  than  the  great  j 

Monarch's  loins.  691 ) 

But  you  ficrhaps  remove  that  bloudy  note, 
And  stick  it  on  the  lirst  Reformers  coat. 
Oh  let  tiicir  crime  in  long  oblivion  sleep, 
'Twas  theirs  indeed  to  make,  'tis  yours  to 

keep. 
Unjust,  or  just,  is  all  the  question  now, 
'Tis  plain,  that  not  repealing  you  allow. 

To  name  the  Test  wou'd  put  you  in  a  rage ; 
You  charge  not  that  on  any  former  age. 
But  smile  to  think  how  innocent  you  stand 
Arm'd  by  a  weapon  put  into  your  hand.  701 
\'et  still  rememi^er  that  you  weild  a  sword 
Forg'd  by  your  foes  against  your  Sovereign 

Lord. 
Designed  to  hew  th'  imperial  Cedar  down, 
Defraud  Succession  and  dis-heir  the  Crown. 
T'  abhor  the  makers,  and  their  laws  approve, 
Is  to  hate  Traytors  and  the  treason  love : 
What  means  it  else,  which  now  your  childrtii 

say. 
We  made  it  not,  nor  will  we  take  away  ? 
Suppose  some  great  Oppressor  had  hv  \ 

slight  7,0  [ 

Of  law,  disseb'd  your  brother  of  his  right, ; 
Your  common  sire  surrendring  in  a  fright ;  j 
Would  you  to  that  unrighteous  title  stand, 
Left  by  the  villain's  will  to  heir  the  land  ? 
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More  j„.i  was  ;„,/„, ,  ^ho  l„  -  Saviour  sold  • » 
Iho  j.a.„|,R,ou,  br.be  he  ,„,'a  „„»  ,  ,T|    ' 

'""yo:;;:^!'"''^  ^"^  ^''^  ^^^  '•""•  «"* 

"■"'tnu^?  "'"*  ^""''".  "n*!  their  Plot  bcrn 

Sn„,c  sr.erio,.,  rca«,n,  for  tlu^c  wronw 
were  foiiiKl ;  "rongj  , 

'"%;!;i,^""'"*  ^'-- "- "S 

Ii..tnojvwl.en  time  ha, made  th'in.,H«,,re 

What  i«.w  delusion  charms  vour  chcaw<l 
eyes  ncam  ?  »^»i.-ai'<i 

The  painted  Harlot  mi^ht  a  while  bewi  ,  f 
iU.twh^..he,l„«unc'i3Vland'a^lT 
The  first  Reformers  were  a.mmlest  race  • 
lliaT: ''**'"^'  '■"  '•'"^*^  »''^''  n»"vc 
A..d  wUn  rebellious    .rms  oVcturned  the 

Tlu  -  sufn  rM  oncly  in  the  common  fate  -^^ 
But  now  >,  .  >ov'reiKn  mounts  the  rega  chair 
An,In,.tr-d  scats  are  full,  yet  A„./d^£:i: 

Vour  ans  r  is,  they  were  not  dispossessed 
n.  y  need  ,ut  rub  their  mettle  on  the  Test' 
lu  prove  the.r  ore:    We  w.  II  if  ^j 

Wcre^tou^ch'd  and  try'd  on  your  discerning 

Hilt  that  unfaithfull  Test  unfound  will  ,nss 
To  dross  of  Atheists  an.l  sectarian  Ef 
Forv      "P7'"1P'"  were  made  to  hold  -  o 
For  biue  productions,  and  reject  the  cold  • 
11ms  men  unRodded  mav  to  places  rise     ' 
A.Kl  sects  may  be-  preferred  withontd  Sise  • 
Nodan,ertothed.urchor   statcTom, 
The  Papist  on£!\  »ias  his  Writ  of  cnso 

No  Ram  ullofti,.,iv..  him  the  pretence 
ro  «nnd  the  S.  .iect  or  defraud'. he  PrLe 

°d;s~"""'  "  "°  ^°"--"«  may 
To  thr^^.  but  ours  alone  is  privileg'd  to 


i.;^'«"ky     r.elves.youcry,yo«r„obl. 
We    «,ni.h  ,K.t,  but  they  forsake  the  uja".* 

^''V».*««.7'«^'t  rival  to  expell, 
Ami^r^ht  the  hend  who  couurncit  bei.ru,. 

To  this  the P«»»/A^  jharnly  had  retVd  •\ 

J'Ut.  ».av,„g  gainM  a  Verdict  on  hw  »We    l 

-  ^1'';^  -^  y.Rave  the  loser  leave  to  chwT'  \ 

We  I  s«t,s(,ed  to  havr  (he  But  and  ««;  ' 

^nd^.or.heP|„.,,,rscau«U.ec-E'd't'he 
lit.  , u^  'sh,.  ,„.(!  ,„  y^^^  /'a«*«.„  .  '^ 
Yet  th_o«g).t  it  deceit  something  shou'd  be 

ho  neither  granted  .H,   ,or  much  cfcny'd, 

i         Vorir4:'  ''™^  '^^  P'°f'"'<l  ?*«« 

^'".'"••'•'^'"•''!''tf'*//a//.;«Kine: 

By  ,..,;.  possfs.io„  ;,ll  the  land  is  mine.      ) 

You  ^strangers  come  with  your  intruding  [ 

Vou'X  Tvt'V^'  *'"^''  >•"»  «"  to  join  J 
\  ou  plead  l.kc  him  an  ancient  Pedigre^  77i 
And  claim  a  p.acefull  seat  by  fates  decrei 
,  ■'  ready  pomp  your  Sacrificer  stand^r 
lo  unite  the  Trojan  and  the  LoHh  bands 
And  that  th.  eaRue  more  firmly  may  b^  ty'd 
rvmand  the  fair  Lavinia  for  /our  &.^  ^' 

Hut  St  II  yuu  brniR  your  exil'd  gods  alone  • 
And  will  endeavour  in  succeedinR  sCe,    ' 
Plac^e!  ^°^'^'''  °"  ""■•  hS'  to 

''"''ferr'f  ""^  ^'^'"  "'  '"*'  •'"'•^  '^'■"  P'^ 
I  spake  aRa'inst  the  Trsl.  but  was  not  heard 
riK-se  to  rescind  and  iVeraRe  to  restore     7 

'  hnS:  ''''"'«"   "''"'"    ""y  -»' 

I  owe  him  much,  but  owe  my  conscience! 

more*  I 

Conscience  is  then  your  Plea,  replietl  the 

\Vhi.f>  -voP'.,  .formed  will  ever  be  the  same. 


7W  But!  CA-'s/ieSritt/s halt 
word  IS  „  s,its,..„/,ti. 


0/  couru  H4 
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But  voun  is  much  o{  the  CaneUon  hue, 
To  change  the  dye  with  ev'ry  difl'rent  view. 
When  first  t}\tLyon  sat  with  awfull  sway,  790 
Your  conscience  taught  you  duty  10  obey  ; 
He  might  liave  had  your  Statutes  and  your 

Test; 
No  conscience  but  of  subjects  was  profess'd. 
He  found  your   temper,  and    no  farther 

try'd, 
But  on  that  broken  reed  your  church  rely'd. 
In  vain  the  sects  assay'd  their  utmost  art,  ] 
Withoffered  treasures  to  espouse  their  part,  f 
Their  treasures  were  a  bribe  too  mean  to  j 
move  his  heart.  ) 

But  when  by  long  experience  you  had  proov'd 
How  far  he  cou'd  forgive,  how  well  he  lov'd  ; 
A  goodness  that  excell'd  his  godlike  race,  801 
And  oneiyshort  of  heav'ns  unbounded  grace: 
A  floud  of  mercy  thai  o'erflowed  our  Isle, 
Calm  in  the  rise,  and  fruitfull  as  the  NVe, 
Forgetting  whence  your  ^f/pt  was  supply'd, 
You  thought  your  Sov'r'-.ign  bound  to  send 

the  tide ; 
Nor  upward  look'd  on  that  immortal  spring. 
But  vainly  deem'd,  he  durst  not  be  a  king : 
Then  conscience,  unrestrain'd  by  fear,  began 
To  stretch  her  limits,  and  extend  the  span, 
Did  his  indulgence  as  her  gift  dispose,     811 
And  made  a  wise  Alliance  with  her  foes. 
Can  conscience  own  th'  associating  name,  \ 
And  raise  no  blushes  to  conceal  her  shame  ?  [ 
For  sure  she  has  been  thought  a  bashfull  f 
Dame.  ) 

But  if  the  cause  by  battel  should  be  tr>-'d, 
You  grant  she  must  espouse  the  regal  side : 
0  Proteus  Conscience,  never  to  be  ty'd  ! 
What  Phahus  from  the  Tripod  shall  disclose. 
Which  are  in  last  resort,  your  friends  or 
foes  ?  820 

Homer,  who  learn'd  the  language  of  the  sky. 
The  seeming  Gordian  knot  wou'd  soon  unty  ; 
Immortal   pow'rs   the   term  of  conscience 

know. 
But  int'rest  is  her  name  with  men  below. 

Conscience  or  int'rest  be 't,  or  both  in  one ; 
(The  Panther  answered  in  a  surly  tone.) 
The  first  commands  me  to  maintain  the 

Crov,  n. 
The  last  forbids  to  throw  my  barriers  down. 
Our  penal  laws  no  sons  of  yours  admit,    829 
Our  Test  exdudts  your  Tribe  from  benefit. 
These  are  n>y  banks  your  ocean  to  withstand. 
Which  proudly  rising  overlooks  the  land  : 


And  once  let  in,  with  unresisted  sway 
Wou'd  sweep  the  Pastors  and  their  flocks 

away. 
Think  not  my  judgment  leads  me  to  comply 
With  laws  unjust,  but  hard  necessity  : 
Imperious  need  which  cannot  be  withstood 
.Makes  ill  authentick,  for  a  greater  good. 
Possess  your  soul  with  patience,  and  attend  : 
A  more  auspicious  Planet  may  ascend  ;  840 
Good  fortune  may  present  some   happier 

time. 
With  means  to  cancel  my  unwilling  crime  ; 
(Unwilling,  witness  all  ye  Pow'rs  above) 
To  mend  my  errours  and  redeem  your  love : 
That  little  space  you  safely  m-y  allow. 
Your  all-dispensing  pow'r  protects  you  now. 
Hold,  said  the  Hind,  'tis  needless  to  ex- 
plain : 
You  would  postpone  me  to  another  reign : 
Till  when  you  are  content  to  be  unjust, 
Your  partis topossess,and  mine  to  trust.  850 
A  fair  exchange  propos'd  of  future  chance, 
For  present  profit  and  inheritance : 
Few  words  will  serve  to  finish  our  dispute. 
Who  will  not  now  repeal  wou'd  persecute  ; 
To  ripen  green  re.enge  your  hqies  attend, 
Wishmg  that  happier  Planet  wou'd  ascend  : 
For  shame  let  Conscience  be  your  Pl-si  no\ 

more. 
To  will  hereafter  proves  she  might  before ;  !- 
Cut  she's  a  Bawd  to  gain,  and  holds  the  1 
Door.  859 ' 

Your  care  about  your  Banks,  infers  a  fear 
Of  threatning  Floods  and  Inundations  ne.-ir ; 
if  so,  a  just  Reprise  would  only  be 
Of  what  the  Land  usurped  upon  the  Sea  ; 
And  all  your  Jealousies  but  serve  to  show 
Your  Ground  is,  like  your  Neighbour-Nation, 

low. 
T'  intrench  in  what  you  grant  unrighteous 

Laws 
Is  to  distrust  the  justice  of  your  Cause  ; 
And  argues  that  the  true  religion  lyes 
In  those  weak  Adversaries  you  despise. 
Tyrannick  force  is  that  which  least  ymi 
fear,  "ajo 

The  sound  is  frightfull  in  a  Christian's  ear : 
Avert  it,  Heav'n  ;  nor  let  that  Plague  he 

sent 
To  us  from  the  dispeopled  Continent. 
But  Piety  commands  me  to  refrain  ; 
Those  Pray'rs  are  r    dless  in  this  Monarch's 
Reign. 
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Behold !    how  he  protects  your  Friends 
opprest, 

'^"'tr^'d'''  ^"'*''''''  *"«ours  the  Dis- 

"''"b?^«'  ^°"  "^^  '"'*'  ""  ''°"'*'  °^V 
"*"  hid?  '"  ^y-^*e.ht,  and  disdains  to] 

An  Act  to  which  bv  Honour  he  is  ty'd.  880 1 
A  generous  laudable,  and  Kingly  Pride?^ 
\  our  Test  he  would  repeal,  his  Peers  restore, 
This  when  he  says  he  means,  he  means  no 
more. 

And  yet^*'"  ^'"'*''"'  ^  ^^^""^ '"''"  J"«»' 

V  ^J*i  y^^' '''"  •*"*  '^"'"se  you  must. 

tm""  '"'""''  ''"*  y°"  ^°"'**  "«^ 

^'"  iSlrV*"""  *'"*'''•''   ""**  <l'sdained  f 
OnPow'rofKings,andtl,eirSuperiourcharEe, 
"£e  •  '  '^^°"  ^''*  Peopled 

Tlio'   sure  the  Panther  did    not    much 

Tohcar  thoscE^Ao'j  given  of  her  onceLo^ 
voice.  ^  \ 

The  ;i/a/r«f  woo'd  her  Kindncssto  thelast 
But  cou^d  not  win ;  her  hour  of  Grace  was 

^^''Trln '"""  persisting,  when  she  could  not 

To  leave  the  Wool/  and  to  believe  her  King, 
She  gave  Her  up.  and  fairly  wished  her  Joy 
Of  her  late  Treaty  with  her  new  Ally  :   "^  ^ 
Which  well  she  hop'd  wou'd  more  successfull 
prove, 

Tl!;'V"fi.''''''  ^M"*".  ""*^  *''"^  ^"««'''^*  love. 

The  Panther  ask'd  what  concord  there  cou'd 

Betvvixt  two  kinds  whose  Natures  disagr^ 
The  Dame  reply'd,  'Tis  sung  in  cv'ry  Street 
The  common  chat  of  Gossips  when    thev 
meet :  " 

nut,  since  unheard  by  you,  'tis  worth  your 

To  take  .1  wholesome  Tale,  though  told  in 
liomely  stile. 

^  iS  ^°^  **""'  *'"**'  ^'""'  '"  ""*'"■ 
mttt"' r' *'I^,'"""^ °f  P'^i" ""d  Good) 
And  liv  d,  as  reason  was,  upon  the  best. 
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Inur'd  to  hardships  from  his  early  Youth,gio 
truth-  '  '""^  "flered  forlli^ 

^*    R^Ji"'"'  ^'  '"  ""^ny  a  doublfulK 
^"^kS  ''""*"   "^  ""^  ndvent'rousi 

^''"theri'ht''*'*  *''"  ^'''''°''''  ""*'  °'**y'  '"' J 

H:!^f'°uD"*'*°".''^<*''*^°""''e«»n'etho'late) 
He  took  P«isession  of  his  just  Estate : 

Kor  Klif  '^™-""''  *''•'  '"""^  "^  «<="». 
iNor  Iiv  d  too  sparing,  nor  too  largely  soent  • 

JU*  °^"'«>k'd  his  ^inds,  their  pfy^waCt 

And  ready,  for  he scom'd  to  goon  trust:  020 

S.OW  to  resolve,  but  in  perfoPmance  quic^? 

^o  true,  that  he  wj-s  awkward  at  a  tiick. 

For  l.ttle  Soujs  on  little  shifts  rely. 

And  coward  Arts  of  mean  Expedients  try : 

The  noble  Mmd  will  dare  do  liny  thing  St 

False  friends,  (his  deadliest  foes.)  could  find 
r«o  way 

But  shows  of  honest  bluntness.  to  betray  • 
That  unsuspected  plainness  he  believ'd  : 

S„m^  "?  'T  "'•"^"'  '">''  *as  decciv'd. 
Some  lucky  Planet  sure  attends  hisBirth.oto 
Or  Heav'n  would  n.ake  a  Miracle  on  Earth  • 

I  5"k!!!'^P  T*  ."°^«*y  «  «Won>  »een        ' 
To  bear  so  dead  a  weight,  and  yet  to  win  ; 
It  looks  as  Fate  with  Nature's  Law  would 
strive. 

^°  ttee""'"'"^**""^  °""  °"  ^s*"  "^y 

And   when  so  tough  a  frame  she  could  not 
oend, 

Exceeded  her    ommission  to  befriend. 

hisSe      '"""'  °*  ""''•""  en^eaii'd 
Gave  G«»rf  again,  and  daily  fed  his  Poor ; 
'  ""T-  ""  ""''*^"'^"«  ^'as  pur. 

Tlie  r«t  he  found,  but  rais'd  the  Fabr^ck 
where  he  pray 'd ; 

Fm*I.il!  ^.H''^^"?"'  Place  h's  beauteous  Wife 

Em  ,loy  d  Her  happiest  hours  of  Holy  Life 

Nor  did  their  Alms  extend  to  those  atone 

IheiT^r™""  '"°'*  '^"*'"y  "a^* 

'^  ^Hn\\  ^"""  *"*  *'°"''''  ^'^  "~'  *•>*'' 
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Tlio'  some,  'tis  true,  arc  passively  incIiiiM, 
The  greater  Part  tleRenerate  from  their  kind  ; 
Voracious  Hirds,  that  hotly  Bill  and  breed. 
And  largely  drink,  because  on  Salt  they  fee<l. 
Small   Gain  from   them  their  IJounleous 
Owner  draws  ;  gcj  I 

Yet,  bound  by  I'romise,  he  supports  their 

Cause, 
As  Corporations  privilcdgM  by  I^iws. 
That  House,  which  harbour  to  their  kind 
affords, 
Was  built,  long  since,  God  knows,  for  better 

liirds  ; 

But  flutt'ring  there,  they  nestle  near  the\ 

Throne,  | 

And  lodge  in  Habitations  not  their  own,    ^ 

By  their  high  Crops,  and  Cornv  Gizzards  1 

known.  / 

Like  Harpy's,  they  could  scent  a  plenteous 

board ;  560 

Then,  to  be  sure,  they  never  fail'd  their 

Lord. 
The  rest  was  form, and  bare  Attendance  paid. 
They  drunk,  and  eat,  and  grudgingly  obey'd. 
The  more  they  fed,  they  raven'd' still' for 

more, 
They  drain'd  from  Dan,  and  left  Bfersheha 

poor; 
All  this  they  had  by  Law,  and  none  rcpin'd, 
The  pref'rence  was  but  due  to  Levi's  Kind, 
But    when    some    Lay-|)rcfcrnient    fell   by 

chance 
The  Gourmands  made  it  their  Inheritance. 
When  once  possess'd  they  never  quit  tlieir 
Claim,  ,,^0 

For  then  'tis  sanctify'd   to  Ileav'ns  high 

Name ; 
And  Hallow'd  thus,  they  cannot  give  Con- 
sent, 
The  Gift  should  l)c  prophan'd  by  Worldly 
management. 
Their  Flesh  was  never  to  tlie  Table  served  ; 
Tho'   'tis    not    thence    inferr'd    the    Birds 

were  starv'd  ; 
But    that    their    Master  did  not  like   the 

Food, 
As  rank,  and  breeding  Melancholv  Blood. 
Nor  did  it  with  His  Gracious  Nature  suite, 
Ev'n  though  they  were  not  Doves,  to  perse- 
cute: 
Yet  He  refused, (nor  could  they  take  Offence) 
Their  Glutton  Kind  should  teach  him  absti- 
nence. 981 


Nor    Consecratetl    Grain    tlieir    Wheat    he 

thought, 
Which,  new  from  treading,  in  their  Bills  they 

brought : 
But  left  his  Hinds,  each  in  his  Private  Pow'r, 
That  those  who  like  the  Bran  n>ight  leave  the 

Flow'r. 
He  for  himself,  and  not  for  others  chose, 
Nor  would  He  be  impos'd  on,  nor  impose ; 
But  in  their  Faces  His  Devotion  paid. 
And  Sacrifice  with  .Solemn  Rites  was  made, 
.^nd  Sacred  Incense  on  his  Altars  laid.   990 
Besides   these  jolly  Birds,   whose  Oops 
impure 
Repaid    their    Commons    witii    their    Salt 

Manure, 
Another  Farm  he  had  behind  his  House, 
Not  overstock't,  but  barely  for  his  use  ; 
Wherein  his  poor  Domestick  poultry  Fed 
.\nd  from  His  Pious  Hands  received  their 

Bread. 
Our  pampcr'd  Pigeons  with  malignant  Eyes 
Beheld  these  Inmates  and  their  Nurseries : 
Tho'  hard  their  fare,  at  Ev'ning  and  at 

Morn, 
.\  Cruise  of  Water  and  an  Ear  of  Corn,  1000 
Yet  still  fhey  grudg'd  that  Modicum,  and 

thought 
A  .Sheaf  in  ev'ry  single  Grain  w.is  brought ; 
Fain  would  they  filch  that  little  Food  away, 
While  unrcstrain'd  those  happy  Gluttons 

prey. 
And  much  they  griev'fl  to  see  so  nigh  their 

Hall 
The  Bird  that  warned  St.  Peter  of  his  Fall ; 
That  he  should  raise  his  miter'd  Crest  on 

high, 
And  clap  his  Wings  and  call  his  Family 
To  Sacred   Rites;    and   vex   tl '   Et'herial 
Pow'rs  locKj 

With  midnight  Mattins  at  uncivil  Hours : 
Nay   more,   his    quiet    Neighbours   should 

molest. 
Just  in  the  sweetness  of  their  Morning  rest. 
Bctst  of  a  bird,  sui)inely  when  he  mit;lit 
Lye  snugg  and  sleep,  to  rise   before    the 

light : 
What  if  his  dull  Forefathers  used  that  crv, 
Cou'd  he  not  let  a  Bad  Exani|)le  dye  ? 
The  World  was  fallen  into  an  easier  way  ; 
This  Age  knew  better,  than  to  Fast  and  I'r.iv. 
Goo<l  Sense  in  Sacred  Worship  would  appear 
So  to  begin,  as  they  might  end  the  year.  1020 
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^"''fills''  '"  ^°"""  *'""'*  '""'  w: ought  the 
Of  rrowing  Chanticleers  inOoyster'tl  Walls 
^^flid  ;  ""'^  *"'  their Lnds,  theyf 

And  Sister  Partlet,  with  her  hooded  head 
Was  hooted  hence,  because  she  would  not  1 

pray  a- Bed.  J 

The  way  to  win  the  restiff  World  to  Got] 
)as  to  lav  bj.  the  Disciplining  Rod, 
I  ..natural  J^asts,  and   Foreign   F^rms  of 

rray  r ; 
Religion  frights  us  with  a  meen  severe. 
Tis  Prudence  to  reform  her  into  Ease,  low 

A  "l^  T  p '7"  ^.H^"''''  *°  "'»»'«  Her  pleas 
A  hve ly  Faith  will  bear  aloft  the  Mintf 

blSd  ^"^^"^^  °^  ^°^   ^^°'''« 

^"tm.^iT'.'""''*  in  the  Pigeon-house  were 
^""wruth^f  '"'  •'"*  wondrously  they 
But  sure  the  common  Cry  was  all  for  these, 
Tai  *"'  ""''^  ^°^^  encourag'd 

Vet  fairing  those  alluring  Baits  might  fail, 

(Ko  iS?.?'".^'  ° .'"  ""  '^''"  Arts  prevail 
( !•  or  Vice.tho'  f rontless  and  of harden'd  Face 

Is  daunted  at  the  sight  of  awfull  Grace,)      ' 

An  hideous  Figure  of  their  Foes  they  drew 

.Nor  Lines,  nor  Looks,  nor   Shades,  nor 

colours  true;  '         • 

'"'iwic.?;-^"^  '^^'«"'  "p-'-'  ''j 
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""'  Sce^  ''^^^  "'°"^''*  '*  '°'"^  Egyptian 
With  Garden-Gods,  and  harking  Deities, 
More  thick  than  Plolowey  has  stuck  the 

.>kies. 
All  so  perv'erse  a  Draught,  so  far  unlike, 
v..  '^,  n  ?.   'J*^"u'''"^•*  "'^''"^  t«  strike : 

Small       "      "^  '''*'^'''''  ""^  ^'^"t  '-"'^ 
To  view  the  Monster  crowded  Pigeon-halI^° 
There  Chanticleer  was  drawn  upon  his  knees 
Adorin.  Shr.nes,andStocks  of  SaintedS' 
Ai.d  by  him  a  mishapen,  ugly  Race  •  ' 

I'nT  ^J  ^'^  ^^'  ''«"  «"  ev'ry  face 
llVsf  nfr'''""  ?"'.''  '"^^^  "«'■■«  ""end. 
Fiend      ''*"''*'     '^       "^  *''^  '^"^  ^°^  '^ 

.o.'5  a-Brd]  a  Bed  «rf.  ,. 


The  Master  of  the  Farm,  displeas'd  to  find 
So  much  of  Rancour  in  so  milj  a  kind, 
^iquir-d  mto  the  Cause,  and  came  to  know 

blow"'  ^^"'"^  *'"''  ''""'^  '^'  !°'^™«t 
WithJLndless   Fears,   and   Jealous'^'' 

w  ".''•'js.t^ouWcsome  intruding  Guest        ' 
V\ould^r.ve  the  Jiirds  of  Veuusiron^  their 

A  Deed  his  inborn  Equity  abhorr'd, 

"KirSorS""^''^''''^"^^" 

That  Bloody  Statute  chiefly  was  design'd 
For  Chanltclen  the  white,  of  Clergv  kind  • 
But  after-malice  did  not  long  for^t         ' 

lll]C^  ^Y  *u"5  the  Robe  and  Coronet. 
For  them,  for  their  Inferiours  and  Allyes 
Their  Foeff  a  deadly  ShihbcUlh  devSe :    ' 
By  which  unrighteously  it  was  decreed, 
n,at  nonetoTrust,or  Profit  shouldsucceed 

''''rkS?v°:^^^"-^«'^^^'-y-- 

Or  that  to  which  old  Socrates  was  curs't?^ 

Tl  o  P«^"^"/"'''  *°  '**"  '*■"  ti"  they  burst. 
To  c.^  .K°"/"'  m  reason)  thought  it  hard  \ 
To  see  this  Inquisition  in  his  Yard. 
By  which  the  Soveraign  was  of  Subjects  \ 
use  debarred.  '         | 

^"vfthdraw""""'  ^  '^>''^'  ^'"■^''  '"■•eht 
Th'  Eflects  of  so  unnatural  a  Law  : 
nS^Jtl  ^  ^°^'^-h«"se  obstinately  stood 
gL^      own.  and  to  their  Neighbours 

Relented  of  their  baist.d  Loyalty  :  ,«k2 
Now  made  the  Champions  of  a  cruel  Cni^ 
And  drunk  with  Fum^s  of  Popular  AppC; 
For  those  whom  Go<l  to  mine  has  H«ig„'cT ' 
He  fits  for  F..te,  and  first  destroys  their  Alind. 
New  Doubts  indeed  they  daily  strove  to 
ruiscy 

Suggested  Dangers,  interpos'd  Delays  : 
And  Emissary  Pigeons  had  in  store, 
Such  as  theMecMtt  Prophet  us'd  of  yore, 

IL'    Tm  ^*"^"';''  '"  "'eir  Patrons  Ea;  ; 
Feal      *'"'■  ^"'''  ^^''^  w'th  Zealous 

noo 
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The  Master  smiled  to  see  'em  work  in  vain, 
To  wear  liim  out  and  make  an  idle  rcifjn  : 
He  saw,  but  sufler'd  their  Protractive  Arts, 
And  strove  by  mildness  to  reduce  their 

Hearts ; 
But  they  abused  that  Grace  to  make  Allyes\ 
And  fondly  clos'd  with  former  Enemies  ;    I 
For  fools  are  double  Fools,  endeav'ring  to  ( 

be  wise.  j 

After  a  grave  Consult  what  course  were 

best. 
One,  more  mature  in  Folly  than  the  rest, 
Stood  up,  and  told  'cm  with  his  head  aside. 
That  desp'rate  Cures  nust  be  to  desp'ratc 

*    ,^^^'^PP^y'^-  nil 

And  therefore,  since  their  main  impending 

fear 
Was  from  th'  encreasing  race  of  Chanticleer : 
Some  Potent  Bird  of   Prey  they  ought  to 

find, 
A  Foe  profess'd  to  iiim  and  all  his  kind : 
Some  haggar'd  Hawk.vrho  had  her  eyry  n^jh. 
Well  pounc'd  to  fasten,and  well  wing'd  to  fly; 
One  they  might  trust,  their  common  «m^ 

to  wreak : 
The  Musquet,  and  the  Coystnl  were  too  weak. 
Too  fierce  the  Falcon,  but,  above  the  rest. 
The  noble  Buzzard  ever  pleas'd  me  best ;  1 121 
Of  small  Renown,  'tis  true  ;  for,  not  to  lye. 
We  call  Mm  but  a  Hawk  by  courtesie. 
I   know  he   haunts  the  Pi;M»-house  and 

Farm, 
And  more,  in  time  of  War  has  done  us  harm  ; 
But  all  his  hate  on  trivial  Points  de|)cnds. 
Give  up  our  Forms,  and  we  shall  soon  be 

friends. 
For  Pigeons  flesh  he  seems  not  much  to  care  ; 
Cram'd  Chickens  are  a  more  delicious  fare  ; 
On  this  high  Potentate,  without  delay,  1130 
I  wish  you  would  conferr  the  Sovereign  sway  ; 
Petition  him  t'  accept  the  Government, 
And  let  a  splendid  Embassy  be  sent. 
This   pithy    speech    prevail'd ;     and    all 
agreed. 
Old  Enmity's  forgot,  the  Buzzard  should 
succeed. 
Their  welcom  Suit  was  granted  soon  as 
heard. 
His  Lodgings  furnish'd.and  a  Train  prepar'd. 
With  B's  upon  their  Brejist,  appointed  for 
his  Guard.  |,«g 

He  came,  and  Crown'd  with  great  Solemsity, 
God  save  King  Buzzard,  was  the  gen'rall  cry. 


Po^'y  Prince,  and  goodly  to  the  sight 
He  seem  d  a  Son  of  Anach  for  his  height : 
Like  those  whom  stature  did  to  Crowns 

prefer ; 
Black-brow'd  and  bluff,  like  Homer's  Jupiler; 
Broad-backed  and  Brawny  built  for  Loves' 

delight, 
A  Prophet  form'd  to  make  a  female  Proselyte. 
A  Theologue  more  by  need,  than  genial  bent. 
By  Breeding  sharp,  by  Nature  confident, 
Int  rest  in  all  his  Actions  was  discem'd  ; 
More  learn'd  than  Honest,  more  a  Wit  than 
learn'd.  „eo 

Or  forc'd  by  Fear,  or  by  his  Profit  led, 
Or  both  conjoyn'd,  his  Native  clime  he  fled  : 
But   brought    the   Vertues  of  his  Heav'n 

along ; 
A  fair  Behaviour,  and  a  fluent  Tongue. 
And  yet  with  all  his  Arts  he  could  not  thrive ; 
The  must  unlucky  Parasite  alive. 
Loud  Praises  to  prepare  his  Paths  he  sent. 
And  then  himself  pursu'd  his  Compliment ! 
But,  by  reverse  of  Fortune  chac'd  away. 
His  Gifts  no  longer  than  their  Author  stav  ; 
He  shakes  the  Dust  against  th'  u^rateful 

And  leaves  the  stench  of  Ordures  in  the 

place. 
Oft  has  he  flatter'd,  and  blasphem'd  the 

same. 
For  in  his  Rage,  he  sparesno  Sov'rains  name: 
Tlie  Hero,  and  the  Tyrant  change  their  st)  le 
By  the  same  measure  that  they  frown  or 

smile ; 
When  well  receiv'd  by  hospitable  Foes, 
The  kindness  he  returns,  is  to  expose  : 
For  Courtesies,  tho'  undeserv'd  and  great.    ] 
No  gratitude  in  Fellon-minds  beget ;  1170 
As  tribute  to  his  Wit,  the  churl  receives  tin 

treat.  ) 

His  praise  of  Foes  is  venomously  Nice,       ) 
So  touch'd,  it  turns  a  Vertue  to  a  \'irc  :     - 
A  Greek,  and  bountiful  fornoams  us  luio  ' 
Sev'n  sacraments  he  wisclv  do's  disown, 
Ikcaose   he   knows  Confession   sUnds 


(Mie 


for 


Where  sins  to  sacred  silence  are  convey'il. 
And  not  for  Fear,  or  Love,  to  be  betray'd : 
But  he,  uncali'd,  hks  Patron  to  controul, 
Divulg'd  the  secret  whispers  of  his  Soul ;  1  itki 
Stood   forth    th'   accusing    Sathan   of  hi* 

Crimes, 
And  offerd  to  the  Moloch  of  the  Times. 


THE  THIRD  PART. 


Prompt  to  assayle,  and  careless  of  defence 
nvuliierable  in  hb  Impudence.  ' 

e  dares  the  World,  and,  eager  of  a  name, 

He  thrusts  about,  and  justles  into  fame 

°"st^ts?     ^"'y'-P'^^'  ''«  sWs  the 
And  runs  M  Indian  muck  at  all  he  meete^' 
So  fond  of  loud  Report,  that  not  to  E  \ 
Of  bemg  known  (his  last  and  utmost  bliss) 
He  ra  her  would  be  known,  for  what  he  b  ) 

Thn'h^u?"^'*  "  '•**  ^"P'*'"  of  the  test) 
Tho  half  his  Vertues  are  not  hereexpresTt  • 
Themodesty  of  Fame  conceals  the  r^.  'j 
The  spleenful  P,5*«„  never  could  crwte 

hate;""'   ^"P*'    '°   "^'"S«  '»>"' 

Indeed,  more  proper  to  revenge,  than  save  • 

BHve7    "*  '"  •"''  *«th.  th-  Almjuy' 

For  all  the  Grace  the  Landlord  had  allow'd 

ploud  ^"=^'''«nJ  the/>,i°r, 

^'"''h^Criwd'*'''''^"'"'^'"'^*"^"" 

TheTrte/*'''"'^""*?*^-?"''J«^t°i''t»'rall.( 
Their  Patrons  proinise  into  question  call, 

'"^LA^r ''''"^^" '''-•'«' •- 

False  Fears  their  Leaders  fail'd  not  to 
suggest. 
As  If  the  Dw«  were  to  be  dispossess't ; 
Nor  Sighs  nor  Groans  nor  gogling  Eye^  did 

^"^  S'*'"'  '^'S'""*  t«>  tad  learned  to 

The  House  of  Pray'r  b  stock'd  with  larce 
encrease ;  '' 

*'""  P^r^"'  ""'  ^^''"'^°*'  "">  "'"tain  the 
For  Birds  of  ev'ry  feather  fill  th'  abode  !"" 
tv  M  Atheists  out  of  envy  own  a  God  • 
An,l,^reek.ng  from  the  Stews.  Adulfrers 

was  muteT'  '"  **"  ""'*'  ^"""^ 

Now  calls  aloud,  and  cryes  to  Persecute 
No  r„our  of  the  Laws  to  be  releas-d?^ 

\s'Vet^Jr^  *^'^"-  ■'  --  »"- 

And  nam'd  their  Pride,  Nobility  of  Soul.  i«o 


H9 


'^BlecT''  ^''^  ^'^"^  """^  ^"'  ^™" 

n  1"  '.'»?"  of  Pow'r  their  purpose  to  effect  j 

*u'd  ''""'''  '**^  «"  "^  hurt  Sey 

^^j^*.^  the  tender  Chicktni  from  their 

Tho'  naming  not  the  Patron,  to  infer, 
Wuh  all  respect.  He  was  a  gross  Idolater 

That  thus   hey  turn'd  hb  Grace  to  vilUy. 
mh?d""^  ^         ^°  dbcompose  hb 

^^f^Z^-  ^  '''"Pf'  f"'  th'  extreams  to  findL  f 
bo  to  be  just,  as  he  might  stUl  be  kind.      ) 

DMm"*'"'^  weigh'd,  pronounc'd  a 
Of  Sacred  Strength  for  ev'ry  Age  to  come. 
By  the  the  Doves  their  WealU.  and  State 


I 


W?^''''.%'"8'd,  but  Licence  to  oppress : 
lon°*    have  they  as  Factious  lawyers 

To  Crowns  ascrib'd,  that  Kings  can  do  no 
wrong. 

^"''tr'""  hb  own  Domestick  Birds  hav€ 
S^^^cffcl^^/l'l^^^^^-tive  ^iS 


u^A         Ti    ^      ""^"  "esiruciive  fride 
^'JS:^}^^I'?^[^3^-il^  to  th_e  rest,| 


--...„  .„„.. .  .m,,  J,  measure  to  the  rest 
Concluding  well  within  hb  Kingly  Breast 
His  Fowl  of  Nature  too  unjustly   were  I 
opprest.  ■*       '        "^1 

Sr«''7K "t"*'"'" ''"  ^"<^s  of  ev'ry  Sect  \ 
Free  of  his  Farm,  with  promise  to  respect 

'IS!         '*"'"•  '"^  '*'"""y  p™- 1 

Hb  Gracious  Edict  the   same  Franchbe 
yields 

^°    Reid^  *''*^  increase  of  Woods  and 
^"'^jJojnRocksaloof.andwhoinSteeples 

YSrT  ^"^  '^"^  ^"'Pa'-tial  Grace  affords.' 
m&^  '  '""^  '"''''  Republick 

l^ft  *'[•?  ^J^P'*'  Priviledge  to  feed.  "^' 
Each  has  his  District,  and  hb  Bounds  de- 
creed : 

Combin'd    in   common    Infrest  with    hb 

own, 
But  not  to  pass  the  Pigeons  Rubicon. 


ISO 
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Here  ends  the  Kciun  of  this  pretended) 
Dove ;  f 

All  Prophecies  accomplisli'd  from  above,    f 
For  Shiloh  conies  tiie  Scepter  to  remove.  ) 
Reduc'd  from  Her  Imperial  Hijjh  Abode, 
Lilce  Dyonysiiis  to  a  private  Rod,  1 260 

The  Passive  Church,  tliat  with  pretended 

Grace 
Did  Her  distinctive  Mark  in  duty  place, 
Now Touch'd,Kevilesher Maker  to  hisFace. 
What  after  happen'd  is  not  hard  to  guess ; ) 
The  small  licginnmgs  had  a  large  Encrease,  [ 
And  Arts  and  Wealth  succeed  (the  secret  I 

spoils  of  Peace.)  ) 

'lis  said  the  Doves  repented,  tho'  too  late 
Become  the  Smiths  of  their  own  Foolish  Fate: 
Nor  did  their  Owner  hasten  their  ill  hour : 
But,  sunk  in  Credit,  thev  decrcas'd  in  Pow'r: 
Like  Snows  in  warmth  that  mildly  pass  away, 
Dissolving  in  the  Silence  of  Decay.        1 172 
The  Buzzard,  not  content  with  equal  place, 
Invites  the  feather'd  Nimrods  of  his  Race, 
To  hide  the  thinness  of  their  Flock  from 

Sight, 
And  all  together  make  a  seeming,  goodly 

Flight : 

But  each  havescp'rate Interests  of  their  own; 
Two  Czars,  are  one  too  many  for  a  throne. 


Nor  can  th'  usurper  long  absUin  from  Food, 
Already  he  has  tasted  Pigeons  Blood :  1280 
And  may  be  tempted  to  his  former  fare, 
When  this   Indulgent  Lord  shall  late  to 

Ileav'n  re])air. 
Bare  benting  times,  and  moulting  Months 

may  come. 
When  lagging  bte,  they  cannot  reach  their 

home: 
Or  Rent  in  schism,  (for  so  their  Fate  decrees,) 
Like  the  Tumultuous  Collcdge  of  the  Bees  ; 
They   fight   their  Quarrel,   by   themselves 

^prest ; 
The  Tyrant  smiles  below,  and  waits  the 

falling  feast. 
Thus  did  the  gentle  Hind  her  fable  end, 
Nor  would  the  Panther  blame  it,  nor  com- 
mend ;  1290 
But,  with  affected  Yawnings  at  the  close, 
Seem'd  to  require  her  natural  repose. 
For  now  the  streaky  light  began  to  peep  ; 
And  setting  stars  admonish'd  both  to  sleep. 
The  Dame  withdrew,  and  wishing  to  her 

Guest 
The  peace  of  Heav'n,  betook  her  self  to 

rest. 
Ten  thousand  Angels  on  her  slumbers  waitc 
With  glorious  Visions  of  her  future  state. 
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PRINCE 

Born  on  the  loth  of  June,  1688. 


OcR  Vows  are  heard  betimes  !  and  Heaven 

takes  care 
To  grant,  before  we  can  conclude  the  Pray'r : 
Preventing  angels  met  it  half  the  way, 
And  sent  us  back  to  Praise,  who  came  to 
Pray. 
Just  on  the  Day,  when  the  high  mounted 
Sun 
Did  farthest  in  his  Northern  Progress  run. 
He  bended  forward  and  ev'n  stretched  the 

Sphere 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  lengthen'd  year ; 
To  view  a  Brighter  Sun  in  Brilaine  Bom ; 
That  was  the  Bus'ness  of  his  longest  Morn, 
The  Glorious  Object  seen,  t'was  time  to 
turn.  1 1 

Departing  Spring  cou'd   only  stay  to 
shed  I 

Her  bloomy  beauties  on  the  Genial  Bed,    f 
But  left  the  manly  Summer  in  her  sted,    ) 
With  timely  Fruit  the  longing  Land  to  chear 
And  to  fulfill  the  promise  of  the  year. 
Betwixt  two  Seasons  comes  th'  Auspicious 

Heir, 
■This  Age  to  blossom,  and  the  next  to  bear. 
'Last   solemn  Sabbath  saw  the  Church 
attend. 
The  Paraclete  in  fiery  Pomp  descend  ;       20 
But  when  his  wondrous 'Ortave  rowIM  a^aiii. 
He  brought  a  Royal  Iniui  in  his  Trau 
So  great  a  Blessing  to  so  good  a  King 
None  but  th'  Eternal  Comforter  cou'd  Itrsng. 

Or  did  the  Mighty  Trinity  cons(>ire. 
As  once,  in  Council  to  Create  our  Sire  } 

•  Whit  Sunday. 
•>  Trinity-Sunday. 


It  seems  as  if  they  sent  the  New-Born  Guest 
To  wait  on  the  Procession  of  their  feast ; 
And  on  their  Sacred  Anniverse  decree'd  29 
To  stamp  their  Image  on  the  promis'd  Seed. 
Three  Realms  united,  and  on  One  bestow'd 
An  Emblem  of  their  Mystick  Union  show'd : 
The  Mighty  Trine  the  Triple  Empire  shar'd, 
As  every  Person  wou'd  have  One  to  guard. 

Hail,  son  of  Pray'rs  !  by  holy  Violence 
Drawn  down  from  Heavn;    but  long  be 

banish'd  thence. 
And  late  to  thy  Paternal  Skyes  retire : 
To  mend  our  Crimes  whole  Ages  wou'd 

require. 
To  change  th'  inveterate  habit  of  our  Sins, 
And  finish  what  thy  Godlike  Sire  begins.  40 
Kind  Heav'n,  to  make  us  English-Men  again. 
No  less  can  give  us  than  a  Patriarchs  Reign. 
The  Sacred  Cradle  to  your  Charge  receive 
Ve  Seraphs,  and  by  turns  the  Guard  relieve ; 
Thy  Father's  Angel  and  Thy  Father  joyn 
To  keep  Possession,  and  secure  the  Line  ; 
But  long  defer  the  Honours  of  thy  Fate, 
Great  may  they  be  like  his,  like  his  be  late, 
Tliat  James  this  running  Century  may  view. 
And  give  his  Son  an  Auspice  to  the  New.  50 
Our  wants  exact  at  least  that  moJeraii/ 
stay: 
For  see  the  *  Dragon  winged  on  his  wa\ , 
To  watch  the  ••  Travail  and  devour  the 

Prey. 
Or,  if  Allusions  may  not  rise  so  high,        ) 
Thus,  when  Alcides  rais'd  his  Infant  Crv.h 
The  Snakes  besieg'd  his  Young  Divinity  :  J 


Text  from  the  only  coatemporary  edition,  1688, 
except  as  noted. 
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_  J^^OKM_^^  OP  ^^g  p^j^^^ 


""'  tSj*'""  '*"''  '"'''"*  'r°"eue.  they 
To  needful  Succour  all  the  nood  «i||  ^n  • 

0  .till  repining  at  your  present  state 
Look  up.  and  read  in  Characters  of  LiKht 

May  not  your  Fortune  be  like  theirs.  ExilM 
\et  forty  Years  to  wander  in  the  VVild^  ' 
Or  If  .t  be,  may  Moses  live  at  least  "  60 
Th^'  1^"  *°  "'«  V"Re  of  promi^'d  Resf^ 
iVK  .  n  "^^  """.^  ""'  Prophets,  to  foreknow 

Dy  tracing  Ileuv'n  his  Footstep,  may  bc^ 

lidjold  !  how  awfully  lie  walks  the  round  ' 
0..1  IS  abroad,  and.  wondrous  in  h^  wav  ' 
The  Rise  of  Empires,  and  their  Fall  surveys  • 
fr ^""l?*"'!-  ""J^  *''»"  *i"'  an  u  ual  ey?  ^ ' 

ThcjMoon  grows  pale  at  that  presaging 
An,I  half  Wr  Train  of  Stars  have  lost  their 
lioliold  another  »5v/;.«/rr,  to  bless 

larpe  01  I. is  Treasures,  of  a  Soul  so  creat 
As  hlls  and  crowds  his  Iniversal  Sm 

I  II-^not^hisheahngDulm  your  Break 
p--^'oseKvi,s.-thatthis"a";:^,ht 


»S3 

So  maiiifcst,  that  ev'n  the  Moon-ey'd  Sect. 
■See  n  W,  and  liHat  this  ProyitTp?: 

K'Sai  Se  Sf  .^'""r '^  ^''^'^^  "« -"ore 
I  nan  that  One  Shipwrack  on  the  Fatal "  Orn 

6ML'",u';v!f^"T^"r ''^"'-••J'-nough?? 
To  ,,.!.  I    V    'T  ^'^^^  **"«  not  design'd 
To  people  Earth,  and  to  restore  their  Kind 
When  humbly  on  the  Royal  Babe  we  cixc 
Tlie  Manlv  Lmes  of  a  .Majcstick  face  ^      ' 
On'thr/-'r=  :Tis  I'aridise  to  lo^k 
If  th.  fi  1"  ^''«!''«r>iece  of  Nature'sBook  • 

In  ea^rlyjomp  ;  how  through  S  Mother'! 

LnnU  « 'l"'"  ?°"!  ^'^^  °"  undaunted  view 

Seetn  iS'f'ie  s'^K^"'  "r^^*^ "  ^« ^-- 
^ic  on  nis  luture  Subjects  how  He  srnil^* 

Nor  meanly  flatters,  nor  with  craft  Cut's  • 

«ut  with  an  o|,en  face,  as  on  his  tE     ' 

Xn  iM  "'"''/'ghtsand  asiumis hT^U 

shun         "  """  "^  "«''''  ^°«  darkS^ss 

Ami  the  true  Eaglet  safely  dares  the  Sun"° 

SbiorS.,r^-''^-emXa 

Loth^to^^confess  the  Godhead  cloathed  in 

To  fi?''.'""'!,"-*''  «"  their  baffled  lyes. 
And,  ownmg  „ot  the  Saviour,  p^ove  the 


Not  (Ircat  ' 


'^Kneas  stood  in  plainer  Day. 


^^■l.n,iue  da^k";;;;;!!;;;"^;:,  dissoiv-d 

He  to  the' Tyn\,„s  shew'd  his  sudden  face'^ 
.Sl..nn,gwul^all  his  Goddess  JlothcJs  Jra«  : 

k  '^',1 ':'""""»  Ore. 


'    I'lic  Cross. 
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For  She  her  !>cl(  had  made  his  Count'iiuiicc 

bright, 
BrcaUi'd  honour  on  his  eyes,  and  her  own 

Purple  Lit;ht. 
^  If  our  Victorious  ■  Edward,  as  they  say, 
Gave   Wales  a  Prince  on  tliat   Propitious 

Day, 
Why  may  not  Years  revolving  with  hts  Fate 
Produce  his  Like,  but  with  a  longer  Date  ? 
One  who  may  carry  to  a  distant  sliorc 
The   Terrour   that   his    Fam'd   Forefather 

bore. 
But  why  shou'd  Jamts  or  his  Voung  Hero 
stay  I  JO 

For  slight  Presages  of  a  Name  or  Day  ? 
We  need  no  Edward's  Fortune  to  adorn 
That  happy  moment  when  our  Prince  was 

born: 
Our  Prince  adorns  his  Day,  and  Ages  hence 
Shall  wish  his  Birth-day  for  some  future 
Prince. 
»  Great  Michael,  Prince  of  all  tli*  .Etherial 
Hosts, 
And  what  e're  In-born  Saints  our  Britain 

boasts ; 
And  thou,  th'  •  adopted  Patron  of  our  Isle, 
With  chearful  Aspects  on  this  Infant  smile  : 
The  Pledge  of  Heav'n,  which  dropping  from 
above  150 

Secures  our  Bliss  and  reconciles  his  Love. 

Enough  of  Ills  our  dire  Rebellion  wrought. 
When,  to  the  Dregs,  we  drank  the  bitter 

draught ; 
Then  airy  Atoms  did  in  Plagues  conspire. 
Nor  did  th'  avenging  Angel  yet  retire. 
But  purg'd    our  still  encreasing  Crimes 

with  Fire.  , 

Then   perjur'd    Plots,  the  still  impending 

Test, 
And  worse ;  but  Charity  conceab  the  Rest : 
Here  stop  the  Current  of  the  sanguine  flood  ; 
Require   not.  Gracious  God,  thy   Martyrs 
Blood ;  160 

But  let  their  dying  pangs,  their  living  toyl. 
Spread  a  Rich  harvest  through  their  Native 

Soil : 
A  Harvest  ripening  for  another  Reign, 
Of  which  this  Royal  Babe  may  reap  tlie 
Grain. 


">  Rdw.  i/ie  black  Prince,   Born  on   Triiiily. 
Sunday. 
"  The  Motto  of  the  Poem  explaiu'd. 
•  St,  George. 


Kilo  „'h  of  Eurly  Saints  one  womb  hu 

giv'n  ; 
bnough  encreas'd  the  Family  of  Heav'n : 
L«t  them  for  his  and  our  Atlonement  go ; 
And   Reigning  blest  above,  leave  him  to 
Rule  below. 
Enough  already  has  the  Year  foreslow'd 
Ills  wonted  Course,  the  .Seas  have  uverflow'd, 
The  Meads  were  floated  with  a  weeping 

Spring,  '71 

Aii'l  fr.^hten'd  birds  in  Woods  forgot  to 

sing; 
The  Strong-linib'd  Steed  beneath  his  harness 

faints, 
And   the  same  shiv'ring  sweat  his  Lord 

attaints. 

When  will  the  Minister  of  Wrath  give  o're  ? 
Behold  him  ;  vX^  Ar lunah's  threshing-floor. 
He  stops,  and  seems  to  sheathe  his  naming 

brand  ; 
Pleas'd  with  bu'nt  Incense,  from  our  David's 

hand. 
David  has  bought  the  Jebusiles  abode. 
And  rais'd  an  Altar  to  the  Living  God.  180 
Heav'n,  to  reward  him,  make  his  Joys  \ 

sincere ;  I 

No  future  Ills,  nor  Accidents  appear  v 

To  sully  and  pollute  the  Sacred  Infants 

Year.  J 

Five  Months  to  Discord  and  Debate  were 

giv'n : 
He  sanctifies  the  yet  remaining  Sev'n. 
Sabbath  of  Months  !  henceforth  in  Him  be 

blest, 
And  prelude  to  the  Realms  perpetual  Rest ! 

Let  his  Baptismal  Drops  for  us  attone ; 
Lustrations  for  *•  Offences  not  his  own. 
Let  Conscience,  which  is  Int'rest  ill  disguis'd, 
In  the  same  Font  be  cleans'd,  and  all  the 

Land  Baptiz'd.  191 

"■  Un-nam'd  as  yet ;  at  least  unknown  to 

Fame : 
Is    there   a   strife    in    Heav'n   about   liis 

Name  ? 
Where  every  Famous  Prcdecessour  vies, 
.And  makes  a  Faction  for  it  in  the  Skies  ? 

P  AUtidinf  to  the  passage  in  1  Book  0/ Kings, 
Ch.  24.  V.  «jth. 
'I  Original  Sin. 
>■  'J'ke  J'riiicc  Christened,  but  not  nam' d. 

160  foresloh't]  Some  editions  absurdly  giu 
foresnow'd 


iJ^^MON^THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  FRINGE. 


worthy  iiJence mutt  nnt  k.  ,"'„. 


Or  must . 

Such  wa»  ..„  4«..  r.,,  -  ,  M. 

But  when  h»  tender  .treUS^Krhall 
Tj'.clare  ill  Tongues,  and  fascinatine  eve«  • 
rh«  ble.^wh.ch  hide,  the  litrThare,''. 

known;  "  '"*''"  *'™ 

^w{rC"~""'''° ''<- h»  Brain 

^0  this  Imi,erial  Babe  rejects  th/pvt^ ' 

Extinguish  all  the  Father  in  his  Soul 
Aiid  for  his  Euian  Racs  nn!i  c         o'      • 
MiL'ht   re-Drod  ^  .       '    "^  ^'^'"*  Strain, 
ReS,*^        "   '*""'    '"'""^   Richard's] 

Mildne^s^he  shares  from  both  his  Parents 

tws     ""'  '^"™"'  Transport  of  the 
'  "'^iSc  r™^'''''^''    ^-^^^    fir'd    the 
U  '  •,  ,  ^°^«-'t«' whatever  she  desir'd  • 


iVos .  licprcm.  '        ''™'^*  "icaiitampntis 

j.«r^;,"'^'''  "'''''■'  J"P""  t""  A;r,  «„rf  6^,j\ 


At  three^insulting  stride,  .he  .talk'd  SI 

oSwn  "'fcH''"/^'""'  "™S''  »h«  Loy-1  down. 
*«>wn    fell    the    wmnow'd    Whe»t  •     K.V» 

mounted  high,  "*'     *>"* 

Tl.e  Whir|.wind%ore  the  Chaff,  .nd  hid  the 

''"'w'th%tf°'"°*^°^-"P''"Vd    ■ 
An  ^^^fcx  of  Grief !  ,o  low  were  driv'n 

r'oiJnd"  '^"'  ^"P"""  "•»  '•''^  hXw 

Brea^^^HoUg  forth,  and  no  Confinement 

"■'"  sh^ok?"'   ""'"  '^"^   '"^  I^ormer 
Such^h«vings  had  our  Souls ;  ,ill,  slow  and 

Our  life  withhisretum'd.andFaithprevaird 
By  Pmye|.  the  mighty  Blnsin,   wa,  im- 

"""  fXi """  •^""'^'  ''"^  »»•  Pn'y'" 

So  e're  the  "Shunamite  a  Son  coBceiv-d"** 
The  Prophet  promis'd,and  the VV.Xtt. 
A  Was  sent   the  Son  so  much  dS  "d     ' 
Th    !°°"  VP?»  the  Mother's  Knees  MoirM 
The  troubled  Seer  approach'd  tltTrnXft, 

Ran.jrayed.  and  sent  his  Pasfral-Staff 

''"±'r^.^  ^-•>^  "Pon  the  ChiW. 
T.II  Warmth,  and  breath,  and  a  new  Soul 


'/E^Z^'lf  ""f^'en'l  to  Have  gr^^ 
*  '"  "^  ««"^  ^ook  e^KinRs.  chap.  4th. 
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n 


Thus  Mercy  stretches  out  her  hand,  and 

saves 
Desponding  Pelcr  sinking  in  the  Waves. 

As  when  a  sudden  Storm  of  Hail  and  Rain 
Beats  to  the  ground  the  yet  unbearded 

Grain.  260 

Tiiinic  not  the  hopes  of  Harvest  are  destroy'd 
On  the  flat  Field,  and  on  the  naked  void  ; 
The  hght  unloaded  stem,  from  tempestfrce'd, 
Will  raise  the  youthful  honours  of  his  head  ; 
And,  soon  restor'd  by  native  vigour,  bear 
The  timely  pro<luct  of  the  bounteous  Year. 

Nor  yet  conclude  all  fiery  Trials  past, 
For  Heav'n  will  exercise  us  to  the  last ; 
Sometimes  will  check  us  in  our  full  carreer, 
With  doubtful  blessings,  and  with  mingled 

fear ;  270 

That,  still  depending  on  his  daily  Grace, 
His  every  mercy  for  an  alms  may  pass  ; 
With  sparing  hands  will  Dyet  us  to  good  ; 
Preventing  Surfeits  of  our  pampered  blood. 
So  feeds  the  Mother-bird  her  craving  young 
With  little  Morsels,  and  delays  'em  long. 

True,  this  last  blessing  was  a  Royal  Feast, 
But  Where's  the  Wedding  Garment  on  the 

Guest  ? 
Our  Mariners,  as  Religion  were  a  Dream, 
.\re  such  as  teach  the  Nations  to  Blaspheme. 
In  Lusts  we  wallow,  and  with   Pride  we 

swell,  281 

And  Injuries,  with  Injuries  repell ; 
Prompt  to  Revenge,  not  daring  to  forgive, 
Our  Lives  unteach  the  Doctrine  we  believ^  ; 
Thus  Israel  Sind,  impenitcntly  hard, 
And  vainly  thought  the  ''  present  Ark  theii 

Guard  ; 
Hut  when  the  haughty  Philistims  appear, 
They  fled  abandoned  to  their  Foes  and 

fear ; 
Their  God  was  absent,  though  his  Ark 

was  there. 
Ah !    lest   our  Crimes  shou'd  snatch   this 

Pledge  away,  290 

And  make  our  joys  the  blessing  of  a  day  ! 
For  we  have  sin'd  him  hence,  and  that  he 

lives, 
God  to  hw  promise,  not  our  practice,  gives. 
Our  Crimes  wou'd  soon  weigh  down  the 

guilty  Scale, 
But  Janus,  and  Mary,  and  the  Church  ))rc- 

vaii. 

>>  Sam.  4th.  V,  loth. 


Nor  '  Amaleck  can  rout  the  Chosen  Bands, 
While  Hur  and  Aaron  hold  up  Moses  hands. 

By  living  well,  let  us  secure  his  days ; 
Mod'rate  in  hopes,  and  humble  in  our  ways. 
No  force  the  Free-born  Spirit  can  constrain. 
But  Charity,  and  great  Examples  gain.  301 
Forgiveness  is  our  thanks,  for  such  a  day  ; 
'Tis  Godlike  God  in  his  own  Coyn  to  pay. 
But  you,  Propitious  Queen,  translated 
here 
From  your  mild  Heav'n  to  rule  our  rugged 

Sphere, 
Beyond  the  Sunny  walks  and  circling  Year. 
You,  who  your  Native  Clymate  have  bereft 
Of  all  the  Virtues,  and  the  Vices  left ; 
Whom  Piety,  and  Beauty  make  their  boast. 
Though  Beautiful  is  well  in  Pious  lost ;  310 
So  lost  as  Star-light  is  dissolv'd  away, 
And  melts  into  the  brightness  of  the  day. 
Or  Gold  about  the  Regal  Diadem, 
Lost  to  improve  the  lustre  of  the  Gem. 
What  can  we  add  to  your  Triumphant  Day  ? 
Let  the  Great  Gift  the  beautious  Giver  pay  ; 
For  shou'd  our  thanks  awake  the  rising  \ 
Sun,  I 

And  lengthen,  as  his  latest  shadows  run ,  \ 
That,  tho'  the  longest  day,  wou'd  soon, 

too  soon,  l}e  done.  ' 

Let  Angels  voices  with  their  harps  conspire, 
But  keep  th*  auspicious  Infant  from  the 
Ouire ;  321 

Late  let  him  sing  above,  and  let  us  know 
No  sweeter  Musick  than  his  Cryes  below. 
Nor  can  I  wish  to  you,  Great  Monarr':, 
more 
Than  such  an  annual  Income  to  your  store ; 
The  Day  which  gave  this  Unit,  did  not 

shine 
For  a  less  Omen,  than  to  fill  the  Trine. 
.\fter  a  Prince,  an  Admiral  beget, 
The  Royal  Sov'raign  wants  an  Anchor  yet. 
Our  Isle  has  younger  Titles  still  in  store.  \ 
And  when  tli'  exhausted  Land  can  yield  ( 
no  more,  33'  " 

Your  Line  can  force  them  from  a  Foreign  1 
sV  ire. 
The  Name  of  Great  your  Martial  mind 
will  suit ;         * 
But  Justice  is  your  Darling  Attribute : 

■:  Exod.  17.  V.  8lh. 

^ji>  voirr-il  voices,  ittSS. 
.1,<4  Justice)  Justice,  i(>SS. 


A  POEM  ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  PRINCE. 


Of  all  the  Greeks,  'twas  but  *  one  Hero's  due 
And,  in  him,  PltUarch  Prophecy 'd  of  you. 
A  Prince's  favours  but  on  few  can  fall 
But  Justice  is  a  Virtue  shar'd  by  all.  ' 

Some  Kings  the  name  of  Conq'rors  have 
assum'd, 
Some  to  be  Great,  some  to  beGods  presuni'd; 

ut  boundless  pow'r  and  arbitrary  Lust 
Made  Tyrants  still  abhor  the  Name  of  TusJ  : 
lliey  shun'd  the  praise  this  Godlike  Virtue 
gives. 

And  fear'd  a  Title  that  reproach'd  their 
Lives. 

The  Pow'r  from  which  all  Kings  derive 
their  state, 
Whom  they  pretend,  at  least,  to  imitate 
Is  equal  both  to  punish  and  reward ; 

*  Aristidcs,  ut  his  Life  in  PluUrch. 


_^____ 157 

^°'  frar'd°"'**  '""^  *''"''  ^°^'  ""'"^  ^•''5' 

Resistless  Force  and  Imn.ortality 
Make  but  a  Lame,  Imperfect  Deity  ;       ,« 
Tempests  have  force  unbounded  to  destrov 
And  Deathless  Being  ev'n  the  Damn'd  enjoy 
And  yet  Heav'ns  Attributes  both  last  and 

nrst, 
One  without  life,  and  one  with  life  accurst ; 
But  Justice  is  Heav'ns  self,  so  strictly  He 
That  cou  d  It  faU,  the  God-head  cou'd  not  be. 
This  Virtue  is  your  own  ;  but  Life  and  State 
Are  One  to  Fortune  subject.  One  to  Fate : 
bqual  to  all,  you  Justly  frown  or  smile, 
«or  Hopes,  nor  Fears  your  steady  Hand 

beguile;  ^^ 

\  our  self  our  Ballance  hold,  the  Worlds 

our  Isle. 


361  Worlds]  Worlds,  t6S8, 
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EPISTLES   AND 
COMPLIMENTARY    ADDRESSES. 

TO   JOHN   HODDESDON, 

ON     HIS    DIVINE    EPIGRAMS. 


Thou  hast  inspired  me  with  thy  soul,  ami  I, 
Who  ne're  before  could  ken  of  poetry, 
Am  grown  so  good  proficient  I  can  lend 
A  lini    II  commendation  of  my  friend  ; 
Yet  'tis  but  of  the  second  hand  ;  if  ought 
There  be  in  this,  'tis  from  thy  fancy  brought. 
Good    thief    who    dar'st    Prometheus-like 

aspire. 
And  fill  thy  poems  with  Celestiall  fire, 
Enliven'd    by    these    sparks    divine,    their 

rayes 
Adde  a  bright  lustre  to  thy  crown  of  bayes. 
Young  eaglet,  who  thy  nest  thus  soon  for- 
sook, • ' 
So  lofty  and  divine  a  course  hast  tpok 
As  all  admire,  before  the  down  begin 
To  peep,  as  yet,  upon  thy  smoother  Chin  ; 


And,  making  heaven  thy  aim,  hast  had  the 

grace 
To  look  thesunneof  righteousnesse  ith'  face. 
What  may  we  hope,  if  thou  go'st  on  thus  fast! 
Scriptures  at  first,  Enthusiasmes  at  last ! 
Thou  hast  commenc'd,  betimes,  a  saint :  go 

on, 
Mingling  Diviner  streams  with  Helicon,  20 
Tliat  they  who  view  what  Epigrams  here  be, 
May  learn  to  make  like,  in  just  praise  of  thee. 
Reader,  I've  done,  nor  longer  will  withhold 
Thy  greedy  eyes  ;  looking  on  this  pure  gold 
Thou'lt  know  adu'^'rate  copper,  which,  like 

this. 
Will  onely  serve  to  be  a  foil  to  his. 

J.  Dryden,  of  Trin.  C. 


To  my  Honored   Friend   SIR  ROBERT  HOWARD 
On  his  Excellent  Poems. 


As  there  is  Musick  uninform'd  by  Art 
In  those  wild  Notes,whicli  with  a  merry  h 
The  Birds  in  unfrequented  shades  exprc    e. 
Who  better  taught  at  home,  yet  |)lease  us 

lesse : 
.So  in  your  Verse,  a  native  sweetnesse  dwells, 
WhichshamesComposure.and  its  Art  excells. 
Singing  no  more  can  your  soft  numbers  grace. 
Then  Paint  adds  cliarms  unto  a  beauteous 

Face. 
Yet  as  when  mighty  Rivers  gently  creep, 
Their  even  calninesse   docs  suppose  them 

deep,  10 

Such  is  your  Muse :  no  Metaphor  swell'd  higii 
With  dangerous  boldnesse  lifts  her  to  the  sky; 
Thosemounting  Fancies,  when  they  fallagain, 
Shew  sand  and  dirt  at  bottom  do  remain. 
So  firm  a  strength  and  yet  withall  so  sweet. 
Did  never  but  in  Sampson's  Riddle  meet. 

To  JOHB  HODDESDOM.    Text  from  the  original 
prefixt  to  Hoddesdon's  Si'on  aud Paruas.iiis,  1650. 
16  ith'J  Editors  virongly  give  \  the  or  in  the 


Tis  Strange  each  line  so  great  a  weight 

should  bear. 
And  yet  no  signe  of  toil,  no  sweat  appear. 
Either  your  Art  hides  Art,  as  Stoicks  feign 
Thenleast  to  feel,when  most  they  suffer  pain; 
And  we,  dull  souls,  admire  but  cannot  see  21 
Wliat  hidden  springs  within  the  Engine  be 
Or  'tis  some  happiness  that  still  pursues 
Each  act  and  motion  of  your  graceful!  Muse. 
Or  is  it  Fortune's  work,  that  in  your  head 
The  curious    *Net    that    is   for 

fancies  spread,  (  •  Reie 

Lets   through  its   Meshes  every  <  Mirabik. 

meaner  thought 
While  rich  Idea's  there  are  only  caught  ? 
Sure  that's  not  all ;  this  is  a  piece  too  fair 
To  be  the  child  of  Chance,  and  not  of  Care. 


To  Sir  Robert   Howard.     Text   from  the 
original  of  iC/)!, 
8  Th  r\\TheedHorsehangelhespelliu(to1\\iin 

rj  '         Let's  t66i. 

28  ,nt  ?!  caught.  J06i. 
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No  Atoms  casually  together  hurlM  ,, 

lould  e  re  produce  so  beautiful]  a  world 
Nor  dare  I  such  a  doctrine  here  admit. 
As  would  destroy  the  providence  of  wit 
lis  your  strong  Genius  then  which  does  not 

Thoseweightswouldmakeaweakerspiritreel 
1 ..  carry  weight  and  run  so  lightly  too  , 

Is  what  alone  your  Pegasus  can  do. 
(.reat  Hercules  himself  could  ne're  do  more, 
Than  not  to  feel  those  Heav'ns  and  Gods 
he  bore. 

Vour  easier  odes,  which   for  delight  were 

pennd,  '' 

Vet  our  instruction  make  their  second  end  : 

Umt  Jbo""        """^  ^'"''''^'  "•''  ^'''"' 

Af  ^f"-^n  t^*'""'y  '^"•^  a  Fortune  too. 
Y   .    .?.,  ^"o^'Jedge  Poesie  was  Queen. 

"  beeJ         '"'^''*'  ''^''  ^^antcn^ wits  not 
"''°Ia"''e''"  ^"^'■'^•^"'  "^'d  themselves  at 

And,  not  content  with  that,  debauch'd  their 
charge. 

Like  some  brave  Captain,  your  succrssful  Pen 
IWores  the  Ex.I'd  to  her  Crown  again  .  50 
And  gives  us  hope  that  having  seen  the  dajs 
\\hen  nothing  flpurish'dbutFanatique  Bays 
Al  will  at  length  in  this  opinion  reit,     ^ 

A  sober  Prince's  Government  is  best. 
This  IS  not  all ;  your  Art  the  way  has  found 
To  make  improveM.ent  of  the  richest  ground, 
Thu  soilwhichthose  immortal  Lawrells  bore 
T  at  once  the  sacred  Maro's  temples  wore. 
Urn  s  griefs,  are  so  expresst  by  you.  , 
Thev  are  too  eloquent  to  have  been  tme.  60 
r  ^^^■%°  ^P°^^'  ^«^«*  liad  obey'd 
hat  D,do  rather  then  what  y^w  had  said. 
t  hinerall  Rites  can  give  a  Ghost  repose, 

\Z  IV°  ^"'*'y  ^''^  discharged  'thos^, 
him  s  hade  may  now  its  wandring  cease 
And  claim  a  title  to  the  fields  of  pelce  ' 
iut.f^neasbeoblig'd,nolesse 

iho  KcmI!  «'e'"'-^'*'""  '^"th  confesse, 
Who  dress  d  by  S/attus  in  too  bold  a  look. 
Did  ill  become  those  Virgin's  Robes  he  took 


>S9 


40  Cods]  gods  t66r. 

|thM  '^"^  ^'*'  "^'""■'  ""'"g'  ""  ^filing  to 
70  Virgin's]  Tktcdiiars  Tvrongly give  Virgin 


To  understand  how  much  we  owe  to  you.   7 1 
We  must  your  Numbers  with  your  Author's 
view : 

Then  we  shall  see  his  work  was  lamely  rough. 
Each  figure  stiff,  as  if  design'd  in  buffe  • 
His  colours  laid  so  thick  on  every  place. 
As  onely  shew'd  the  paint,  but  hid  the  face, 
liut  as  in  Perspective  we  Beauties  see. 
Which  in  the  glasse,  not  in  the  Picture,  be  • 
So  here  our  sight  obligeingly  mistakes 
Ihat  wealth,  which  his  your  bounty  onelv 
makes.  ^       ^ 

Thus  vulgar  dishes  are  by  Cooks  disguis'd. 
More  for  their  dressing  than  their  substance 
priz  d. 

Your  curious  ♦Notes  so  search  into  /  *A«ni,i. 

that  Age,  Xi^mm' 

When  all  was  fable  but  the  sacred  1  Statins. 

Page, 
That,  since  in  that  dark  night  we  needs 

must  stray. 
We  are  at  least  misled  in  pleasant  way. 
But  what  we  most  admire,your  Verse  no  l^sse 
The  Prophet  than  the  Poet  doth  confess 
Ere  our  weak  eyes  discern'd  th'  doubtfuU 

^^  ''break  °"  ^"^  ^'^^  ^^"'^^  '"^  morning 
So  skilfull  Sea-men  ken  th'  Land  from  far? 
Whjch  shows  like  mists  to  the  dul  Passenger. 
To  Charls  your  Muse  first  pays  her  dutio.is 
love, 

sif/rbe  ^°"  ^"'^'  "^"^"^  "^""^  Preser^'d 

WK^r*  T°.'*^*''  *  ^"/'"  memory, 
U  hothoughtitgreater honour  , 

to  obey  /"Rictitiui 

His  Countrey's  interest,  than  \^^*^'i. 

the  world  to  sway.'  ■^jfe''" 

liut  to  write  worthy  things  of    'mperinm 

worthy  men,  ( "'wrult  non 

Is  the  peculiar  talent  of  your  V*'"'^''^""'^ 

Pen: 
Yet  let  me  take  your  Mantle  up,  and  I  "^ 
^:!' Yf-^^UJ-e/n/our  right  to  prophesy. 

"  T«  Tt    ^'^'u '  ^y  ""•'  ^^^^  0^  Fame  secure, 
,.  4^  hkewise  happy  m  its  Geniture : 
I-or.  since  tis  born  when  Charls  ascends  th* 
1  nrone, 
"  It  shares  at  once  his  Fortune  and  its  own. 

John  Driden. 
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To  my  Honoured  Friend  Dr.  Charleton,   on  his  learned 

and  useful  JVorks  ;   and  more  particularly  this  of 

Stone-heng,  by  him  Restored  to  the  ttue  Founders. 


Thc  longest  T^ ranny  tliat  c\cr  sv, ayVl 
Was  tluit  wliereiti  our  Ancestors  bttray'd 
Their  free-born  Reason  to  tlie  Slagirite, 
And  made  his  Torch  their  universal  Lij^ht. 
So,  Truth,  while  oncly  one  suppli'd  thc  State, 
Grew  scarce,  and  dear,  and  yet  sophisticate  ; 
Until  'twas  bought,  like  Emp'rique  Wares, 

or  Charms, 
Hard  words  seal'd  up  with  Aristotle's  Amies. 
Columbus    IS  the  first  that  shook  his  Throne; 
And  founi. ..  Temf>'rate  in  a  Torrid  Zone,  lo 
The  fevrish  aire  fann'd  by  a  coolinf;  brecz, 
The  fruitful  Vales  set   round  with  shady 

Trees; 
A'  !  guiltless  .1/.- .,  who  danc'd  away  their 

time. 
Fresh  as  their  Groves  and  Happy  as  their 

Clime. 
Had  we  still  paid  that  homage  to  a  Name, 
Which  only  God  and  Nature  justly  claim, 
The  Western^cAs  had  been  our  utmost  bound. 
Where  Poets  still  might  dream  the  Sun  was 

drown'd : 

And  all  the  Starrs,  that  shine  in  Southern 

Skies,  19 

Had  been  admir'd  by  none  but  Salvage  Eves. 

Among  th'  Assertors  of  free  Reason's  claim, 

Th'  English  are  not  the  least  in  Worth,  or 

Eame. 
The  World  to  Bacon  docs  not  onelv  owe 
Its  present  Knowledge,  but  its  future  too. 
Gilbert  shall  live,  till  Lode-stones  cease  to  draw 
Or  British  Fleets  the  boundless  Ocean  awe. 
And  noble  Boyle,  not  less  in  Nature  seen, 
Than  his  great  Brother  read  inSlales  and  Men. 
Tlie  Circling  streams,  once  thought  but  pools. 

of  blood 
(Whether  Life's  fewel  or  the  IJodic's  food) 

ToDr.ChARI.ETom.  Text  from  tliporlginalpre 
fixt  to  Charleton's  Chnre»  Giganlum.  1665. 

6  sophisticate  :]  sophislicntc.  t6(>-i. 

7  Until  'twasl  Derrick  and  others  nousenu- 
tally  firt  Still  it  was 

22  Th-  English  arel  Tonson  tn  1704  printed 
Our  Nation's 

28  Brother)  Christie,  Sninttinrv,  and  .hers 
fr/Hl  a  comma  after  this  wjrd' and  so  nive 
auolhtr  and  tuho'.ly  false  sense. 


From  dark  Obli\ion  Harvey's  na-ae  shall 

save; 
While  Ent  keeps  ail  the  honour  tluit  he  gave. 
Nor  are    You,  Learned  Friend,  the  least 

renown'd  ; 
Whose  Fame,  not  circumscrib'd  with  English 

ground. 
Flies  like  the  nimble  journeys  of  the  Light ; 
And  is,  like  that,  unspent  too  in  its  flight. 
Whatever  rf«///jhavebeen, by /ij^orCAflwrc, 
Redcem'd  from  Error,  or  from  ^oicncc. 
Thin  in  their  Authors,  (like  rich  veins  of  Ore) 
Your  Works  unite,  and  still  discover  more. 
Such  is  the  healing  virtue  of  Yotir  Pen,  41 
To  perfect  Cures  on  Books,  as  well  as  Men. 
Nor  is  This  Work  the  least :  You  well  may 

give 
To  Men  new  vigour,  who  make  Stones  to  live. 
Through  You  the  Danes  (their  short  Do- 
minion lost) 
A  longer  Conque?    .han  the  Saxons  boast. 
Stone-heng,  once  thought  a  Temple,  Vou 

have  found 
A  Throne  where  Kings,  our  Earthly  Gods, 

were  Crown'd. 
Where  by  their  wondring  Subjects  Tliey 

were  seen, 
Joy'd  with  their  Stature  and  their  Prinaly 

niecn.  ^(, 

Our  Soveraign  here  above  the  rest  niif^lit 

stand  ; 
And  here  be  chose  again  to  rule  the  Land. 
These  Ruincs  sheltered  once  His  Sacred 

Head, 
Then  when  from  Vbr'ster's  fatal  Field  He 

tied; 
Watch'd  by  the  Genius  of  this  Royal  place. 
And  mighty  Visions  of  the  Danish  Rare, 
His  Refuge  then  was  for  a  Temple  sho\Mi : 
Hut,  He  Restor'd,  'tis  now  become  a  Thnme. 
John  Dridkn. 

39  "0  Christie  wrongly  gix'es  in 

50  Joy'd  with!  Scott  reports  the  reading  of  Ihi 
first  edition  to  be  Cliose   l)y  The  British 

Museum  copy  has  Joy'il  with 

54  Tlien  when]  Tonson  in  1704  printed  When  he 
from  Wor'ster's  fatal  battle  fled 
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TO  THE  I  LADY  CASTLEMAINF,  | 
upon  I  Her  incouraging  his  first  Play. 


As  Seamen,  Shipwrack'd  on  some  happy 

Shore, 
Discover  Wealth  in  Lands  unknown  before, 
And,  wlmt  their  Art  had  labour'd  long  in  vain 
]{>'  tlicir  Misfortunes  hajjpily  obtain, 
So  my  mudi  cnvy'd  JIuse,  by  storms  loni; 
tost,  *• 

Is  thrown  upon  your  hospitable  Coast, 
And  finds  more  favour  by  her  ill  succtss, 
1  han  siie  cou'd  hope  for  by  her  Happiness. 
Once  Cato  s  Vertue  did  the  Gods  oppose, 
While  they  the  Victor,  He  the  Vinqubh'd 
chose :  j^ 

But  you  have  done  what  Calo  cou'd  not  do. 
To  chuse  the  Vanquish'd,  and  restore  him 

too. 
Let  others  still  Triumph,  and  gain   their 

Cause 
By  their  Deserts  or  by  the  World's  Applause ; 
Let  Merit  Crowns,  and  Justice  Lawrels  give. 
Hut  let  me  happy  by  your  Pitv  live. 
True  Poets  empty  Fame  and  Praise  despise  : 
Fame  is  the  Trumpet,  but  your  Smile  the 

Prize : 
Vou  sit  above,  and  see  v.^in  Jlen  below 
(oiitcnd,  for  what  you  only  can  bestow  ;  20 
lint  those  great  actions  others  do  by  chance. 
Arc,  like  your  Beauty,  your  Inheritance : 
So  yrcat  a  Soul,  such  sweetness  join'd  in  one, 
<  ou  d  only  spring  from  Noble  Grandison  : 
i  ou,  like  the  Stars,  not  by  Reflection  bright, 
Are  born  to  your  own  Heav'n,  and  your  own 
hght ; 


Like  them  are  good,  but  from  a  Nobler  Cause, 
I'rom    your    own    Knowledge,    not  from 

Nature's  Laws. 
Vour  Pow'r  you  never  use  but  for  Defence, 
1  o  guard  your  own,  or  others'  Innocence : 
Vour  Foes  are  such  as  they,  not  you,  hav 
made,  ji 

And  Vertue  may  repel,  tho*  not  invade. 
Such  Courage  did  the  Ancient  heroes  show, 
Who,  when  they  might  prevent,  wou'd  wait 

the  blow ; 
With  such  assurance  as  they  meant  to  say. 
We  will  o  recome,  but  scorn  the  safest  way. 
W  hat  further  fear  of  danger  can  there  be  ? 
Beauty,  which  captives  all  things,  sets  me 

free. 
Posterity  will  judge  by  my  success 
I  had  the  Grecian  Poet's  happiness,  40 

VVho,  waving  plots,  found  out  a  better  way ; 
descended 


and  preserv'd    the 


Some   God 
Play. 

When  first  the  Triumphs  of  your  Sex  were 
sung 

By  those  old  Poets,  Beauty  was  but  vounB. 
And  few  admired  the  native  Red  and  White, 
111!  Poets  dress'd  them  up,  to  charm  the 

sight ; 
.So  Beauty  took  on  trust,  and  did  engage 
For  Sums  of  Praises  till  she  c^me  to  Age. 
But  this  long  growing  Debt  to  Poetry      40 
\  ou  justly  (Madam)  have  Jischarg'd  to  me, 
V\  hen  your  Applause  and  Favour  did  infuse 
rsew  life  to  my  condemn'd  and  dying  Muse 


To  Mr.  Lee,  on  his  Alexander. 

Ere'"ou°/  ?ir  my"^  Name  \wd  t^  i  a"1."  ''"'''^  Ff ''''''  *°  -'  -'-^  ^^O'd 
appear ;  ^  "°'  i  ^^  ^'^'.'.'^  '^'^^  ^''^^  Brothers  of  the  Sword. 


For  'twill  be  thought,  and  with  some  colour 

too, 
I  pay  the  Bribe  I  first  receiv'd  from  You  : 
Iliat  mutual  Vouchers  for  our  Fame  we 

stand. 
To  [)lay  the  Game  into  each  other's  Hand  ; 


nru^  H"^'^  private  Jlen  may  well  endure) 
When  States,  and  Kings  themselves  are  not 

secure :  j_ 

For   ill    Men,   conscious   of    their  inward 

guilt, 
Thnik  the  best  Actions  on  By-ends  are  built, 
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And  yet  my  silence  had  not  scui/d  their 

spitjht, 
Then  envy  had  not  sufTcr'd  nic  to  write. 
For,  since  I  cou'd  not  Ignorance  (iretcnd, 
Such  worth  I  must  or  envy  or  commend. 
So  many  Candidates  there  stand  for  Wit, 
A  place  in  Court  is  scarce  so  hard  to  ^'ct ; 
In  vain  they  crowd  each  other  at  the  Door ; 
For  ev'n  Reversions  are  all  bet;'d  before  :    20 
Desert,  how  known  so  e're,  is  long  delay'd  ; 
And,  then  too,  Fools  and  Knaves  arc  better 

payd. 
Yet,  as  some  Actions  bear  so  great  a  Name 
That  Courts  themselves  arc  just,  for  fear  of 

Shame : 
So  has  the  mighty  Merit  of  your  Play 
Extorted  praise,  and  forc'd  it  self  a  Way. 
*Tis  here,  as  'tis  at  Sea  ;  «  ho  farthest  goes, 
Or  dares  the  most,  makes  all  the  rest  his 

Foes ; 
Yet  when  some  Virtue  much  out-grows  the 

rest, 
It  shoots  too  fast,  and  high,  to  be  opj^est ; 
As  his  Heroic  worth  struck  Envy  dumb,  31 
Who  took  the  Dutchman,  and  who  cut  the 

Boom : 
Such  praise  is  yours,  while  you  the  Passions 

move, 
That  'tis  no  longer  feign'd  ;  'tis  real  Love : 


Where   Nature   Triumphs    over    wretched 

Art ; 
We  only  warm  the  Head,  but  you  the  Heart, 
Alwaycs  you  warm  !  and  if  the  rising  Year, 
As  in  hot  Regions,  bring  the  Sun  too  near, 
'Tis  but  to  make  your  Fragrant  Spices  blow, 
Which  in   our    colder  Climates    will    not 

grow.  40 

Thev  only  think  you  animate  yourTlieme 
With  too  much  Fire,  wiio  are  themselves  all 

Phlt'me: 
Prizes  wou'd  be  for  Lags  of  slowest  pace. 
Were  Cripples   made   the    Judges    of    the 

Race. 
Despise  those  Drones,  who  praise  while  they 

accuse 
The  too  much  vigour  of  your  youthful  Muse : 
That  humble  Stile  which  ihey  their  Virtue 

make 
Is  in  your  pow'r  ;  you  need  but  stoop  and 

take. 
Your  beauteous  Images  must  be  allow'd 
By  all,  but  some  vile  Poets  of  the  Crowd.  50 
But  how  shou'd  any  Sign-post-dawber  know 
The  w  orth  of  Titian,  or  or  Angela  ? 
'lard  Features  every  Bungler  can  command  ; 
To  draw  true  Beauty  shews  a  Masters  Hand. 

John  Dryden. 


To  the  I  Earl  of  Roscomon,  on  his  Excellent  Essay 
on  Translated  Verse. 


Wilcther  the  fruitful  Nile,  ct  Tyrian  Shore 
The  seeds  of  Arts  and  Infant  Science  bore, 
'Tis  sure  the  noble  Plant  translated,  first 
Advanced  its  head  in  Grecian  Gardens  nurst. 
The  Grecians  added   Verse,   their   tuneful 

Tongue 
Made  Nature  first  and  Nature's  God  their 

song. 
Nor  stopt  Translation  here  :  For  conquering 

Rome 
With  Grecian  Spoils  brought  Grecian  Num- 
bers home ; 


To  Mr.  Lee 
30  oppreat]  expr  St  t6g4 :  supprest  Scot/. 


Enrich'd  by  those  Athenian  Muses  more 
Than  all  the  vanquish'd  World  cou'd  yield 

before.  10 

Till  barb'rous  Nations  and  more  barb'rous 

Times 
Debas'd  the  majesty  of  Verse  to  Rhymes ; 
Those  rude  at  first:  a  kind  of  hobbling  Prose: 
That  limp'd  along  and  tinckl'd  in  the  close : 
But  Italy,  reviving  from  the  trance 
Of  Vandal,  Goth,  and  Monkish  ignorance, 

To  THE  Eaki.  of  Roscomo.n.  Text  from  the 
original  prefixt  to  Roscoiiion's  Essay  on  Trans- 
la  ted  Verse,  1684. 

3  Plant  translated,  first]  Plant,  translated 
first ;  1OS4. 
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5li"'ih'"''^'""!  ''  ^°^  Ear  affords, 
Made  Rhyme  an  Art :  and  Danu's  jK,ll,h'd 

Restored  a  silver,  not  a  golden  Age :         ,o 

What  Rhyme  improv'd  in  all  its  hcidit 
can  be ;  "iifciu 

^'  'b^JityP'''"'"^  Sound,  and  fair  bar- 

^''%a/^"lfsf """'''  '''"'  '''P'  •   '""^  ^''' 

tL^  w"ife''""'  ?"  "•'  '^'S'  surpass'd. 
fhc  Wit  of  6rw<.,  the  Gravity  of  Lmr. 
Appear  exaked  in  the  BriilH,  Looma  : 
y'':;.;^^"?"  Empire  is  restor'd  agen, 
III  CA«W«  his  reign,  and  by  Roscomon's  Pen 
T'^'"'!^''"^  he  docs  his  Work  survej     ,o 
And  ra  Is  a  hnish'd  Poem  an  Essay  ;        ^ 
For  all  the  needful  Rules  are  scattered  here- 
seve«r^'^    'oW.    and    pleasantlj' 

(So  well  is 'Art  disguis'd,  for  Nature  to 

appeare.)  . 

Nor  njed_  those  Rules  to  give  Translation 

lib  ovvn  example  is  a  flame  so  bright ; 
That  he,  who  but  arrives  to  copy  well 
liiguided  will  advance;    unknowin!:      ill 
excel. 

Scarce  his  own  Horace  cou'd  such 

ordain ; 
Or  his  own  yirgil  sing  a  nobler  strai' 
ow  much  in  him  may  rising  Ireland  i 

The  mnt  •    ?  '"^^J'^'^  *"^  °"^«  reclaim'ti. 

D^^ivM"/"'  "I'-'.  P""ous  bloud  did  flow. 
Deny  d  iron^Br„is%  Channels  long  ago  ; 

nurst'  *^°»q""'nB  ancestors   «erc 

nftUif^'"^  ^"^  translated  £«g/„„rf  first : 

«y  tins  Reprisal  we  regain  our  right ; 

El^e  must  the  two  contending  Nations  fight 


/^Ka'^>.^*''«-'^'>'^"'^-- 


^^  16J 

,  A  nobler  quarrel  for  his  Native  earth!       Ti 
birS""^  ^""'    ^"   ^'*"'' 

To  what  perfection  will  our  Tongue  arrive 
How  will  Invention  and  Translation  thriv; 
When^Authors  nobly  born  wUl  bear  the!r 

And  not  disdain  th'  inglorious  praise  of  Art ! 
mand."  "  ^••'^cendi^  f,om  corn- 

^^'"'haid''  °*"  ^°''  ^'°'"'^^  '^^  Souldiers 

"°\ra?  '"""*  ^"^  •'  ^*'"*  ''*  P'<^«'^  to 

His  Fame  augmented  by  aBritlish  ^^ 

Peer,  r^i* 

"""lov'esr'^"^''''  His //./,«•,  ^-gf/. 
Outdoes  his  softness,and  his  sense  improves  ? 
When  these  translate,  and  teach  TransTators 

Nor  Firstling  Kid  nor  any  vulgar  vow 
Shou  d  at  Apollo^s  grateful  Altar  stand  ; 
Roicomon  writes,  to  that  auspicious  hand 
Lnd     '"  """  ""''  'P"'"'  the  yellow 

^'"^ri'end*!''    ^""^^  """^   ^''''""'    '°  ''''' 
:m«»«  first  in  Fields  of  honour  known.l* 
•Uwnt'^*"^"'  Triumphs  of  SI 

Now  '^' "  \l!"T''^'tf'^y,  '"^'^^^  his  own.  f 
I  they  "^  '^'"^^    ^y   >"'  «»<» 

Whom  infus'd  Titan  form'd  of  better  Clay 
On  equa  terms  with  ancient  Wit  ingage^' 
Nor  mighty  Hotncr  fear,  nor  sacred  fL/'j 
page ;  s«  * 

Our  £«^/„A  Palace  opens  >vide  in  state  ; 
cTte    "'  ''°°P'"^  "'">'  '""^'  P^^^^he 
John  Dryben. 


English*'''''"'''  ■^'"'" "''"■""•'  «''''«^/y -r'W  an 

65  Shou'd]  ThouM  16S4. 
gjo  Fields]  C/,rnt,e  and  .ihers  urongly givt 


MUi 


rl 


-til 


I 


164 


EPISTLES  AND  COMPLIMENTARY  ADDRESSES. 


TO 


ON 


MY  FRIEND 

AUTHOR    Ol' 
HIS    TRIUMIMI    OF 


So  Josiph,  yet  a  Youth,  cxpouiidocl  will  \ 
TIk-  bodiiiu  bream, and  did  th*  Event  (ore-  ' 


tell.  , 

Judy'd  by  the  past,  and  drew  the  Parallel. ) 
Thus  early  Solomon  tlie  truth  explored, 
The  Right  awarded,  and  the  liabc  rcstor'd. 
Thus  Daniel,  ere  to  Prophpcy  he  grew, 
The  perjur'd  Pi 
And  freed  Susanna 


arueu,  ana  inc  J>aue  rcsior  u. 
ere  to  Pr<)|>lipcy  he  grew,  \ 
Presbyters  did  first  subdue,  \ 
•anna  from  the  cantinj;  Crew,  j 


MR.  NORTHLEIGII, 

THE    PARALLEL, 
THE    BRITISH     MONARCHY. 

Well  may  our  Moiiurcliy  Triumphant  stantl. 
Wiiile  warlike  James  protects  both  Sea  and 

Land ;  10 

.\nd,  under  Covert  of  his  scv'iifold  Shield, 
Thou  sendst  thy  Shafts  to  scour  the  distant 

Field. 
Hy  law  thv  pow'rful  Pen  has  set  us  free  ; 
Thou  studicst  that,  and  that  may  studv 

thee. 


To  my  Ingenious   Friend  |  Henry  Higden,  Esq. ;  |  on 
translation  of  the  |  Tenth  Satyr  |  of  |  Juvenal. 


his 


The  Greci'"  Wits,  who  Satyr  first  began. 
Were   Pleasant  Pasquins  on    the   Life   of 

Man  ; 
At  Mighty  Villains,  who  the  State  opprest, 
They    durst    not     Kail    perhaps ;     they 

Laugh'd  at  least. 
And  turn'd  'cm  out  of  Office  with  a  Jest. 
No    Pool    could    peci>    abroad,   but   reaily 

stand 
The  Drolls  to  clap  a  Bauble  in  his  hand : 
Wise  Legislators  never  yet  could  draw 
A  Fop,  within  the  Reach  of  Common-Law  ; 
For  Posture. Dress.Griniace.and  Affectation. 
Tho*  Foes  to  Sence,  are  Harmless  to  the 

Nation.  1 1 

Our  last  Kcdress  is  Dint  of  Verse  to  try. 
And  Satyr  is  our  Court  of  Chancery. 
This  Way  took  Horace  to  reform  an  Age, 
Not    Bad    enough    to    need    an    Author's 

Rage : 
ButYours,*wholiv'dinmore    *  Juvenal. 

degen'rate  Times, 
Was   forc'd    to    fasten    Deep,  and   worry 

Crimes : 


Oh  !   were  your  Author's  Prinr;|)le  re- 

cciv'd, 
Half  of  the   lab'ring  World   wou'd   be 

reliev'd ; 
For  not  to  Wish,  is  not  to  be  decciv'd  ! 
h'ej'enge  wou'd  into  Charily  In;  chang'd, 
Hccause  it  costs  too  Dear  to  be  tietvng'd : 
It  costs  our  Quiet  and  Content  of  Mind ; 
.\iid  when  'tis  eompass'd  leaves  a  Sting 

behind. 
.Suppose  I  had  the  better  End  o'  th'  Staff, 
Why  should  I  help  th'  ill-natur'd  Worl<l  to 

laugh  ?  30 

'Tis  all  alike  to  them  who  gets  the  Day  ; 
They  Love  the  Spight  and  Mischief  of  the 

Fray. 
No  ;  I  have  Cur'd  my  Self  of  that  Disivse, 
Nor  will  I  be  provok'd,  but  when  I  please : 
liut  let  me  half  that  Cure  to  You  reston  ; 
You  gave  the  Salve,  I  laid  it  to  the  Sort. 

Our  kind  Relief  against  a  Rainy  Dav,    1 
Beyond  a  Tavern,  or  a  tedious  Plav  ;  ' 
We  take  your  Book,  and  laugh  our  Spleen  [ 

away, 


Yet  You,  my  Friend,  have  temper'd  him  so  ;  If  all  your  Tribe,  (too  studious  of  Debalt)  40 
well,  I  Wou'd  cease  false  Hopes  and  Titles  to  create, 

\ou  make  him  Smile  in  spight  of  all  his  !  Led  by  the  Rare  Example  you  begun, 
''"■'  ■  Clyents  wou'd  fail  and  Lauyers  be  undone. 

John  Dryden. 


Zeal: 
An  Art  jjcculiar  to  your  Self  alone,  20 

To  joyn  the  Vcrtues  of  Two  stiles  in  One. 

To  Mr.  Northi.eigh.  Text  from  tin:  original, 
preflxt  to  John  Nordih-igh's  V/ie  Tri7i)nf>h  of 
Our  Monarchy,  1685.  (I  depend  for  the  colla- 
tion on  another  hand.) 


To  Henry  Higubn.  Text  from  the  original, 
prcfixt  to  Higdon's  Tranilation  of  Juvenal's  Tenlli 
Satire,  1687. 

4  Rail  nrrhaps  ;]  Rail ;  perhaps,  i6S7. 
Laugh' d]  Many  editors  wrongly  give  lasli'J 


EPISTLKS  AND  COMPLIMENTARY  ADDRESSES. 


165 


A  LETTER  TO   SIR  GEORGE  ETMEREGE. 


30 


To  you  who  live  in  chill  Degree, 
As  Map  informs,  of  Fifty  three. 
And  do  not  much  for  Cold  atone 
Hy  brinBing  thither  Fifty  one, 
Mithinks  all  Climes  shou'd  be  alike. 
From  Tropick  even  to  Pole  Artiiiue'- 
Mure  you  have  such  a  Constitution  ' 
As  nowhere  suffers  Diminution. 
\  oil  can  be  old  in  grave  Debate, 
And  voung  in  Love-affairs  of  State : 
And  l)oth  to  Wives  and  Husbands  show 
The  \  igour  of  a  Pleni|>o. 
Like  mighty  Missioner  you  come 
Ad  Paries  InfUelium  ; 
A  Work  of  wondrous  Merit  sure, 
Sn  far  to  go,  so  much  t'  indure  ; 
A:,(l  all  to  Preach  to  German  Dame, 
niicrc  Sound  of  Cupid  never  came. 
Less  had  you  done,  had  you  been  sent 
Aj  far  as  Drake  or  Pinlo  went, 
h.r  Cloves  or  Nutmegs  to  the  line  a, 
')r  e  en  for  Oranges  to  China : 
That  had  indeed  been  Charity 
\\here  Love-sick  Ladies  h.lpiess  lye, 
tha|)t,  and  for  want  of  Liquor  drv 
Hut  vou  have  made  your  Zeal  ap'prar 
W  itiim  the  Ciri       f  the  Bear. 
What  Region  of  ti.e  Earth's  so  dull, 
lliat  IS  not  of  your  Labours  full  ? 
Tnpiolemtis,  so  sung  the  Nine 
Strew'd  Plenty  from  his  Cart  Divine. 
But  spite  of  all  these  Fable-Makers. 
He  never  sow'd  on  Ahnain  Acres  : 
No.  that  was  left  by  Fate's  Decree 
To  be  per  orm'd  and  sung  by  thee. 
T  ou  break'st  tW  Forms  with  as  much  ease 
As  the  freiuh  King  thro'  Articles. 
n  ^Tand  Affairs  thy  Davs  are  spent,  1 
In  was-i,,)'  weighty  Complement  l 

VVitlijmch  as  monarchs  represent.       )      ^o 


10 


30 


They  who  such  va  .  Fr.igius  attend, 
VVant  some  soft  Minules  to  unbend. 
To  show  the  World  that  now  and  then 
Oreat  Mmisters  are  mortal  Men. 
Then  Rhenish  Rummers  walk  the  Round, 
n  lUinipcrs  ev'ry  King  is  crown'd. 
IJcsidcs  three  Holy  miter'd  Hectors, 
.And  the  wiiole  College  of  Electors, 
^o  Health  of  Potentate  is  sunk 
That  pays  to  make  his  Envoy  drunk. 
These  Dulch  Delights  I  mention'd  last, 
huit  not  I  know  your  English  taste : 
for  Willi  to  leave  a  Whore  or  Play 
Was  ne  er  your  Excellency's  way. 
Nor  need  this  Title  give  Offence, 
for  here  you  were  your  Excellence  ; 
for    Gaming,    Writuig,    Speaking,    Keep 

His  Excellence  for  all  but  Sleeping. 
Now  if  you  to|)e  in  form,  and  treat, 
lis  the  sour  Sauce  to  the  swiet  .Meat, 
Tiie  hne  you  i)ay  for  being  great 
f;;"*.':' n^^e's  a  har<Itr  Imposition, 
Which  IS  indeed  the  Court's  Petition. 
That  setting  worldly  Pomp  aside, 
•        T  Poet  has  at  Font  deny'd, 
»        .ou'd  he  pleased  in  humble  way 
To     .ite  a  Trifle  call'd  a  Play. 
This  truly  is  a  Degradation, 
1  lit  woii'd  oblige  the  Crown  and  Nation 
Next  to  your  wise  Negotiation. 
If  you  pretend,  as  well  you  may, 
\  our  high  Degree,  your  friends  will  say, 
riie  Duke  Si.  Agnon  made  a  play. 
It  Galluk  Wit  convince  you  scarce. 
Ills  Grace  of  Ducks  has  made  a  Farce  • 
And  you.  whose  Comick  Wit  is  Terse  ah. 
(  an  hardly  fall  below  Rehearsal. 
Then  finish  whr*^  vou  have  began 
But  scribble  fa.    -r  if  you  can  : 
For  yet  no  George,  to  our  discerning, 
Has  wr>t  without  a  ten  ^    ars  Warning 


SO 


J 


60 


Kit. 


•I      <• 
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TO  MR.   SOUTHERN; 

ON    HIS    COMEDY,    CALL'd   THE    WIVES    EXCUSE. 


Sure  there'*  a  Fate  in  Mays ;  and  'ti*  in 

vain 
To  wriftf,  while  these  malignant   Planets 

Reign. 
Some  very  foolish  Ir.luenre  rules  the  Pit, 
Not  ai>tay>.  kind  to  Sciiri-.  or  just  to  Wit, 
And  whilst  it  lasts,  let  Bufloonry  siirrced 
To  make  us  laugh;  for  never  was  more 

need. 
Farce  in  it  self  is  of  n  nasty  scent, 
But  'he  gain  smells  not  of  the  Excrement. 
The     hanish  nymph,  a  Wit  and    Beautv 

too, 
With  all  her  Charms  bore   but   a  single 

show :  iQ 

But  let  a  Monster  Museoi>Ue  appear, 
He  draws  a  crowded  Audience  round  the 

Year. 
May  be  thou  hast  not  plcas'd  the  Box  \ 

and  Pit, 
Yet  those  who  blame  thy  Tale,  commend  '- 

thy  Wit ;  1 

So  Terence  Plotted,  but  so  Terence  writ.    / 


Like  his,  thy  Thoughts  arc  true,  thy  Laif 

guage  clean  ; 
F.v'n  Lewdness  is  made  Moral,  in  thy  Scene. 
The  Hearers  may  for  wan»  of  Nokes  repine, 
Hut  rest  secure,  the  Readers  will  be  thine. 
Nor  was  thy  Labour'd  Drama  damn'd  or 

hiss'd,  ,0 

But  with  a  kind  Civility  dismissed  ; 
With  such  gootl  manners,  as 

the  *  Wife  did  us< 
Who,  not  accepting,  did  but 

just  refuse. 
There  was  a  glance  ot  parting ; 

such  a  look 
As  bids  thee  not  give  o're.  for  one  rebuke. 
But  if  thou  wou'dst  be  seen  as  well  as  read ; 
Copy  one  living  Author  and  one  dead  : 
The  Standard  of  thy  Style,  let  Etherege  be  ; 
For  Wit,  th'  Immortal  Spring  of  Wycherly. 
Learn,  after  both,  to  draw  some  just  Design, 
And  the  next  Age  will  learn  to  Copy  thine. 

John  Dryden. 


•The  Wife 
in  Iheplay, 
Mrs.  FritH- 
Jail. 


TO  MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  MR.  CONGREVE, 

ON    HIS    COMEDY    CALLED    THE    DOUBLE-DEALER. 

Well  then,  the  promis'd  Hour  is  come  at    Our  Age  was  cultivated  thus  at  lencth. 
last!  n..*    ...L^^    _   •   ,1    .      ^.  ...         *».   ' 


last . 

The  present  Age  of  Wit  obscures  the  past : 
Strong  were  our  Syres,  and  as  they  lought 

they  Writ, 
Conqu'ring  with  Force  of  Arms  and  Dint  of 

Wit: 
Theirs  was  the  Giant  Race  before  the  Flood  ; 
And    thus,    when    Clmrks    Return'd,    our 

Empire  stood. 
Like  Janus,  he  the  stubborn  Soil  manur'd. 
With   Rules  of   Husbandry   the   Rankness 

nir'd  : 
Tam'd  us  to  Manners,  when  the  Stag,  was 

rude. 
And  boistrous  English  Wit  with  Art  indu'd. 


To  Mr.  Southerw. 
prefixt  to  the  play,  ifiqj. 
ai  Civility]  Civility,  lOgi. 


Ttxt  from  the  original 


II 


But  what  we  gain'd  in  Skill  weTost  ... 

Strength. 
Our  Builders  were  with  Wan*  of  Genius  curst; 
The  second  Temple  was  r.ot  like  the  first ; 
Till  you,  the  best  Vitrmitis,  come  at  length, 
Our  Beauties  equal,  but  excel  our  StrenRth. 
Firm Do/'j^Mf  Pillar '}foi  •'dYoursolidBaso,  < 
The   fair  Corinthi         ;-owiis   the   higher 

Space ; 
Thus  all  below  is  Strength,  and  all  above 

is  Grace.  , 

In  casie  Dialogue  is  Fletcher's  Praise  :       20 
lIemov'dtheMind,buthad  no  Pow'rto  raise. 


T?  L*'?-  COMGREVE.    Tent  from  the  onVmal 
pulilisht'd  with  the  play.  1604. 
5  Race)  Race.  1604. 
tij  Wit]  Wit,  lOQ^. 
31  no]  The  editors  give  wA 
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Great  Johnson  did  uy  Strength  of  Judcimnt 
please, 

Ytt.  doubling  Fleteker's  Force,  he  want*  hi^ 

Ease. 
Ill  dit/'ring  Talents  \mU  adorn'd  their  Ace 
(Jmo  (or  the  Study,  t'other  for  the  Stace. 
Ii.it  both  to  C<w/.wr  justly  shall  submit, 
Ouv  match  d  in  Judgment.both  o'er-motrh'd 

in  Wit. 
In  lliiii  all  Ikauties  of  this  Age  we  sec, 
lilhfrfgf  his  Courtship,  Southrrn's  Purity 
Till-  Satyre,  Wit,  and  Strength  of  Maiilv 

Wytherly.  ^^  ^ 

All    lliis    in    blooming    Youth    you    have 

Atchiev'd  ; 
Nor  arc  your  foii'd  Contemporaries  griev'd  ■ 
.So  much  the  Sweetness  of  your  Manners' 

move, 
W'l'  cannot  Envy  you.  because  we  Love. 
Fjibiui  miKht  joy  in  Scipio,  when  he  .s;uv 
A  Hcardless  Consul  made  against  the  Law- 
Am  1  joun  his  Suffrage  to  the  Votes  of  Rome, 
Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome 
Thus  old  Romano  bow'd  to  RaphaePs  Fame. 
And  Scholar  to  the  Youth  he  taught,  became 
0  that  your  Brows  my  L;.wrel  had  sus- 
tain'd. 
Well  had  I  been  depos'd,  if  you  had  reign'd  ! 
llie  Father  had  descended  for  the  Son, 
For  only  You  are  lineal  to  the  Throne.' 
Tims,  when  the  State  one  Eduwd  did  depose 
A  greater  Edward  in  his  Room  arose  : 
liut  now,  not  1,  but  Poetry  is  curst ; 
For  Tom  the  Second  reigns  like  Tom  the 
rirst. 


But  let  'ctn  not  mistake  my  Patron's  Part 
^or  call  his  Charity  their  owu  Desert.      5 


X'i.*  i  '*  J  '''ophMie  ;  Thou  shalt  be  seen, 
U  ho  with  some  short  Parenthesis  between  •) 
High  on  the  Throne  of  Wit ;  and.seated  there. 
Nor  mine  (that's  little)  but  thy  Lawrel  wear. 
Thy  first  Attemj)t  an  early  Promise  made  ; 
riiat  early  Promise  this  has  more  than  paid, 
ho  bold,  yet  so  judiciously  you  dare, 
1  hat  your  least  Praise,  is  to  be  Regular, 
nme,  Place,  and  Action  may  with  Pains  be 

wrought, 
15ut  Genius  must  lie  born,  and  never  con  be 

taught.  gp 

This  is  Your  Portion,  this  Your  Nativex 

Store :  | 

'?*'')?'"•*•"*'  **"*  °'"^''  *■"  Prodigal  before,  V 
io  Shakf spear  grv.  as  much  ;  she  cou'd 
not  give  him  r  ore.  ; 

Maintain  your  Post :  that's  all  the  Fame 

vou  need  ; 
For  tis  impossible  you  shou'd  proceed. 
Already  I  am  worn  with  Cares  and  Age, 
And  just  abandoning  th'  ungrateful  Stage  • 
I  nprofitably  kept  at  Heav'n's  Exnencc, 
I  live  a  Rent-charge  on  his  Providence : 
Hut  ^  ou.  whom  ev'ry  Muse  and  Grace  adorn, 
Whom  I  foresee  to  better  Fortune  born.  71 
He  kind  to  my  Remains  ;  nnd  oh  defend. 
Against    your    Judgment,    your    departed 

Friend  ! 
Let  not  th'  insulting  Foe  my  Fame  pi...  le  ; 
Hut  shade  those  Lawrels  which  descend  to 

You : 
And   take   for  Tribute  what   these  Li-^es 

express ; 
You  merit  more ;  nor  cou'd  my  T  ■  ve  do  less. 

John  •  -  Jen. 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

PRINCIPAt   PAINTER    TO   HIS   MAJESTY. 


Mind :) 
True,  she  was  dumb  ;   for  Nature  gaz'd  so 

long, 
Pleas'd  with  her  Work,  that  she  forgot  her 

longue, 

A/lUf.,^"?^;' '  '^''^'•'■"     Tex.  f,„m  the 


I  only  have  transferr'd  it  to  her  Eyes. 
Such   are  thy  Pictures,  Kneller,  Such    thy 

.Skill, 
That  Nature  seems  obedient  to  thy  Will ; 
(omes  out,  and  meets  thy  Pencil  in  the 

i  raught. 
Lives  there,  and  wants  but  words  to  speak 

her  thought.  ^g 


-111 
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At  least  thy  Pictures  look  a  Voice  ;  and  we  \ 
Imagine  Sounds,  decciv'd  to  that  (h-j^rcc,  I 
We  think  'tis  somewhat  more  than  just  to  i 

see.  J 

Shadows  are  but  Privations  of  the  Light ; 

Yet,  when  >ve  walk,  they  shoot  before  the 

Sight, 
With  us  approach,  retire,  arise,  and  fall, 
Nothing  themselves,  and  yet  expressing  all. 
Such  are  thy  Pieces,  imitating  Life 
So  near,  they  almost  conquer'd  in  the  strife  ; 
And  from  their  animated  Canvass  came,    20 
Demanding  Souls ;   and  loosened  from  the 

Frame. 
Prometheus,  were  he  here,  wou'd  cast  away 
His  Adam,  and  refuse  a  Soul  to  Clay, 
And  either  wou'd  thy  Noble  Work  Inspire 
Or  think  it  warm  enough  without  his  Fire. 
But  vulgar  Hands  may  vulgar  Likeness 

raise ; 
This  is  the  least  Attendant  on  thy  Praise : 
From  hence  the  Rudiments  of  Art  began  ; 
A  Coal,  or  Chalk,  first  imitated  Man  : 
Perhaps,  the  Shadow,  taken  on  a  Wall,    30 
Gave  out-lin«s  to  the  rade  Original ; 
Ere  Canyass  yet  was  strain'd :  before  the 

Grace 
Of  blended  Colours  found  their  use  and 

place : 
Or  Cypress  Tablets  first  recciv'd  a  Face. 

By  slow  degrees  the  Godlike  Art  advanc'd; 
As  man  grew  polish'd,  Picture  was  inhanc'd  : 
Greece  added  Posture,  Shade,  and  Perspec- 
tive, 
And  then  the  Mimick  Piece  began  to  Live. 
Yet    Perspective    was    lame,    no   distance 

true. 
But  all  came  forward  in  one  common  View  : 
No  point  of  Light  was  known,  no  bouixds 

of  Art ;  41 

When  Light  was  there,  it  knew  not  to  depart, 
But  glaring  on  remoter  Objects  play'd  ; 
Not  languish'd  and  insensibly  decay'd. 

Rome  rais'd  not  Art,  but  barely  kept  alive. 
And  with  Old  Greece  unequally  did  strive  : 
Till  Goths,  and  VanJals,  a  rude  Northern  race, 
Did  all  the  matchless  Monuments  deface. 
Then  all  the  Muses  in  one  ruinc  lye, 
And  Rhyme  began  t'  enervate  Poetry.      50 
Thus,  in  a  stupid  Military  State, 
The  Pen  and  Pencil  find  an  equal  Fate. 
Flat  Faces,  such  as  wou'd  disgni'-c  a  Skretn, 
Such  as  in  Bantam's  Embassy  were  seen, 


Unrais'd,  unrounded,  were  the  rude  delight 
Of  Brutal  Nations  only  born  to  Fight. 

Long  time  the  Sister  Arts,  in  Iron  .Sl^^ep, 
A  heavy  Sabbath  did  supinely  kec  , 
.\t  length,  in  RaphieVs  Age,  at  once  they 

rise. 
Stretch  all  their  Limbs  and  open  all  their 

Eyes.  60 

Thence  rose  the  Roman  and  the  Lombard 

Line  ; 
One  colour'd  best,  and  one  did  best  design. 
Raphael's,   like    Homer's,  was   the  Nobler 

part, 
But  Titian's  Painting  looked  like  Virgifs 

Art. 
Thy  Genius  gives  thee  both  ;  where  true 

De'.'gn, 
Postures  unforc'd,  and  lively  Colours  joyn, 
r^ikeness  is  ever  there  ;  but  still  the  best. 
Like  proper  Thoughts  in  lofty  Language 

drest. 
Where  Light,  to  Shades  descending,  plays, 

not  strives, 
Dyes  by  degrees,  and  by  degrees  revives.  70 
Of  various  Parts  a  perfect  whole  is  wrought ; 
Thy  Pictures  think,  and  we  Divine  their 

Thougiit. 
♦Shakespear,  thy  Gift,  I 

place  before  my  Sight ; 
With  awe  I  ask  his  Blessing 

e're  I  write ; 
With  Rev'rence  look  on  his 

JIajcstick  Face ; 
Proud  to  be  less,  but  of  his  Godlike  Race. 
His  Soul  Inspires  me,  while  thy  Praise  I 

write. 
And  I  like  Teticer,  under  Ajax  Fight ; 
Bids  thee  thro'  me,  be  bold  ;  with  dauntless 

breast 
Contemn  the  bad  and  Emulate  the  best.  80 
Like  his,  thy  Criticks  iu  th'  attempt  are 

lost : 
When  most  they  rail,  know  then  they  envy 

most. 
In  vain  they  snarl  a-loof ;  a  noisie  Crowd, 
Like  Womcns  Anger,  impotent  and  loud. 
While  they  their  barren  Industry  deplore, 
Pass  on  secure,  and  mind  the  Goal  before. 
Old  as  she  is,  my  JIusc  shall  march  iKliiiid, 
Bear  off  the  Blast,  and  intercept  the  Wind. 
Our  Arts  are  Sisters,  though  not  Twins  in 

Birth,  cS.; 

For  Hymns  were  sung  in  Edens  happy  Enith 


*Shakespcar's 
fVe/tire 
drawn  6v 
Sir  GoiiVriy 
Kneller,  a;/rf 
fiven  to  the 
Author, 
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M«  5k"  ^f '  ^1'"!.^'"  was  vet  a  Saint ; 
Before  she  fell  with  Pride  and  learn'd  to 
paint. 

Forgive  th'  Allusion ;  'twas  not  meant  to 
bite; 

But  Satire  will  have  Room,  where  e're  I  write. 
For  oh,  the  Painter  Muse,  though  last  in 
place, 

"'^RaS'*  **"'  ^''*''"^  ''"*'  '""'  J"'"^'' 
ApeUes  Art  an  Alexander  found,  x 

And  Raphael  did  with  Leo's  Gold  abound 
But   Homer   was    with    barren    Lawrel  f 
crown  d.  I 

Thou  hadst  thy  CharUs  a  while,  and  so  had  I 
But  pass  we  that  unpleasing  Image  by.  loi' 

^'«^t'."  ••'y  ^^^'  '*"'*  o^  t'»y  self  Divine. 
AH  Pilgrims  come  and  offer  at  thy  Shrine 
Agraceful  Truth  thy  Pencil  can  Command  ; 
The  Fair  themselves  go  mended  from  thv 

Hand.  ' 

Likeness  appears  in  every  Lineament : 
But  Likeness  in  thy  Work  is  Eloquent. 
Though  Nature  tJiere  her  true  Resemblance 

DCcirSy 
A  nobler  Beauty  in  thy  Piece  appears. 
So  warm  thy  Work,  so  glows  thVgen'rous 

Frame,  '       ^^^ 

Flesh  looks  less  living  in  the  Lovely  Dame. 

s°ill'^'"^  *t  as  we  describe,  improving  1 

When  on  wild  Nature  we  ingraft  our  Skill.  [ 

Hut  not  creating  Beauties  at  our  Will        ) 

Some  other  Hand  perhaps  may  reach  a 

But  none  iike  thee  a  finish'd  Figure  place :  \ 

Th."  fi°V''i'.K^'''?'/*'**'""°"g''  fo'  thee. 
The  first  of  these  Inferiour  Times  to  be  ;   J 
Not  to  contend  with  Heroes  Memory.  ' 

Uue  Honours  to  those  mighty  Names  we 

But  Shrubs  maylive  beneath  the  lofty  Plant*! 
Sons  maysucceed  their  greater  Parents  gone 
Such  ,s  thy  Lott;  and  such  I  wish  my  own 
But  Poets  are  confin'd  in  Narr'wer  space 
To  speak  the  Language  of  their  Native 
riace  ; 

ThvP^i"-f'  ^'*L^'y^st«tches  his  Command  ; 
Ihy  Pencil  speaks  the  Tongue  of  ev'ry  Land. 


<)5  ror]  But  1701. 

«'S-ii3]  Omitted  by  Tonson,  ifot. 


03 


From  hence,  my  Friend,  all  Climates  are 

your  own, 
Nor  can  you  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 
All  Nations  all  Immunities  will  give    110 
To  make  you  theirs,  where  e're  you  please 

to  live ;  "^ 

And  not  sev'n  Cities,  but  the  World,  wou'd 

strive. 

Sure  some  propitious  Planet  then  did  smile 

When  hrst  you  were  conducted  to  this  Isle  • 

(Our  Genius  brought  you  here,  t'  inlatge  our 

Fame) 

(For  your  good  Stars  are  ev'ry  where  the 

same.) 
Thy  matchless  Hand,  of  ev'ry  Region  free. 
Adopts  our  Climate,  not  our  Climate  thee. 

Great  Rome  and  Venice 

early  did  impart  *IfetrmMir4 

To  thee  th'  Examples  of  their      ^2^1  *'*' 

wondrous  Art.  »»»*»  Italy. 

Those  Masters,  then  but  seen,  not  under- 

"°*^'  141 

With  generous  Emulation  fir'd  thy  Bloodl 
Forwhat  inNature'sDawn  theChildadmir'd, 
The  Youth  endeavour'd,  and  the  Han  »c- 

quird. 

That  yet  thou  hast  not  reach'd  their  hieb 
Degree,  * 

Seems  only  wanting  to  this  Age,  not  thee. 

Ihy  Genius,  bounded  by  the  Times,  like 
mine, 

Drudges  on  petty  Draughts,  nor  dare 

design 
A  more  exalted  Work,  and  more  Divine. 
For  what  a  Song  or  senceless  Opera        150 
Is  to  the  living  Labour  of  a  Play, 
Or  what  a  Play  to  VirgiVs  Work  wou'd  be. 
^uch  IS  a  single  Piece  to  History. 
But  we,  who  Life  bestow,  our  selves  must 
live : 

Kings  cannot  Reign  unless  their  Subjects 

give ; 
And    they  who  pay  the  Taxes  bear  the 

Rule: 
Thus  thou,  sometimes,  art  forc'd  to  draw 

a  Fool: 
But  so  his  Follies  in  thy  Posture  sink. 
The  senceless  Ideot  seems  at  last  to  think. 
Good  Heav'n!    that  Sots  and  Knaves 

shou  d  be  so  vain,  ,60 

To  wish  their  vile  Resemblance  may  remain  ! 
And  stand  recorded  at  their  own  Request. 
To  future  Days,  a  Libel  or  a  Jetst. 
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Mean  time  while  just  Incouragement  you 

want, 
You  only  Paint  to  Live,  not  Live  to  Paint, 
Else  shou'd  we  see  your  noble  Pencil  trace 
Our  Unities  of  Action,  Time,  and  Place  ; 
A  Whole  compos'd  of  Parts,  and  those  the 

best, 
With  ev'ry  various  Character  exprest ; 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  View  ;  170 
Less,  and  at  distance,  an  Ignobler  Crew  ; 
While  all  the  Figures  in  one  Action  joyn. 
As  tending  to  Compleat  the  main  Design. 


More  rannot  be  by  Mortal  Art  exprest ; 
But  venerable  Age  shall  add  the  rest. 
For  Time  shall  with  his  ready  Pencil  stand ; 
Retouch   your  Figures   with   his  ripening 

Hand, 
Mellow  your  Colours,  and    imbrown    the 

Teint, 
Add  every  Grace,  which  Time  alone  can 

grant;  179 

To  future  Ages  shall  your  Fame  convey  ; 
And  give  more   Beauties,  than   he   takes 

away. 


Nil 


TO  MR.  GRANVILLE, 

ON  HIS  EXCELLENT  TRAGEDY,  CALLED  HEROICK  LOVE. 


Atspicious  Poet,  wert  thou  not  my  Friend, 
How  could  I  envy,  what  I  must  commend  ! 
But  since  'tis  Natures  Law  in  Love  and 

Wit, 
That  Youth  shou'd  reign  and  with'ring  Age 

submit. 
With  less  regret  those  Lawrels  I  resign. 
Which  dying  on  my  Brows,  revive  on  thine. 
With  better  Grace  an  Ancient  Chief  may 

yield 
The  long  contended  Honours  of  the  Field 
Than  venture  all  his  Fortune  at  a  Cast, 
And  fight,  liice  Hannibal,  to  lose  at  last.   10 
Young  Princes  Obstinate  to  win  the  Prize, 
Thd  Yearly  beaten.  Yearly  yet  they  rise : 
Old  Monarchs  though  successful,  still  in 

Doubt, 
Catch  at  a  Peace  ;  and  wisely  turn  Devout. 
Thine  be  the  Lawrel  then ;   thy  blooming 

Age 
Can  best,  if  any  can,  support  the  Stage : 
Which  so  declines,  that  shortly  we  may  see 
Players  and  Plays  reduc'd  to  second  In- 
fancy : 
Sharp  to  the  World,  but  thoughtless  of 

Renown, 
They  Plot  not  on  the  Stage,  but  on  the 

Town,  20 

And,  in  Despair  their  Empty  Pit  to  fill. 
Set  up  some  Foreign  Monster  in  a  Bill : 


To  Mr.  Granville.    Text  from  the  original 
published  with  the  play,  1698. 


Thus   they    jog   on;   still   tricking,  never 

thriving ; 
And  Murd'ring  Plays,  which  they  miscai 

Reviving. 
Our  Sense  is  Nonsense,  through  their  Pipes 

convey'd ; 
Scarce  can  a  Poet  know  the  Play  He  made, 
'Tis  so  disguis'd  in  Death :  nor  thinks  'tis 

He 
That  suffers  in  the  Mangled  Tragedy. 
Thus  Ilys  first  was  kill'd,  and  after  dress'd 
For  his  own  Sire,  the  Chief  Invited  Guest. 
I  say  not  this  of  thy  successful  Scenes  ;   31 
Where  thine  was  all  the  Glory,  theirs  the 

Gains. 
With  length  of  Time,  much  Judgment,  and 

more  Toil, 
Not  ill  they  Acted,  what  they  cou'd  not 

spoil. 
Their  Setting  Sun  still  shoots  a  Glim'ring 

Ray, 
Like  Ancient  Rome,  Majestick  in  Decay ; 
And  better  gleanings  their  worn  Soil  can 

boast. 
Than  the  Crab- Vintage  of  the  Neighb'ring 

Coast. 
This  difference  yet  the  judging  World  will 

see; 
Thou  Copiest  Homer,  and  they  Copy  thee.  40 

John  Dryden. 


.^o  Sire,]  Sire  jA^f. 
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(TO  PETER  ANTONY  MOTTEUX, 

ON    HIS   T»ACEDy,    CALLED   BEAUTY    IN    DISTRESS.] 

To  my  Friend,  the  Autho*. 


Tis  hard,  my  Friend,  to  write  in  such  an  Ace 
As  damns  not  only  Poets,  but  the  Stase. 
That  sacred  art,  by  Hcav'n  itself  infu^d. 
Which  Moses,  Davtd,  Salomon  have  us'd 
Is  now  to  be  no  more :  The  Muses'  Foes 
Wou  d  smk  their  Maker's  Praises  into  Prose. 
Were  they  content  to  prune  the  lavish  Vine 
sjrafig'"*  Branches,  and  improve  the 

Who  but  a  mad  Man  wou'd  his  Faults 
defend  ? 

All  wou'd  submit,  for  all  but  Fools  will  mend, 
llut,  when  to  common  sense  they  give  the 

And  turn  distorted  Words  to  Blasphemy, 
They  give  the  Scandal ;  and  the  Wfee  disarn 

learlr*"  ""  ^^*'  *~  "P*   '° 

What  I  have  loosly,  or  profanely  writ. 

Let  them  to  Fires  (their  due  desert)  commit : 

?hI;,"F  "  ^^'''^^}>y  me.  let  Ihem  complain : 
Their  Faults,  and   not   their  Function.  I 

arraign.  ' 

Rebellion,    worse 

pursu'd : 

^'"  J'J'*  P'each'd  the  Crime,  the  People 

The  Stage  was  silenc'd  ;  for  the  Saints  wou^d 

sec 
In  fields  performed  their  plotted  Tragedy. 
But  let  us  first  reform :  and  then  so  W, 
That  we  may  teach  our  Teachers  to  forg  ve 
K  ^"f.  V^  Jl  b*'°''  their  lofty  cEs 
Sp  n^    '^/?''"«'  ■»  'he  Precept  theirs. 
The  moral  Part  at  least  we  may  dfvide. 
Humility  reward  and  punish  Pride ; 
Ambition,  Infrest,  Avarice,  accuse 
These  are  the  Province  of  the  Tragic  Muse. 

9  Faults)  ManyeM.  Irli^l^i^  ThoBght. 


thou  chosen ; 
thy 


and  the  public 
Performance  with   thy 


than    Witchcraft,   they 


Thef»  hast 

/oice 
Has  equall'd 

choice. 
Time,  Action,  Place,  arc  so  preservy  by 

That  f(v'n  CorneilU  might  with  Envy  see 
in  Alliance  of  his  tripled  Unity.  / 

Thy  Incidente,  perhaps,  too  thick  are  sown ; 
But  so  much  Plenty  U  thy  Fault  alone : 
At  least  but  two,  can  that  good  Crime 

commit. 
Thou  in  Design,  and  WycherUy  in  Wit 
Let  thme  own  GauU  condemn  thee,  if  thev 

dare ;  / 

Contented  to  be  thinly  r^ular. 

So?"*"'  **"*  "°^  ^"  *''""'  °"'  '"''''"' 
With  more  Increase  rewards  thy  happy  ToU. 

?trHT°"^''A"^?'^'''^'  "  "fi»  d  si  much  ; 
That  like  pure  Gold,  it  bends  at  ev'ry  Touch : 
Our  sturdy  Teuton  yet  will  Art  obey, 

More  fit  for  manlyT}iought,and  strengthened 
with  Allay. 

But  whence  art  thou  inspir'd,  and  Thou 

atone. 
To  flourish  in  an  Idiom,  not  thy  own  ? 
It  moves  our  Wonder,  that  a  foreign  Guest 
ishoud  overmatch  the  most,  and  match  the 

best. 

In  underpraising  thy  Deserts,  I  wrong ; 
Here,  find  the  first  deficicnce  of  our  Tongue : 
Words,  once  my  stock,  are  wanting  to  com- 

mend 
So  Great  a  Poet  and  so  Good  a  Friend. 

John  Dryden. 


These  false  readinn 
but  not  in  Dr.  SaintsEary's 


MM 


45  ^\\aX\Many  edd.  wrongiygirt  And 
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TO  MY  1  HONOUR'D   KINSMAN,  |  JOHN  DRIDEN,  | 

OF   I    CHESTERTON,    |    IN    THE   |    COUNTY    OF    HUNTINGDON,    ESQUIRE. 


How  Blessed  is  Ile.who  leads  aCoiintry Life, 
Unvex'd  with  anxious  Cares,  and  void  of 

Strife ! 
Who  studying  Peace,  and  shunning  Civil 

Rage, 
Enjoy'd  his  Youth,  and  now  enjoys  his  Age  : 
All  who  deserve  his  Love,  he  makes  his  own  ; 
And,  to  be  lov'd  himself,  needs  only  to  be 

known. 
Just,  Good,  and  Wise,contending  Neigh 

bours  come 


;i 


From  your  Award  to  wait  their  final  Doom; 
And,  Foes  before,  return  in  Friendship 
home.  9 

Without  their  Cost,  you  terminate  the  Cause; 
And  save  th'  Expence  of  long  Litigious  Laws: 
Where  Suits  are  travers'd  ;  and  so  little  won. 
That  he  who  conquers,  is  but  last  undone : 
Such  are  not   your  Decrees ;  but  so 

design'd. 
The  Sanction  leaves  a  lasting  Peace  behind; 
Like  your  own  Soul,  Serene  ;  a  Pattern  of 

your  Mind. 
Promoting  Concord,  and  composing  Strife, 
Lord  of  your  self,  uncumber'd  with  a  Wife  ; 
Where,  for  a  Year,  a  Month,  perhaps  a  Night, 
Long  Penitence  succeeds  a  short  Delight :  20 
Minds  are  so  hardly  match' d,  that  ev'n  the 

first. 
Though  pair'd  by  Heav'n,  in  Paradise,  were 

cursd. 
For  Man  and  Woman,  though  in  one  they 

grow. 
Yet,  first  or  last,  return  again  to  Two. 
He  to  God's  Image,  She  to  His  was  made  ; 
So,  farther  from  the  Fount,  the  Stream  at 

random  stray'd. 
How  cou'd  He  stand,  when,  put  to  double 

Pain, 
He  must  a  Weaker  than  himself  sustain  I 
Each  might  have  stooil  perhaps  ;  but  each 

alone ;  29 

Two  Wrestlers  help  to  pull  each  other  down. 


To  JOHH  Driden.    Text  from  the  original  and 
only  contemporary  edition,  1700. 
S  Award]  Award,  1700. 


Not  that  my  Verse  wou'd  blemish  all  the  \ 
Fair ; 
But  yet,  if  tome  be  Bad,  'tis  Wisdom  to 

beware ; 
And  better  shun  the  Bait,  than  struggle  in 

the  Snare.  ^ 

Thus  have  you  shunn'd,  and  shun  the  married 

State, 
Trusting  as  little  as  you  can  to  Fate. 
No  porter  guards  the  Passage  of  your 
Door; 
T   admit  the   Wealthy,  and  exclude  the 

Poor: 
For  God,  who  gave  the  Riches,  gave  the 

Heart 
To  sanctifie  the  Whole,  by  giving  Part : 
Heav'n,  who  foresaw  the  Will,  the  Means  has 
wrought,  ^0 

And  to  the  Second  Son,  a  Blessing  brought : 
The  First-begotten  had  his  Father's  Share, 
But  you,  like  Jacob,  are  Rebecca's  Heir. 
So  may  your  Stores,  and  fruitful  Fields 
increase ; 
And  ever  be  you  bless'd,  who  live  to  bless. 
As  Ceres  sow'd  where  e'er  her  Chariot  flew ; 
As  Heav'n  in  Desarts  rain'd  the  Bread  of 

Dew, 
So  free  to  Many,  to  Relations  most. 
You  feed   with   Manna  your  own  Israel- 
Host. 
With  Crowds  attended  of  your  ancient 
Race,  50 

You  seek  the  Champian-Sports,  or  Sylvan- 

Chace : 
With  well-breath'd  Beagles,  you  surround 

•  the  Wood. 
Ev'n  then,  industrious  of  the  Common  Good : 
And  often  have  you  brought  the  wily  Fox 
To  suffer  for  the  Firstlings  of  the  Flocks ; 
Chas'd  ev'n  amid  the  Folds  ;  and  made  to 

bleed, 
Like  Felons,  where  they  did  the  murd'rous 

Deed. 
This  fiery  Game,  your  active  Youth  main- 
tained : 
Not   yet,   by   years   extinguish'd,   though 
restrain  d : 
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You  season  still  with  Sports  your  serious 
Hours ;  ^ 

For  Age  but  tastes  of  Pleasures,  Youth 

devours. 
The  Hare,  in  Pastures  or  in  Plains  is  found, 
tinblem  of  Humane  Life,  who  runs  the 

Round ; 

^"''^?^^f' ?!!  ''•s  wand'ring  Ways  are  done,^ 
Mis  tirde  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun    I 
Just  as  the  Setting  meeu  the  RUing  Sun.  ' 
Thus    Princes    ease    their   Cares:     But 
happier  he. 
Who  seeks  not  Pleasure  thro*  Necessity, 
Than  such  as  once  on  slipp'ry  Thrones  were 
plac  d  ; 

And  chasing,  sigh  to  think  themselves  are 
chasd. 

So  liy'd  our  Sires,  e'er  Doctors  leam'd  to 
kill. 
And  multiply'd  with  theirs,  the  Weekly  Bill  : 
The  first  Physicians  by  Debauch  were  made : 
hxcess  began,  and  Sloth  sustains  the  Trade. 
Pity  the  gen  rous  Kind  their  Cares  bestow 
To  search  forbidden  Truths;  (aSin  to  <now:) 
lo  which,  if  Humane  Science  cou'd  ittain 
The  Doom  of  Death,  pronounc'd  by  God 

were  vain. 
In  vain  the  Leech  wou'd  interpose  Delay  • 

Fatefastensfirst.andvindicatesthePrey.  80 
What  Help  from  Arts  Endeavours  can  we 

have  1 
(^iiibbons  but  guesses,  nor  is  sure  to  save : 
but  Alaurus  sweeps  whole  Parishes,  and 

Peoples  ev'ry  Grave, 
And  no  more  Mercy  to  Mankind  wifl  use. 
Than  when  he  robb'd  and  murder'd  Maro's 

Muse. 

"^""whole'r  ^  '°°"  <J'spatch'd,  and  perish 

Trust  Afa«rM,  with  thy  Life,  and  M-lb-rn 
with  thy  Soul. 

^y  ^^T  '°"S-Iiv'd  Fathers  earned  their 

^°"bS'?  the  Nerves,  and  purifi'd  the 

?!"  T'-  '5f.'i  !°"*'  *  P'mper'd  Race  of  Men 
Are  dwindl'd  down  to  thr^core  Years  and 

"'"duSit'!"'"  ^  ^''"''  ^"  "•=»''•»  ""- 

lb  w^  "'i  P?='"'  ^°'" "  "a"s«>"s  Draught. 
C^  i"*'  ^"i^"."^'  °"  Exercise  depend? 
God  never  made  his  Work,  for  Man  to  mend. 


in  Eden 


k 

I 


The  Tree  of  Kncvledge,  once 

plac'd. 

Was  easie  found,  but  was  forbid  the  Taste  : 

0,had  ourGrandsire  walk'd  withe   i  hUWife. 

He  firsl  had  sought  the  better  Plant  of  Life ! 

Now,  both  are  lost:   Yet,  wandring  in  the 

Q&rky  --^ 

Physicians  for  the  Tree  have  found  the  Eark 

They,  lab'ring  for  Relief  of  Humane  Kind, 

fi  d  •''^"  ^""^  Remedies  may 

Th'  Apothecaiy-Train  is  wholly  blind. 

trom  Files,  a  Random-A.  ipe  they  take, 

And  Many  D^ths  of  One  Pr^ription  mslke. 

Cof/A,  gen  rous  as  his  Muse,  prescribes  and 

gives; 

The  Shop-man  selb ;  and  by  Destruction 
""SratefJl  Tribe!    who,  like  the  Viper's 

^""bK  r'"*"  '^"'"^'  """"^  ^^^"  Mother's 

^""^  SS  •°'^^  '   '""^  '*"'  ^^^  ^^""'^  ^"' 
That  Men  may  die,  without  a  double  Bribe : 
Let  Them,  but  under  their  Superiours,  kill ; 
Sii? ^'°"  fi'st  have  sign'd  the  blood^ 
He  scales  the  best,  who  Nature  to  repair, 

of?St;:°'"''^™^''"^""S^t^ 

You  hoard  not   Health,  for  your  own 
prn  ate  use, 

When,  often  urg'r'  unwDIing  to  be  Great, 

rSS""^        ^'°"  *'°'"  y°"'  '"^''^ 

'^"''S?  ^°  ^"'''''''  "^""'^'^  *'*'•  Common 

^^*''^»"'°"i!  """'^  '''""5J    an''  none  can 
better  bear. 

Where  cou'd  they  find  another  form'd  so  fit. 
To  poise,  with  solid  Sense,  a  spritely  Wit ! 

abSS)  **"*'"&'  (•-«  they  both 

Where  cou'd  so  firm  Integrity  be  found  ? 

Su  rt  """^  ^^"'"'y;  wanting  no 
^""^J^r  betwixt  the  Country  and  the 

Nor  gratifie  whate'er  the  Great  desire. 
Nor  grudging  give,  what  Publick  Needs 
require. 
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Part  must  be  left,  a  Fund  wlien  Foes  invade  ; 
And  Part  employ'd  to  roll  the  Watry  Trade  ; 
Ev'n  Canaans  happy  Land,  when  worn  with 

Toil, 
Requir'd   a   Sabbath-Year,   to   mend    the 
meagre  Soil. 
Good  SLiiBtors,  (and   such  are  you,)  so 
give, 
Tliat  Kings  may  be  supply'd,  the  People 

thrive ; 
And  He,  when  Want  requires,  is  truly  Wise, 
Who  slights  not  Foreign  Aids  nor  over- 
buys; 
But,  on  our  Native  Strength,  in  time  of 

need,  relics. 
Munsler  was   bought,  we   boast   not   the 
Success ;  ,^o 

Who  fights  for  Gain,  for  greater,  makes  his 
Peace. 
Our  Foes,  compcU'd  by  Need  have  Peace 
embrac'd : 
The  Peace  both  Parties  want,  is  like  to 

last: 
Which,  if  secure,  securely  we  may  trade  ; 
Or,  not  secure,  sliou'd  never  have  been  made. 
Safe  in  our  selves,  while  on  our  selves  we 

stand. 
The   Sea   is  ours,  and    that   defends   the 
Land. 

Be,  then,  the  Naval  Stores    the  Nations 

Care, 
New  Ships  to  build,  and  batter'd  to  repair. 
Observe  the  War  in  ev'ry  Annual  Course  ; 
What  h;is  been  done,  was  done  with  British 

Force.  j-, 

Namtw  Subdu'd,  is  England's  Palm  alone  ; 
The  Rest  Besieged  ;  but  we  Constrain'd  the 

Town : 
We  saw  th'  Event  tliat  follow'd  our  Success  ; 
France,  though  pretending  Arms,  pursu'd 

the  Peace ; 
Oblig'd,  by  one  sole  Treaty,  to  restore 
What  Twenty  Years  of  War  had  won  befoie. 
Enough  for  Europe  has  our  Albion  fought : 
Let  us  enjoy  the  Peace  our  Blood  has  bought. 
When  once  the  Persian  King  was  put  to 
^^    Flight,  i6o 

The  weary  Macedons  ref us'd  to  fight : 
Themselves  their  own  Mortality  confess'd  ; 
And  left  the  son  of  Jove,  to  quarrel  for  the 

rest. 


Ev'n  Victors  arc  by  Victories  undone  ;   \ 

Thus  Hannibal,  with  Foreign  Laurels  won,  I 
f—  *^ ti. 11. .   "     .  .      '  f 


'35  arp]  Editors  till  ChrUlit  wnmglfgavt  as 


To  Cartilage  was  recall'd,  too  late  to  keep 

his  own.  ; 

While  sore  of  Battel,  while  our  Wounds  are 

green. 
Why  shou'd   we  tempt  the  doubtful  Dye 

agen? 
In  Wars  renew'd,  uncertain  of  success. 
Sure  of  a  Share,  as  Umpires  of  the  Peace.  1 70 
A  Patriot,  both  the  King  and  Country 
serves  ; 
Prerc^tive,  and  Privilege  preserves : 
Of   Each,   our   Laws   the   certain    Limit 

show ; 
One  must  not  ebb,  nor  t'  other  overflow : 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Parliament  we  \ 
stand ;  I 

The  Barriers  of  the  State  on  either  Hand :  \ 
May  neither  overflow,  for  then  they  drown 

the  Land.  j 

When  both  are  full,  they  feed  our  bless'd 

Abode ; 

Like  those,  that  water'd  once,  the  Paradise 

of  God. 

Some  Overpoise  of  Sway,  by  Turns  they 

share;  ,80 

In  Peace  the  People,  and  the  Prince  in  War : 

Consub  of  mod'rate  Pow'r  in  Calms  were 

made; 
When  the  Gauls  came,  one  sole  Dictator 
sway'd. 
Patriots,   in   Peace,  assert   the  Peonies 
Right, 
With  noble  Stubbornness  resisting  Might : 
No  Lawless  Mandates  from  the  C-^urt  receive, 
Nor  lend  by  Force  ;  but  in  a  Body  give. 
Such  was  /our  gen'rous  Grandsire ;  free  to 

grant 
In  Parliaments,  that  weigh'd  their  Prince's 

Want: 
But  so  tenacious  of  the  Common  Cause,  190 
As  not  to  lend  the  King  against  his  Laws. 
And,  in  a  lothsom  Dungeon  doom'd  to  lie, ) 
In  Bonds  retain'd  his  Birthright  Liberty, 
And  shamed  Oppression, till  it  set  him  free.) 

O  true  Descendent  of  a  Patriot  Line, 
Who,  while  thou  shar'st  their  Lustre,  lend'st 

'em  thine. 
Vouchsafe  this  Picture  of  thy  Soul  to  see ; 
Tis  so  far  Good  as  it  resembles  thee : 
The  Beauties  to  th*  Original  I  owe ;        199 
Which,  when  I  miss,  my  own  Defects  I  show. 


EPISTLES  AND  COMPLIMENTARY  ADDRESSES.  ,75 


Nor  thirii  ilic  Kindred-Muses  thy  Disiirace  • 
A  pocc  IS  not  born  in  ev'r}-  Race. 
Two  of  a  House,   ew  Ages  can  aflord  ; 
One  to  peuorni,  another  to  record. 
Praise-worthy  Actions  are  by  thee  embrac'd : 
And  tis  my  Praise,  to  make  thy  Praises  last. 


For  ev'n  when  Death  dissolves  our  Humanel 
Frame, 

The  Soul  returns  to  Heav'n,  from  whence  it 

came ; 
Earth  keeps  the  Body,  Verse  preserves  the 


ELEGIES   AND   EPITAPHS. 

UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LORD  HASTINGS. 


.Mist  Noble  Hastings  Immaturely  die, 
(The  Honour  of  his  ancient  FamUy  ?) 
Beauty  and  Learning  thus  together  meet. 
To  bring  a  Winding  for  a  Wedding-sheet  ? 
Must    Virtue   prove    Death's    Harbinger? 

Must  She, 
With  him  expiring,  feel  Mortality  ? 
Is  Death  (Sin's  wages)  Grace's  now  ?  shall 

Art 

Hake  us  more  Learned,  only  to  d<>part  ? 

If  .Merit  be  Disease,  if  Vertue  Death  ;         o 

To  \x  Good,  Not  to  be,  who'd  then  be- 
queath 

Himself  to  Discipline?  Who'd  not  esteem 

Labour  a  Crime,  Study  self-murther  deem  ? 

Uur  Noble  Youth  now  have  pretence  to  be 

Dunces  securely,  Ign'rant  healthfully. 

Kare  Linguist !  whose  Worth  speaks  it  self  • 
vvnose  Praise, 

Though  not  his  Own,  all  Tongues  Besides  do 
raise: 

Tlien  Whom  Great  Alexander   may   seem 

Wlioconquer'dMen,butnottheirLanguaKes. 
In  h.s  Mouth  Nations  speak;   his  Tonnue 

might  be 
Iiiterpreter  to  Greece,  France,  Italy.  20 

His  native  Soyl  was  the  four  parts  o'  th' 

Earth  ; 
All  Europe  was  too  narrow  for  his  Birth. 


I'PON  THE  Death  of  the  Lord  Hastings 
19  speak]  English  editors  aive  siuike     TA.V 


'  fc^l^.^x"^"?  i.""''  ^^'^J*  rev'rence  may 
'^ej  ^  ""''       *'**'  ^"*  °*  TonguesTM 

n^lTr  ^^l'  ^^'  1:^*'''^'='  *»«»»  Men  I.,  vain 
m.^""'  ^^^'^  J^°."^*'  -'-"'er'd.toobUim 
His  body  was  an  Orb,  his  sublime  Soul 

JSc  •  °"  ^"*"'''*  "^^  °"  Learning's 

Whose  RegMar  Motions  better  to  our  view, 

shew       '      ^^^^"'   •''^  H«vens  2i 

£!^v*"^^Y^""*?'  I^"R"ages  and  AiU,** 
Beau  y  and  Learning,  fiU'd  up  all  the  pam. 
Heavns  G^ifu,  which  .^o,  like  falling  §ta«; 

Setter  d  in  Others  ;  all,  as  in  thei/  Sphear, 
thence  ""B'°'»t<=  »'*  'H)uf ^d 

Thl   I  1  T  ^'"""^^  ^  °n  «ach  Limb  fall, 
The  whole  Frame  render'd  was  Celestial 
Come,  learned  Ptolomy,  and  tryal  make. 
If  thou  h«  Hero's  Altitude  canst  take  ;    40 

In!  ''*"'""*^'  "'y  ''•^U  J  thrice  hippie 
Could  we  but  prove  thus  Astronomical. 

shone  "°'^'*^™*^''  '^•*''  ^^^  Ray,(which 
Mo«jbnght  i'  th'  Morn  then  others  Beam  at 
He'd  take  his  Astrolabe,  and  seek  out  here 

spE    **'     ""^  ***  ^^  °"  "«"*• 


««  r«!/!  ^'''^'''^* tdilorsgivtW.  Perhaps 'tshould 


F 


ffi  : 
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Replenish'd  then  with  such  rare  GifU  as 

these, 
Where  was  room  left  for  such  a  Foul  Disease? 
The  Nations  sin  hath  drawn  that  Veil  which 

shrouds 
Our  Day-spring  it)  so  sad  benighting  Clouds. 
Heaven  would  no  longer  trust  iu  Pledge ; 

but  thus  51 

Recall'd  it ;  rapt  its  Ganymede  from  us. 
Was  there  no  milder  way  but  the  Small 

Pox, 
The  very  lilth'ness  of  Pandora's  Box  ? 
So  many  Spots,  like  mgves,  our  Venus  soil  ? 
One  Jewel  set  off  with  so  many  a  Foil  ? 
Blisters  with  pride  swell'd,  which  th'row  's 

flesh  did  sprout 
Like  Rose-buds,  stuck  i'  th'  Lilly-skin  about. 
Each  little  Pimple  had  a  Tear  in  it. 
To  wail  the  fault  its  rising  did  commit :      60 
Who,  Rebel-like,  with  their  own  Lord  at 

strife. 
Thus    made   an    Insurrection  'gainst    his 

Life. 
Or  were  these  Gems  sent  to  adorn  his  Skin, 
The  Cab'net  of  a  richer  Soul  within  ? 
No  Comet  need  foretel  his  Change  drew  on. 
Whose  Corps  might  seem  a  Constellation. 
O  had  he  di'd  of  old,  how  great  a  strife 
Had  been,  who  from  his  Death  should  draw 

their  Life  ? 
Who  should  by  one  rich  draught  become 

whate'er 
Seneca,  Cato,  Numa,  Ccesar,  were :  70 

Leam'd,  Vertuous,  Pious,  Great,  and  have 

by  this 
An  Universal  Metempsuchosis. 
Must  all  these  ag'd  Sires  in  one  Funeral 
Expire  ?   All  die  in  one  so  young,  so  small  ? 
Who,  had  he  liv'd  his  life  out,  hb  great 

Fame 
Had  swoln  'bove  any  Greek  or  Romane  name  ? 
But  hasty  Winter,  with  one  blast,  hath 

brought 
The  hopes  of  Autumn,  Summer,  Spring,  to 

nought. 


55  our  Vemus]  Dtrrick  and  ethers  virongly 
five  on  Venus' 


Thus  fades  the  Oak  i'  th'  sprig,  i'  th'  blade 

the  Corn ; 
Thus,  without  Young,  this  Phoenix  dies,  new 

bom.  80 

Must  then  old  three-legg'd  gray-beards,  with 

their  Gout, 
Catarrhs,  Rheums,  Aches,  live  three  Ages 

out? 
Times  Offal,  onely  fit  for  th'  Hospiul, 
Or  t'  hang  an  Antiquaries  room  withal ; 
Musi.  Drunkards,  Lechers,  spent  with  Sin- 
ning, live 
With  such  helps  as  Broths,  Possits,  Physick 

give? 
None  live  but  such  as  should  die  ?    Shall  we 

meet 
With  none   but  Ghostly  Fathers  in  the 

Street  ? 
Grief  makes  me  rail ;  Sorrow  will  force  its 

way ; 
And  Show'rs  of  Tears,  Tempestuous  Sighs 

best  lay.  90 

The  Tongue  may  fail ;    but  over-flowing 

Eyes 
Will  weep  out  lasting  streams  of  Elegies. 
But  thou,  0  Virgin-widow,  left  alone, 
Now  thy  Beloved,  Heaven-ravisht  Spouse  is 

gone, 
(Whose  skilful  Sire  in  vain  strove  to  apply 
Med'cines,  when  thy  Balm  was  no  remetlv) 
With  greater  than  Platonick  love,  O  wed' 
His  Soul,  tho*  not  his  Body,  to  thy  Bed  : 
Let  that  make  thee  a  Mother ;  brin^  tliou 

forth  99 

Th'  Ideas  of  his  Vertue,  Knowledge,  Worth ; 
Transcribe  th'  Original  in  new  Copies  :  pive 
Hastings  o'  th'  letter  part:    so  shall  lie 

live 
In's  Nobler  Half ;  and  the  great  Grandsire  be 
Of  an  Heroick  Divine  Progenie : 
An  Issue  which  t'  Eternity  shall  last. 
Yet  but  th'  Irradiations  which  he  cast. 
Erect  no  Mausolaums :  for  his  best 
Monument  is  his  Spouses  Marble  brest. 


84  t'  han^  an]  Editors  till  Chrislit  wroHflj 
to  bang    Chris/it  Prints  to  hang  an 
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ON  THE  MONUMENT  OF  THE  MARQUIS  OF 
WINCHESTER. 


He  who  in  impious  times  untainted  stood 
And   midst    rebellion   durst   be  just   and 
Rood, 

Whose  arms  asserted,  and  whose  sufferiiics 
more  * 

Confirm'd  the  cause  for  which  he  fought 
before,  " 

Rests  here,  rewarded  by  an  heavenly  prince 

For  what  his  earthly  could  not  recompense. 

Pray,  reader,  that  such  times  no  more 
appear; 

Or,  if   they   happen,  learn   true  honour 


Ark  of  thy  age's  faith  and  loyalty, 
Which,  to  preserve  them,  Heaven  confin'd 

in  thee.  ,q 

Few  subjects  could  a  king  like  thine  deserve  ; 
And  fewer  such  a  king  so  well  could  serve, 
lilest  king,  blest  subject,  whose  exalted 

state 

By  sufferings  rose  and  gave  the  law  to 
fate ! 

Such  souls  are  rare,  but  mighty  imtter.ns 
Riven 

To  earth   were   meant   for  ornaments   to 
Heav  n. 


01« 


EPITAPH  ON  SIR  PALMES  FAIRBORNE'S  TOMB, 

IN    WESTMINSTER    ABBEY. 


Ye   Sacred    Relicks    which    your    Marble 

keep. 
Here,    uiidisturb'd     by    Wars,    in     quiet 

sleep : 
Discharge  the  trust,  which  (when  it  was  \ 

below)  I 

Fairborne's  undaunted  soul  did  underco  :  f 
And  be  the  Towns  Palladium  from   the) 

foe. 
Alive  and  dead  these  Walls  he  will  defend  : 
Oreat  Actions  great  Examples  must  attend. 
The  Can4ia«  Siege  his  early  Valour  knew  ; 
\ShiK  Turkish  Blood  did  his  young  hands 

imbrew : 
From  thence  returning  with  deserv'd  Ap- 
.    .P'*"*«'  10 

Against  the  Moors  his  well-flesh'd  Sword 

he  draws ; 
The  same  the  Courage,  and  the  same  the 

tause. 


W?NCHM?^^°T"*f''7    ""n^""    MakquIS    OP 
I7ii.  ™"  ^°P^  "  MisctUanits, 


His  Youthand  Age.his  Lifeand  Death  com- 
bine : 
As  in  some  great  and  regular  design, 
All  of  a  Piece,  throughout.and  all  Divine 
itiil  nearer  heaven,his  Vertues  shone  more 
bright, 

Likerising  flames  expandingintheirheight; 
The  Martyrs  Glory  Crowned  the  Soldier's 

I'lght. 
More  bravelv  Brinish  General  never  fell,   ' 
NorGeneral's  death  wase're  reveng'd  so  well : 
Which  his  pleas'd  Eyes  beheld  before  the  ^ 

close, 
Follow'd  by  thousand  Victims  of  his  Foes, 
lo  his  lamented  loss  for  time  to  come, 
His  pious  Widow  consecrates  this  Tomb. 

Epitaph  cm  Sir  Palmes  Fairborne's  Tomb 
Text  from  the  AliscellaHies  of  i6g, 

4  unJaunled]  7 his  was  the  vnrd  in  Iht/irsl 
sketch  on  the  ^tont  in  Wtslminsttr  Abbey  bui 
when  Ike  tellers  were  ctt  it  was  dkanftd  M 
•lisj  ai.nte,r  J  he  slant  has  somi  mtitaJf 
BallaH.um/or  Palladium  andolhers      "'"""*'■'• 

10  Vtrtucs   SomeeM.wraii/fSyj^iveVnlrxe 

33  tone]  SoM*  tdd.  wroH^/y^ titae. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MR.  OLDHAM. 


ii 


Farewell,  too  little  and  too  lately  known, 
Whom  I  began  to  think  and  call  my  own : 
For  sure  our  Soub  were  near  ulli'd,  and  thine 
Cast  in  the  same  poetick  mold  with  mine. 
One  common  Note  on  either  Lyre  did  strike, 
And  Knaves  and  Fools  we  both  abhorr'd 

alike. 
To  the  same  Goal  did  both  our  Studies  drive : 
Tlie  last  set  out  the  soonest  did  arrive. 
Thus  Nisus  fell  ui>on  the  slippery  place, 
Whilst  his  young  Friend  perform'd  and  won 

the  Race.  lo 

0  early  ripe  !  to  thy  abundant  Store 
What  could  advancing  Age  liaveudded  more? 
It  might  (whutNaturenevergives  the  Young) 
Have  taught  the  Numbers  of  thy  Native 

Tongue. 


But  SiUire  needs  not  those,  and  Wit  will 

shine 
Through  the  harsh  Cadence  of  a  rugged  Line. 
A  noble  Error,  and  but  seldom  made, 
When  Poets  are  by  too  much  force  betray'd. 
Thy  gen'rous  Fruits,  though  gather'd  ete 

their  prime. 
Stilt   shew'd  a  Quickness ;    and  maturing 

Time  20 

But  mellows  what  wc  write  to  the  dull  Sweets 

of  Khynic. 
Once  more,  hail,  and  farewell  I  farewell,  ibou 

young. 
But  ah  I  too  short,  Marcellus  ol  our  Tongue ! 
Thy  Brows  with  Ivy  and  with  Laurels  bouii(l; 
But  Fate  and  gloomy  Night  encompass  thcc 

around. 


l! 


TO   THE    PIOUS    MEMORY    OF   THE    .\CCoMPLISHT   YOUNG    LADV 

MRS.  ANNE   KILLIGREW, 

EXCELLENT    IN    THE    TWO    SISTER-ARTS    OF    POESIE    AND    PAINTING. 

AN  ODE. 


I 

Thou    youngest    Virgin-Daughter    of    the 
Skies, 

Made  in  the  last  Promotion  of  the  Blest ; 
Whose  Palms,  new  pluckt  from  Paradise, 
In  spreading  Branches  more  sublimely  rise, 

Rich  with  Immortal  Green  above  the  rest : 
Whether,  adopted   to  some   Neighbouring 

Star, 
Thou  rol'st  above  us  in  thy  wand'ring  Race, 

Or,  in  Procession  fixt  and  regular, 
Mov'd  with  the  Heavens  Majestick  i)ace  ; 

Or,  call'd  to  more  Superiour  Bliss,         10 
Thou   tread'st,  with  Seraphinis,  the  vast 

Abyss: 
Whatever  happy  region  is  thy  place, 


To  THE  Memory  op 
from  the  original,  1684. 
anothrr  han<r) 


Mr.  Oldham.     Text 
(I  o«'e  the  collation  to 


Cease  thy  Celestial  Song  a  little  space  ; 
(Thou  wilt  have  time  enough  for  Hymns 

Divine, 
.Since  Heav'ns  Eternal  Year  b  thine.) 
Hear  then  a  Mortal  Muse  thy  praise  rehearse 

In  no  ignoble  Verse  ; 
But  such   as  thy  own  voice  did  i)ractise 

here. 
When    thy    first    Fruits    of    Poesie   were 

given, 
To  make  thyself  a  welcome  Inmate  there ;  20 
While  yet  a  young  Probationer, 
And  Candidate  of  Ileav'n. 


To  THE  Memory  op  Mrs.  Killiorew.  Teit 
from  ihrt  second  edition,  1693.  The  date  is  f^wta 
wroiijjlv  by  Christie.  The  variants  below  src 
from  (he  urt);!nal  edition  as  prcfixt  to  Mrs. 
Killiprew's  Ponns 

%  Palms]  Palmes  i6» 
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If  by  Traduction  came  thv  Iliad. 

Our  Wonder  is  the  less  to  find 
A  Soul  so  ciMmiing  from  a  Stocli  so  good  : 
py  Father  was  transfus'd  into  thy  Blood : 
So  wcrt  thou  born  into  the  tuneful  strain. 
(An  early,  rich,  and  inexhausted  Vein.) 

Hut  if  thy  Pne-existing  Soul 
Wm  form'd,  at  first,  with  Myriads  more,  to 

It  did  through  all    the  Mighty    Poets 

Who  Greek  or  Lalint  Laurels  wore 
And  was  that  Sappho  last,  which  once  it  was 
before. 

"  •**'  *•};'?  «f"  ^^y  flfeh'.  0  Heav'n-born 
Mtnd< 

Thou  hast  no  Dross  to  purge  from  thy  Rich 
Ore:  ' 

Nor  can  thy  Soul  a  fairer  Mansion  find 
Than  was  the  Beauteous  Frame  she  left 
behind : 
Return,  to  fill  or  mend  the  Ouire  of  thv 
Celestial  kind.  ' 


we  presume  to  say,  that  at  ihy 
Birth,  ' 

New  joy  was  sprung  in  HEAV'N  as  well  as 
here  on  Earth  ?  40 

For  sure  the  Milder  Planets  did  combine 
On  Khy  Auspicious  Horoscope  to  shine. 
And  ev  n  the  most  Malicious  were  in  Trine 
Thy  Brother- Angels  at  thy  Birth 
Strung  each  his  Lyre,  and  tun'd  it  hich. 
That  all  the  People  of  the  Skie 
Might  know  a  Poetess  was  born  on  Earth. 
And  then  if  ever.  Mortal  Ears 
Had  heard  the  Musick  of  the  Spheres  ' 
And  if  no  dust'ring  Swarm  of  Bees     50 
On  thy  sweet  Mouth  distill'd  their  golden 
Dew, 
'Twas  that,  such  vulgar  Miracles 
Heav'n  had  not  Leasure  to  renew : 
For  all  the  Blest  Fraternity  of  Love 
bolemniz'd  there  thy  Birth,  and  kept  thy 
Holyday  above. 


^wfe'S^'   P'^-^'^'-K    'W*.     Editors 
44  Brotktr-Anj;tls\  Brother-Anseh  1Mb, 


OGniCK)u«G«>d|  How  far  have  tTC 
Prophan'd  thy  Heav'nly  Gift  of  Pony  I 
Made  proatitute  and  profligate  the  Muie. 

~^  to  «ch  oJicen?«nd  impkS 

^••"f   Harmony   was   first   ordain'd 
''"  T|2J*V"  **  ^"^''^  »n<J  for  Hymns  of 

Oh  wretched  We!    why  were  we  hurrj'd 
down  ' 

/v^"  L"]*]^,"*  "^  adult'rate  age. 
(Najr,  added  fat  Pollutions  of  ouF  «Iwn) 
r  increase  the  steaming  Ordures  of  the 
Stage? 

^'"'*  «"„*«  »y  f  excuse  our  Setoni 
rait? 

Let  this  thy  Vestal,  Heav'n,  atone  for  all : 

tier  Aretkustan  Stream  remains  unsoil'd. 

Unmixt  with  Forreign  Filth  and  undefil'd. 

Her  Wit  was  more  than  Man.  her  Innocence 

» Child.  jg 


.4>7  she  had  none,  yet  wanted  none. 

For  Nature  did  that  Want  supply : 
So  rich  m  Treasures  of  her  Own. 
c    L  «  ■!?*,*'.*  °"'  boasted  Stores  defy  : 
Such  Noble  Vigour  did  her  Verse  adorn. 
That  It  secm'd  borrow'd,  where  'twas  only 
born.  ^ 

Her  Morals  too  were  in  her  Bosom  bred 

By  great  Exami>les  daily  fed, 
N     at  m  the  best  of  Books,  her  Father's  Luc. 
she  read. 
And  to  be  read  her  self  she  need  not  fear  ; 
luich  Test,  and  ev'ry  Light,  her  Muse  will 
bear,  gj 

Though  Epictetus  with  his  Lamp  were  there. 
tv  n  Love  (for  Love  sometimes  her  Muse 
exprest). 
Was  but  a  Lambent-flame  which  play'd 
about  her  Breast : 
Light  as  the  Vapours  of  a  Morning  Dream, 
So  cold  herself,  whilst  she  such  Warmth 
exprest. 
'Twas  CH/>/i  bathing  in  Diana's  Stream. 


asp  I 


67  atone]  attone  «5*. 
^7  Bos0m\  Bowme  i6ab. 
Breasll  Brest  iMi. 
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ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 
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II 


•'I 


Born  to  the  Spacious  Empire  of  the  Nine, 
One  wou'd  have  thought,  she  should  have 

been  content 
To  nianugc  well  that  MikntyGovernment ;  90 
Uut  what  can  young  ambitious  Souls  confine? 
To  tlic  next  Realm  she  strfcht  her  Sway,) 
For  Painlur*  near  adjoyning  lay^  [ 

A  plenleouit  Province,  and  alluring  Prey.   ) 
A  Chiunbtr  of  Dtpendtnas  was  fram'd, 
(A*  Con(|uerors  will  never  want  Pretence, 

When  arm'd.  to  justifie  th'  Offence), 
■  nd  :he  whole  Fief,  in  right  of  Poetry  she 

claim'd. 
^  Tiic  Country  oiwn  lay  without  Defence  j 
For  Poets  <requent  In-rodes  there  nad  made. 
And  perfectly  cou'd  represent  toi 

The  Shape,  the  Face,  with  ev'ry  Linea- 
ment ; 
And  all  the  large  Demains  which  the  Dumb- 
sister  swuy'd ; 
All  bow'd  beneath  her  Government, 
KcceivM  in  Triumph  whcresoc're  she  went. 
Her  Pencil  drew  v  hate're  her  Soul  dcsign'd 


So  strange  ■  Concourse  ne're  was  seen 
before, 
But  when  the  peopl'd  Ark  the  wIkm  Creation 
bore. 


i...  1  oft  the  hably  Draught  surpass'd  the 

Image  in  her  Mind. 
The  Sylvan  S'  enes  of  Herds  and  Mocks 
And  fruitful  I'lains  and  barren  Hocks, 
Of  shallow  Brooks  that  flow'd  so  rkar,  1 10 
The  bottom  did  the  top  appear  ; 
Of  dee()er  too  and  ampler  Floods 
Which  as  in  .Mirrors,  slicw'd  the  Woods  ; 
Of  lofty  Trees,  with  Sacred  Siiadcs 
And  Pcrspcclivcs  of  pleasant  Glades, 
Where  Nymphsof  brightest  Formappear,) 
And  shaKsy  Satyrs  standing  near,  [ 

Which  them  at  once  admire  and  fear.  ' 
The  Ruines  too  of  some  Majestick  Piece, 
Boasting  the  Pow'r  of  ancient  Rome  or 

Greece,  ,20 

Whose  Statues,  Freezes,  Columns,  broken 

lie, 
And,  tho'  defac'd.  the  Wonder  of  the  Eye  ; 
What  \ature.  Art,  bold  Fiction,  c're  durst 

frame. 
Her  forming  Hand  gave  Feature  to  the 

Name. 


q\  near]  noer  16S6. 

111  Flood-iJ  Floudn  «5^. 
117  near)  nrer  lOSb. 

112  drfacMI  <I«-far>  i6X>.        Eyel  Eie  /&». 
1:14  Feature  toj  Shape  unto  iM>. 


The   Scene    then   chang'd :    with   bold 
Erected  Look 
Our  Martial  King  the  sight  with  Reverence 

strook : 
For,  not  content  t'  express  his  Outward 
Pa«.    .  129 

Her  hand  call'd  out  the  Image  of  his  Heart, 
llii  Warlike  .Mind,  his  Soul  devoid  of  Fear,  \ 
His  Hieh-designing  ThougkU  were  ligurd' 

there. 
As  when,  by  Magick,  GbosU  are  made 
aiipear. 

Our  Phenix  queen  was  portrai'd  too  so 
bright. 
Beauty  alone  cou'd  Beauty  take  so  right : 
Her  Dress,  her  Shape,  her  matchless  Grace, 
Were  all  obscrv'd,  as  well  as  heav'idy  Face. 
With  such  a  Peerless  Majesty  she  stands. 
As  in  that  Day  slie  took  the  Crown  from 

Sacred  hands : 
Before  a  Train  of  Heroins  was  seen,         140 
In  Beauty  foremost,  at  in  Rank,  the  Queen ! 
Thus  nothing  to  iicr  Genius  was  deny'd. 
But  like  a  Ball  of  Fire,  the  farther  thrown. 
Still  with  a  greater  Blaze  she  shone. 
And  her  bright  Soul  broke  out  on  ev'ry 
side. 
What  next  she  had  design'd,  Heaven  only 

knows : 
To  such  Immod'rate  Growth  her  Conquest 

rose 
That  Fate  alone  its  Progress  cou'd  oppose. 

8 

Now  all  those  Charms,  that  blooming  Grace, 
The  well-proportion'd  Shape  and  beauteous 
Face,  150 

Shall  never  more  be  seen  by  Mortal  Eyes ; 
In  Earth  the  much-lamented  Virgin  lies ! 


«.W  «qq.  Tiete  lines  as  printed  in  1686  ran : 
A»  '".that  Day  ihe  took  from  Sacre<l  hands 
rhe  Crown  ;  'inon)r  nnin'roua  Hrrninn  was  std. 
More  yet  i.i  Ueauty,  than  in  Rank,  the  Qnecn ! ' 
Sainlsbury  wrongh  gives  'mongit  /^'monj; 

149  Ch^nns]  Charmca  ibSb. 
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Not  Wit  nor  Pfcty  cou'd  Fate  prevent : 
^*'' *,»•  "Jf  cnwlDesHny  contrat 
To  finish  all  the  Murder  at  a  blow, 
To  sweep  at  once  her  Li/e  and  Btaufy 

But,  like  a  hardn'd  Fcllon,  took  a  pride 

To  work  more  MiKhievotuly  ilow, 
And  plundered  first,  and  then  destroy'd. 
O  .lotibie  SacriledRe  on  things  Divine,     i6o 

.,  .  .1  *  ^;'.'*»V''  ""*^  '•''ace  «•>«  Shrine ! 
IJut  thus  Ormda  dv'd : 

llcav'n,  by  the  saine  Disease,  did  botli 

translate. 

As  equal  were  their  Souls,  so  equal  was  their 


But  look  aloft,  and  if  thou  ken'st  from  far. 
Among  the  PUtad's,  a  New-kindl'd  sur. 
."  •"y  »PfrUe«.  than  the  rest,  more  bright, 
I  IS  she  that  sbmes  ui  that  propitious  L^ht. 


to 


Mean  time,  her  Warlike  Brother  on  the 
Seas 

HU  waving  Streamers  to  the  Winds  dis- 
plays. 

And  vows  for  hU  Return  --th  vain  Devotion, 
pays. 

Ah,  Generous   Youth !    that   Wish   for- 
bear, 
The  Winds  too    ^n  will  waft  thee  here ! 
Slack  all  thy  Sails,  and  fear  to  come,  170 
Alas,  thou  know'st  not,  thou  art  wreck'd  ut 
home ! 

No  more  shalt   thou  behold  thy  SUtcr's 

Face, 
Thou  hast  already  had  her  last  Embrace. 


When  in  mkl-Air  the  Golden  Trump  shall 
sound. 
To  raise  th«  Nations  under  ground  ; 
When  in  tht-  Valley  of  Jtkosapkal        i8e 
The  Ji^gmg  God  shall  close  the  book  of 
Fate ; 
And  there  the  last  Assius  keep 
For  those  who  Wake  and  those  who  Sleep ; 
When  ratlmg  Bones  together  fly 
..,u     '2.''*'  ^°"'  Corners  of  the  Skie, 
When  Smews  p'rc  the  Skeletons  are  spread. 
Those  c  oath'd  with  Flesh,  and  Life  inspires 

the  Dead  ; 
The. Sacred  Poets  first  shall  heartheSound.\ 
And  formost  from  the  Tomb  shall  bound :  [ 
For  they  are  cover'd  with   the  lightest  I 
ground;  ,„) 

And  streight,  with  in-born  Vigour,  on^he 

Wing, 
Like  mounting  Larks,  to  the  New  Morninc 
sing.  " 

There  Tkou,  sweet  Saint,  before  the  Quire 

shalt  go, 
As  Harbinger  of  Heav'n.  the  Way  to  show. 
The  Way  which  thou  so  well  hast  learn'd 

below. 


UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  VISCOUNT 
OF  DUNDEE. 


Oh  Last  and  Best  of  Scots !    who  did'st 
maintain 

Thy  Country's  Freedom   from  a  Foreien 

Reign ;  ^ 

New  People  fill  the  Land,  now  thoii  art  gone, 
New  Gods  the  Temples,  and  new  Kin^  the 
ihrone. 


''S  5»"»lSaile«  1696. 

m  Airl  Aire  1OS6. 

191  Larks]  Larkr*  16S6. 


Scotland  and  Thee  did  each  in  other  live. 
Nor  wou'dst  thou  her,  nor  cou'd  she  thee 

survive. 
Farewell    who  living   didst   support    the 

State, 
And  coud'st  not  fall  but  with  thy  Country's 


■ 
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ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 


EPITAPH  ON  THE  LADY  WHITMORE. 


Fair,   Kind,  and   True,  a  Treasure  each 

alone, 
A  Wife,  a  Mistress,  and  a  Friend  in  one. 
Rest  in  this  Tomb,  rais'd  at  thy  Husband's 

cost, 
Here  sadly  summing,  what  he  had,  and 

lost. 


Epitaph  om  the  Lady  Whitmorb.     Text 
from  the  Monument  in  Twickenham  Church.         I 


Come  Virgins,  ere  in  equal  Bands  ye  join, 
Come  first  and  offer  at  her  Sacred  Shrine ; 
Pray  but  for    half    the   Vertues  of    this 

Wife, 
Compound  for   all  the   rest  with    longer 

Life; 
And  wish  your  Vows,  like  hers,  may  be  re- 

tum'd. 
So  Lov'd  when  Living,  and  when  Dead  so 

Mourn'd.  iq 


li!i 


•  i  rj 
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TO  THE 
RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

THE 

EARL  OF  ABINGDON,  &c. 

Mv  Lord,— The  Commands,  with  which  You  honour' d  me  some  Months  ago  are  now  per- 
form  d :  they  had  been  sooner  ;  hut  betwixt  ill  health,  some  business,  and  many  troubles,  I  was 
fore  d  to  de/err  them  till  this  time.  Ovid,  going  to  his  Banishment,  and  writing  from  on 
iihtpbord  to  hts  Friends,  excused  the  Faults  of  his  Poetry  by  his  Misfortu.  s ,  and  told  them 
that  good  Verses  never  flow,  but  from  a  serene  and  composed  Spirit.     Wit,  which  is  a  kind 

10  of  Mercury  wtlh  Wings  fastened  to  his  Head  and  Heels,  can  fly  but  slowly  in  a  damp  air. 
I  therefore  chose  rather  to  Obey  You  late  than  ill :  if  at  least  I  am  capable  of  writing  anything, 
at  any  time,  which  is  worthy  Your  Perusal  and  Your  Patronage.  I  cannot  say  that  I  have 
escap  d  from  a  Shipwreck  ;  but  have  only  gain'd  a  Rock  by  hard  swimming  ;  where  I  may 
Pant  a  while  and  gather  breath  :  For  the  Doctors  give  me  a  sad  assurance  that  my  Disease 
never  took  its  leave  of  any  man  but  with  a  purpose  to  return.  However,  my  Lord,  I  have 
laid  hold  on  the  Interval,  and  menag'd  the  small  Stock  which  Age  has  left  me  to  the  best 
(^vantage,  in  performing  this  inconsiderable  service  to  my  Ladies  memory.  We  who  an 
Priests  of  Apollo  have  not  the  Inspiration  when  we  please  ;  but  must  wait  until  the  God  comes 
'■Itching  on  us,  and  invades  us  with  a  fury,  which  we  are  not  able  to  resist :  which  gives  us 

20  double  strength  while  the  Fit  continues,  and  leaves  us  languishing  and  spent,  at  its  departure. 
Let  me  not  seem  to  boast ;  my  Lord  ;  for  I  have  really  felt  it  on  this  Occasion  and  prophecy' d 
beyond  my  natural  poiuer.  Let  me  add  and  hope  to  be  believ'd,  that  the  Excellency  of  the 
Subject  contributed  much  to  the  Happiness  of  the  Execution  :  And  that  the  weight  of  thirty 
Years  was  taken  off  me.  while  I  was  writing.  I  sworn  with  the  Tyde,  and  the  water  under 
me  was  buoyant.  The  Reader  will  easily  observe,  that  I  was  transported,  by  the  multitude 
and  variety  of  my  Similitudes,  which  are  generally  the  product  of  a  luxuriant  Fancy  ;  and 
the  wantonness  of  Wit.  Had  1  caWd  in  my  Judgment  to  my  assistance,  I  had  certainly 
retrench  d  many  of  them.  But  I  defend  them  not ;  let  them  pass  for  beautiful  faults  amongst 
the  better  sort  of  Critiques :  For  the  whole  Pnem,  though  written  in  that  which  they  call  Heroique 

30  Verse,  is  of  the  Ptndarique  nature,  as  well  in  tlte  Thought  as  the  Expression  ;  and,  as  such, 
requires  the  same  grains  of  allowance  for  it.  It  was  intended,  as  Your  Lordship  sees  in  tkt 
ife,not  for  an  Llegie,  but  a  Panegyrique.  A  kind  of  Apotheosis,  indeed;  tf  a  Heathen 
Word  may  be  applyed  to  a  Christian  use.  And  on  all  Occasions  of  Praise,  if  we  take  the 
Ancients  for  our  Patterns,  we  are  bound  by  Prescription  to  employ  the  nuignificenee  of  Words, 
and  the  force  of  Figures,  to  adorn  the  sublimity  of  Thoughts.  Isocrates  amongst  the  Grecian 
Urators,  and  Cicero,  and  the  younger  Pliny,  amongst  the  Romans,  have  left  us  their  Precedents 
for  our  security:  For  I  think  I  need  not  mention  the  inimitable  Pindar,  who  stretches  on  these 
yjMMWMi  out  of  sight,  and  is  carried  upward,  as  it  were,  into  another  World. 

^r.  I  F  '  "'  ,i''  *"y  h^^'  ^  **^y  ''""y  P^"^'  '*"' '/  ^  *«'"  "<"  performed  so  well  as  I  think 
uu'-  ^''  **"",'«  ^  "ly  *"'  endeavours  to  excel  mv  self.  One  Disadvantage  I  have  had, 
which  IS,  never  to  have  known,  or  seen  my  Lady  :  And  to  draw  the  Lineaments  of  her  Mind, 
from  the  Description  which  I  have  received  from  others,  is  for  a  Painter  to  set  himself  at  work 
without  the  living  Original  before  him.  Which  the  more  beautiful  it  is,  will  be  so  much  the 
rmre  difficult  for  him  to  conceive;  when  he  has  only  a  relation  given  him  of  such  and  such 
features  by  an  Acquaintance  or  a  Friend;  without  the  Nice  Touches,  which  give  the  best 
Resemblance,  and  make  the  Graces  of  the  Picture.    Every  Artist  is  apt  enough  to  flatter  kimsel] 

lo  s/aa4y']  slowly,  ttKfi. 


ELEONORA. 


1  have  had  the  same  fortune  thZhlhZt'fj"  fiis  admirable  .Innivefsaries; 
I  have  followed  his  fJstepsintheD&i  ^hi.P  '"i"^  Vt  """'  ^«"'«-  "ou'^er, 
in  the  living,  to  Copy  out  theExarM^elfthi  dadlA  "/'"* •"'"  '"  '""'  "«  ^'""^''^ 
'?  'T,  "^^  '*"  P^'"*'  The  p7tinn''  Andthou.iil''''''  '!,  """'  ■'?'"  ^  "'"'  '"'""'"^ 
///^  r*//*  into  the  Name  of  that  Illu?irinu,D  ^  '  f",  "  i"'^'^  consideration,  J  chane'd  ,« 
is  slill  the  Pattern  of  cZty!SionLAVl''"'^'  ""  PT^"  "^''''""'  ""^  Eieonora 
and  the  best  of  Frietids.         ^'  """""""'  "»''  ""mhty  ;  of  the  best  Wife,  the  best  mS 

4r^^Jn^^^^^^^^^  your  Commands,  yet  1  coJd 

of  bemg  the  best  Husband  now  uZz^sZtlrA?^   ""'  ^T  H'^'^'P  '«>'  Testimony 
given  You  by  Your  self.    Theyu'h!dJj^/Z^Jf''''f"rl''"^y/  ^"r  the  praise  of  it,  is 
their  Morals,  will  think  this  averlTri^LTr^        ^J'^"  "'  t*""'  *"'*  '«  '*«'  Practice  and  ■ 
ness  of  the  Countess  <>/  Ab  ngdo^to  W  ^  '*''•*  ''  '*'  Peculi^hapt 

so  gratefully  honour'!,  after^TiLs  tad     fZ /tt  ^^^  {'"'  "■*'^'  ^*'  «'«  living,  and 
such  a  loss;  and  ye!  fLer  whTcanUd  thSrl^an/ c'"' h"'  'l'^''  '""^'  ""  '"u'dhave  20 
exknours  0  Mourning,  a  detent  pZl^nlnL ^\<^»^ ^onstancy  beyond  the  Grave.    The 

Husbands:  and  P^rh^'p^ ttTllQZieZZ^fttJt^^^  '"""//"'"^  "/  ^"mmo^ 

and  forgot  with  ease.  But  You  have  SzuM'dvJtu  /  ^'  "'T*"^  T'*  "yP^crisie, 
and  lasting  grie  or  the  Deceased  AnJ  ZfJ^j  Yourself  from  ordinary  Lovers,  by  a  real 
Monument  Ihichis  tliat  ofVnsel  A^dlo  uZ'dT'  'V"/  l"',  ^''  ""  ^^^stVJaUe 
mal  to  the  Work  ;  and  Your  au>UroK7raiceZ\  &'  '^  1^'  "'"r^*"""'  ^^  *'« 
Pliidias,  iohen  lie  had  made  the  Statue  ol  ^rr^^rfS  >,  "^  T^/^  "*  ^  "'"■  design.  Yet,  as 
as  Author  of  the  Piece  :  sogiv1n?l^lZTo}>e"1^irh  '"T'  'V"'''""  *""«"'  A'"'"'' 
/  may  live  by  the  Goddess,  and  lra„sSLNa,^\''^^^^^  »»««  to  this  Poem, 

no  flattery  to  assure  Your  Lordshit,  ihUlu    ■  Posterity  by  the  memory  of  Hers.    'Til  to 

have  had  the  Honour  ofLco^^s'Jt^at  'i  "'""'f"^  '"  '**  present  Age,  by  all  who  ^ 
any  Company  since  the  rJ^of^tath'^sZToZV  '"'^'^  i  '^"^  ""'''  '>^^»'" 
her  Virtues;  and  even  spoken  the  saTtlZ  ofhnZt^oT:  r\''VJ''y  ^'  "'"  "'"'ll'd 

1  therefore  think  myself  oblig'd  to  tUnk  VulrlZ.},-!,  if'h  ^"^  '^"ne  in  Verse. 
havepvenme:  HowIhLeafquittednTseUoiitmt^,^  Ifr  He  Commission  which  You 
'n  sl>ile  0  any  Protestation,  which  I  Tin  enter  .i'nZ^^f  i'^' '"  ''"  Opinion  of  the  World, 
Corrupt  Judges.  For  niy  Comfort,  thZ^Jbut^fLt"  ^""*i  '^^''  "'  ^"'"inpetefit,  or 
I  /  0  ,ne  to  Day,  they  are  inconstant  ZoZl  to  TMntw^' I"^'  "W"'''  '>  "^  Think 
f  I  have  not  much  to  thank  my  FortZethail  2t  L"  '"  "f  *"'  '"  ^'"rrow.  And,  after 
Semare  so  few,  in  England,  tha^7hey  stand  lik^^F^^Hr""""'^"""'!!.'  ^'"  ^"od  of  both  40 
"o>'ih  one  of  them  has  desert' d  a  gS^CommL^l^^^^^  against  General  Rules  :  And 
taken  care,  that  I  shou'd  not  tire  mvpL  ''„^  '"f '^<""'«.  ^luxn  1  cou'd  give  her,  they  have 
Pnnses,  like  Taxes,  shouUb'apprlp^^t'ed!^^^^^^^^  -^"W;  thai 

ney  say,  my  Talent  is  Satyre  :  iUtTo'HsatrMuT'^  "'  Individual  as  the  Person. 
^rop  to  gather.  But  a  single  handisinsuMcieJtllVt^^  'u""^  """'  "  "«  "''raordinary 
r>ra^m,s  Teeth  themselves;  and  itVbuHuTZT/  '^''^  "  ^V"' ■  They  have  sown  the 
'«y  Lord,  ,cho  liave  the  CllaracVr  0  Io[Z  tZJiXs  «T  '"f  ""'^^  •"  ^'""P"""'-  ^^" 
stand  aside  unih  the  small  Remainders  oTk J n3  1.  t  '?,■">'  *"/>/"«'"  to  know  You,  may 
\f-'\^>'oldlheniadCo„.bat.T^^^^^^^^ 

=  ^Jous^  ...  disaMed  Jy  self,  I^^^'b^^cT^:! tHiJs^-;:^!^!^  5° 
'^  ^eeeas'ii,]  Deee.is'd.    ,6gi.  ' 
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/  have  undertaken  the  Charge,  and  find  the  Burden  sufficiently  reeompenc'd  by  the  Honour, 
Be  pleas' d  to  accei>t  of  these  my  Unworthy  Labours,  this  Paper  Monument;  and  let  lut 
Pious  Memory,  which  I  am  sure  is  S  icred  to  You,  not  only  plead  the  Pardon  of  my  many 
Faults,  but  gain  me  Your  Proteciiun,  which  is  ambitiously  sought  by. 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordship's 

Most  Obedient  Servant, 

John  Dryden. 


H  . 


I 
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ELEONORA : 

A  I  PANEGYRICAL  POEM. 
Dedicated  to  the  |  memory  |  of  the  |  Late  Countess  of  abingdon. 


As,  when  some  Great  and  Gracious  Monarch 

dies,  rAe 

Soft  whispers,  first,  and  mournful     /«/»•«- 

Murmurs  rise  due/ion. 

Among  the  sad  Attendants  ;  then,  the  sound 
Soon  gathers  voice,  :"  d  sj)reads  the  news 

around. 
Through  Town  and  Country,  till  the  dreadful 

blast 
Is  blown  to  distant  Colonies  at  last ; 
VVho,thenperhaps,wereofi['ringVowsinvain, 
For  his  long  life  and  for  his  happy  Reign : 
So  slowly,  by  degrees,  unwilling  Fame 
Did  Matchless  Eleonora's  fate  proclaim,  lo 
Till  publick  as  the  loss  the  news  became. 

The  Nation  felt  it.  in  th'  extremest  parts. 
With  eyes  o'reflowing  and  with  bleeding 

hearts : 
But  most  the  Poor,  whom  daily  she  snp- 

Reginning  to  be  such,  but  when     c/iaf/iy. 

she  dy'd. 
For,  while  she  liv'd,  they  slept  in  peace,  by 

night  ; 
Secure  of  bread,  as  of  returning  light. 
And,  with  such  firm  dependence  on  tlie  Day, 
That  need  grew  pamper'd  ;   and  forgot  to 

pray : 
So  sure  the  Dole,  so  ready  at  their  call,    20 
They  stood  prepar'd  to  see  the  Manna  fall. 
Such  Multitudes. she  fed,  she  cloath'd,  she 

nurst. 
That  she,  her  self,  might  fear  her  wanting 

first. 


EleonorA.    Tpxt   from   the  original   rdition, 
1692,  except  as  noted. 


Of  her  Five  Talents,  r«-her  five  she  made  ; 
fleav'n,  that  had  largely  giv'n,  was  largely 

pay'd  ; 
And,  in  few  lives,  in  wondrous  few,  we  find 
A  Fortune  better  fitted  to  the  Mind. 
Nor  did  her  Alms  from  Ostentation  fall, 
Or  proud  desire  of  Praise  ;  the  Soul  gave  all : 
Unbrib'd  it  gave  ;  or,  if  a  bribe  appear,  ,^0 
No  less  than  Heav'n;  to  heap  huge  treasures, 

there. 
Want  passed  for  Merit,  at  her  open  door ; 
Ileav'n saw, hesafely  might increasehis  Poor, 
And  trust  their  Sustenance  with  her  so  well 
As  not  to  be  at  charge  of  Miracle. 
None  cou'd  be  needy,  whom  she  saw,  or 

knew  ; 
All,  in  the  compass  of  her  Sphear,  she  drew; 
He  who  cou'd  touch  her  Garment,  was  as 

sure. 
As  the  first  Christians  of  th'  Apostles  cure. 
The  distant  heard,  by  fame,  her  pious  deeds; 
And  laid  her  up,  for  their  extremest  needs ; 
A  future  Cordial  for  a  fainting  Mind  ;  42 
For,  ,\  hat  w-as  ne're  refus'd,  all  hop'd  to  find, 
Each  in  his  turn:  The  Richmight  freely  romc, 
As  to  a  Friend ;  but  to  the  Poor,  'twas  Home. 
As  to  some  Holy  House  th'  Aftlicted  came  ;  \ 
The  Hunger-starv'd,  the  Naked,  and  the 

Lame ;  [ 

Want  and  Diseases  fled  before  her  Name. )  . 
For  zeal  like  hers,  her  Servants  were  tooi 

slow  ; 
She  was  the  first,  where  nerd   requir'd,)- 

to  go,  sol 

Her  self  the  Foundress,  and  Attendant  too,' 
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Sure  she  had  Guests  sometimes  to  enter 

XSiltlp 

^"^  Train  .*^''^"''''  ''^  ^"  ^reat  Master's 

""  knoi ;'""'"  "''^^'  ""''  ^°'  ^"eht  we 
^nce  in  a  Serj;ant;s  form  he  liv'd  below  . 
Beneath  her  Hoof,  he  might  be  pleased  to 

Or  some  benighted  Angel,  in  his  way 
Might  ease  his  Wmgs;  and  seeing  Heav'n 

appear  * 

In  its  best  work  of  Mercv  thint  !•■  ♦>,.,» 
Where  all  the  deeds  oV&Slfji  love''  60 
Were  .n  as  constant  Method,  as  above! 
All  carry'd  on  ;  all  of  a  piece  with  the  rs  •  \ 

Hy'rs"  '    ^"**  '^   '''''"'  ^^'l 

^  was7'  '''^  "°*  '"°^"'^ '  ''"'  ^^^'''d  to 

And  wisely  nianag'd.  that  the  or>i^^ 

stock  might  last ;  /r«y,„/ 

That  all  might  be  supply'd ;  and  "'"-"^f- 

she  not  grieve  fit*n/. 

^^'"Jelieve'!'''  ''^^'''''^'  '^'^  ^^  "°*   *" 
^^''''^{^^".^'"vent,  she  still  increas'd  her 

SoPW*.  or  some  Greater  king  than  ].J° 
Provided  for  the  sev'nth  Necessity  :  ' 

Taught  from  above,  his  Magazines  to  frame  • 
Tb    Famine  was  prevented  e're  it  camr 
Thus^  Heav'n,  though  All-sufficient,  shows 

In  his  Oeconomy,  and  bounds  his  gift  • 

ifl"^u°'a'''"  ^^y-  0"e  single  Light'- 
•  nd  h,s  Reflection  too  supplies  the  NiUt  • 
Perhaps  a  thousand  other  Worlds,  that  ll; 
Remo  e  from  us.  and  latent  in  the  ^kv  L 
Are  Iighten'd  by  his  Beams.  and\'^^^^^^ 
I  Of  which'  our  Earthly  Dunghil  is  the 
Now.^  as  all   Vertues    keep  the  middle 

l&ih^rV^r  *°«"«. extreme  incline. 
5ucn  was  her  Soul ;  abhorring  Avarice 
Uueous,  but,  almost  bounteous  to  a  Vice  •  i 
Had  she  giv'n  more,  it  had  Profusion  been 
And  turn'd  the  excess  of  Goodness,  into  Sin 
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ThMe  Vertues  rais'd  her  Fabrick  to  the 

For  that  which  is  next  Heav'n    9/^"" 

IS  Charity.  '  "I'miliiy. 

But,  as  high  Turrets  for  their  Ay'ry  steeo  01 

AX7t^r'i:i'''''''°"V '"  P^Portirdeep? 
As  ti  Si   "^""f'  '''J"  "P*"d  ''hoot    ^ 

x£t\  "^    "  "'*^'"'  *'^ey  ^"^e  the 

So  low  did  her  secure  Foundation  Ive. 

iX  ^^""^  "•'^  ""^  Sreat,  or^ 

Qr  wise.'beyond  what  other  Women  are. 
Or,  which  .s  better. knew;  butneverd.  r  t 

compare. 

Bu?  ,H1I  \^T'  '!.^^''"*^^  V"t"e  high'r  : 
fo^idf  *"  ■""     '  °'  "*^^'  *''°"8'''  ^he 

AsmVH  i'**"  'r^^L"S'  °'^ers'  to  abound: 
Ascnb  d  above  their  due  to  ev'ry  one 
Unjust  and  scanty  to  her  self  alone.  ' 
r'ules  °''''"  ''"''  ''^  '"'el^t   give 

Of    Speculation,    to    disputing     O/her 
Schools  ;  ^     liety. 

Hol-^fil"'  ^''"^"y  *he  Scales  fo  hold 

Thirn;    K^"""  ^^^''"^"^  °^  hot  and  cold 
That  pious  heat  may  mod'rately  prevail,  1 10 

z^al  '  ^  "°*  be  scorch'd  with 

""' P^  .^n/Sht  shorten,  not  disturb   '.er 

Heav'n  had'the  best,  if  not  the  greater 
An  Act^e  life  long  Oraisonsforhids; 
Yet  still^shepray'd,  for  still  she  pr^y.    , 

Her  ev'ry  day  was  Sabbath  ,  Only  free 
From  hours  of  Pray'r,  for  ho.  s  of  Chariu. 
Such  as  the  Jews  from  servile  toil  releas  V* 

Sh'a  "m  "^^  i  'V^y  "-^^"^  ^  P'^'  of  ^-V: 
Nich  a»  b  est  Angels  exercise  above,        ,  20 

'"Lovef       ""'  "^■'""''  ""^  ^'''°i 
Such  Sabbkths  as  that  one  she  now  eniovs  • 
Lv  n  that  perpetual  one,  which  she  employs' 
For  such  vicissitudes  in  Heav'n  there  are) 
In  Praise  alternate,  and  alternate  Pray'r. 
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1 1  'H 


ill 


All  this  she  practis'd  here ;  that  when  she 

sprung 
Amidst  the  Quires,  at  the  first  sight  she 

sung. 
Sung,  and  w.is  sung  her  self,  in  Angels  Lays  ; 
For  praising  her,  they  did  her  Maker  praise. 
All  Offices  of  Heav'n  so  well  she  knew,  130 
Before  she  came,  that  nothing  there  was 
>  new; 

I  And  she  was  so  familiarly  receiv'd. 

'  As  one  returning,  not  as  one  arriv'd. 

Muse,  down  again  precipitate  thy  flight ; 
For  hoiv  can  Mortal  Eyes  sustain 

Immortal  Light !  Of  her 

But  as  ihe  Sun  in  Water  we  can    various 
bear,  yer/ues. 

Yet  not  the  Sun,  but  his  Reflection  there. 
So  let  us  view  her  here,  in  w  Iiat  she  was, 
And  take  her  Image  in  this  watry  Glass : 
Yet  look  not  ev'ry  Lineament  to  see ;   140 
Some  will  be  cast  in  shades ;   and  some 

will  be 
So  lamely  drawn,  you  scarcely  know,  'tis 

she. 
For  where  such  various  Vertues  we  recite, 
'Tls  like  the  Milky-Way,  all  over  bright, 
I'-ut  sown  so  thick  with  Stars,  'tis  undis- 

tinguish'd  light. 
Iler  Vertue,  not  her  Vertues  let  us  call ; 
For  one  Heroick  comprehends  'em  all : 
One,  as  a  Constellation  is  but  one  ; 
Though  'tisaTrainofStars,that,  rolliiigon. 
Rise  in  their  turn, and  in  the  Zodiack  run, 
Ever  in  .Motion;  now'tis  Faith  ascends,  151  > 
Now   Hope,   now  Charity,  that   upward  I 

tends,  '  I 

And  downwards  with  diffusive  Goo<l,  de- ) 

sccnds. 
As  in  Perfumes  coinpos'd  with  Art  and 

Cost, 
Tis  hard  to  say  what  Scent  is  u]ipcrmost ; 
Nor  this  part  Musk  ir  Civet  can  we  call, 
Or  Amber,  but  a  rich  Result  of  all ; 
So,  she  was  all  a  Sweet ;  whose  ev'ry  part. 
In  due  proportion  niix'd,  proclaim'd   the 

Maker's  Art. 
No  single  Virtue  we  cou'd  most  commend. 
Whether   the   Wife,    the   .Mother,    or    the 

Friend:  161 

Foi  she  was  all.  in  that  supreme  degree, 
That,  :.i  no  one  prevail'd,  so  all  was  she. 
The  sev'ral  parts  lay  hidfkn  in  liie  Piece  ; 
Th'  Occasion  but  exerted  that,  or  this. 


A  Wife  as  tender,  and  as  true  withall, 
As  the  first  Woman  was,  before 

her  fall :  Q/**r 

Made  for  the  .Man,  of  whom  she    ^^^^f 

was  a  part ; 
Made,to  attract  his  Eyes,and  kcephis  Heart, 
A  second  Eve,  but  by  no  crime  accurst ;  170 
As  beauteous,  not  as  brittle  as  the  first. 
Had  she  been  first,  still  Paradise  had  bin. 
And  Death  had  found  no  entrance  by  her  sin. 
So  sne  not  only  had  preserv'd  from  ill 
Her  Sex  and  ours,butliv'd  their  Pattern  still 
Love  and  Obedience  to  her  Lord  she  bore. 
She  much  oliey'd  him,  but  she  lov'd  him 

more. 
Not  aw'd  to  Duty  by  sui^erior  swav  ; 
But  taught  by  his  Indulgence  to  obey. 
Thus  we  love  God  as  Author  of  our  good  ; 
So  Subjects  love  just  Kings,  or  so  tiiey 
shou'd.  181 

Nor  was  it  with  Ingratitude  return'd  ;       1 
In  equal  Fires  the  blissfr'  Couple  burn'd :  ' 
One  Joy  possess'd  'em  both,  and  in  one , 
Grier  they  mourn'd.  ) 

Ilis  Passion  still  improv'd  :  he  lov'd  so  fast 
.\s  if  he  fear'd  c;ich  day  wou'd  be  her  last. 
Too  true  a  Propiict  to  foresee  the  Fate 
That  shou'd  so  soon  divide  their  hanpv 

.State: 
When  he  to  Ileav'n  entirely  must  restore 
That  Love,  that  Heart,  whera  he  went  halves 
before.  kjo 

Vet  as  the  .Soul  is  all  in  ev'ry  part. 
So  God  and  He,  might  each  have  all  her 
Heart. 
So  had  her  Children  too ;   for  Charity 
Was  not  more  fruitful,  or  more 

kind  than  she  :  O/Zier 

Each  under  other  by  degrees  they    auljmi 

grew  ; 
A  goodly  Perspective  of  distant  view. 
Anchises  look'd  not  with  so  pleas'd  a  face 
In  numb'riiig  o'er  his  future  Roman  Race, 
And  Marshallir.g  the  Heroes  of  his  name, 
As.  in  their  Order,  next  to  light  they  cunie ; 
Nor  Cybele  with  half  so  kind  an  Five,      ::oi 
Survey'd  her  Sons  and   Daughters  of  the 

Skie. 
Proud,  shall  I  say,  of  her  immortal  Fruit, 
As  far  as  Pride  with  Ileav'nly  .Minds  inay 
suit. 
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Her  pious  love  excell'd  to  all  she  bore ; 
New  Objects  only  multiply'd  it     „ 

innn>  ntr  tart 

nil  as  the  Chosen  found   the    Educa- 
I)erly  Grain  /«««»• 

As  much  as  ev'ry  Vessel  could  contain  ; 
As  111  the  Blissful  Vbion  each  shall  share, ) 
As  much  of  Glory,  as  his  soul  can  bear ;  aio  [ 
.So  did  she  love,  and  so  dispens«  her  Care.  J 
Ilir  eldest  thus,  by  consequence,  was  best ; 
As  longer  cultivated  than  the  rest : 

.  The  IJabe  had  all  that  Infant  care  beguiles 
And  early  knew  his  Mother  in  her  smiles  :  ' 
Uiit  when  dilated  Organs  let  in  day 
To  tlie  young  Soul,  and  gave  it  room  to  plav. 
At  kis  first  aptness,  the  Maternal  Love     ' 

!  Tiiosc  Rudiments  of  Reasoi;  did  improve  : 
Tiic  tender  Age  was  pliant  to  command;  220 
Like  Wax  it  yielded  to  the  forming  hand  : 
True  to  th'  Arlifiror,  the  labour'd  Mind 
Wiih  ease  was  pious,  generous,  just  and 

kind; 
Soft  for  Impression,  from  the  first,  prepar'd. 
Till  Vertue,  with  long  exercise,  grew  hard  ; 
\Vit  1  ev  ry  Act  confirm'd  ;  and  made,  at  last 

So  durable,  as  not  to  be  effac'd. 
It  turned  to  Habit;  and,  from  Vices  free, 
I  Goodness  rcsolv'd  into  Necessity. 

Tims  fix'd  she  Virtue's  Image,  that's  her 

Till  the  whole  Mother  in  the  Children  shone; 
For  that  was  their  perfection ;  she  was  such, 
They  never  cou'd  express  her  Mind  too  much, 
so  unexhausted  her  Perfections  were   - 

I  That,  for  more  Children,  she  had  more  to 
siwre  ; 

I  Fof  Souls  unborn,  whom  her  untimely  death 
f  priv  d  of  Bodies  and  of  mortal  breath  : 
And  (ecu  d  they  take  th'  Impressions  of  her 

I       Alind) 
Enoii!?li  still  left  to  sanctifie  her  kind.     2,0 

1  Thlr*  « .°"'^"  "o»  to  see  this  Soul  extend 
ine  bounds,  and  seek  some  other 

self,  a  Friend :  Of  her 

As  swelling  Seas  to  gentle  Rivers    f/^""'' 

glide,  *^' 

lo  seek  repose,  and  empty  out  the  Tyde  ; 
So  this  full  Soul,  in  narrow  limits  pent. 
Lnable  to  contain  her,  sought  a  vent, 
10  issue  out,  and  in  some  friendly  breast 
Uischarge  her  Treasures,  and  stcurely  rest : 
J  unbosom  all  the  secrets  of  her  Heart. 
lake  good  advice,  but  better  to  impart.  249 


For  tis  the  bliss  of  Friendship's  holy  state) 
lo  mix  their  Minds,  and  to  communicate  ; 
1  hough  Bodies  cannot,  Souls  can  pene 

trate.  "^ 

Fixt  to  her  choice ;  inviolably  true ; 
And  wisely  chusing,  for  she  chose  but  few. 
home  she  must  have;  but  in  no  one  cou'd 

nnd 
A  Tally  fitted  for  so  large  a  Mind. 
1  he  bouls  of  Friends  like  Kings  in  Progress 
are ;  «•  b 

Still  in  their  own,  though  from  the  PaUace 
I         far: 

Thus  her  Friend's  Heart  her  Country  Dwell- 

ing  was, 
I  A  sweet  Retirement  to  a  courser  place :  260 
Where  Pomp  and  Ceremonies  enter'd  not ; 
\\  here  Greatness  was  shut  out,  and  Buis'ness 
well  forgot. 

This  is  th'  imperfect  draught ;  but  short! 
as  far 

As  the  true  height  and  bigness  of  a  Star 
Exceeds  the  Measures  of  th'  Astronomer.  / 
Mic  shines  above,  we  know,  but  in  what 
place, 

"°  Vare'  ^^^  ^'''°"^'  ''"'^  ""''■'"■^  l^^raSi 
By  our  w'eak  Opticks  is  but  vainly  ghest ; 
Distance  and  Altitude  conceal  the  rest.  260 
1  ho  all  these  rare  EndowmenU  of  the 
Mind 

Were  in  a  narrow  space  of  life    Reflections 
confin  d  ;  o«  the 

Tlie  Figure  was  with  full  Perfec-    iJ^T'TJ- 
tioncrown'd;  oJturUft. 

Though  not  so  large  an  Orb,  as  truly  round. 
As  when  in  glory,  through  the  publick 
place, 

The  Spoib  of  conquer'd  Nations  were  to  pass. 

And  but  one  Day  for  Triumph  was  allowed, 

I  ihe  Consul  was  constrain'd  his  Pomp  to 

crowd ;  ' 

^u^  ^^y  ^*'''  Procession  hurry'd  on, 
1  hat  all,  though  not  distinctly,  might  be 
shown :  j-_ 

So,  in  the  straiten'd  bounds  of  life  confin'd, 
.^hc  gave  but  glimpses  of  her  glorious  Mind 
And  multitudes  of  Vertues  pass'd  along, 
Each  pressing  foremost  in  the  mighty  throng : 
Ambitious  to  be  seen,  ami  then  make  room. 
For  greater  Multitudes  that  were  to  come. 
Yet  uncmploy'd  no  Minute  slipt  awav  ; 
Moments  were  precious  in  so  short  a  stay 
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The  haste  of  Heav'n  to  have  her  was  so 

great 
That  some  were  single  Acts,  though  each 

compleut ; 
But  ev'ry  Act  stood  ready  to  repeat.   290 
Her  fellow  Saints  with  busie  care,  will 
look 
For  her  blest  Name  in  Fate's  eternal  Book  ; 
And,  plcas'd  to  be  outdone,  with  joy  will 

see 
Numberless  Vertues,  endless  Charity  ; 
But  more  will  wonder  at  so  short  an  Age 
To  find  a  Blank  beyond  the  thirti'th  Page  ; 
And  with  a  pious  fear  begin  to  doubt 
The  Piece  imperfect,  and  the  rest  torn  out. 
But  'twas  her  Saviour's  time ;   and,  cou'd 

there  be  ^ .     ■ . , 

A  Copy  near  ih'  Original,  'twas    iii'ier 

she.  /Airfy 

As  precious  Gums  are  not  for    '/"'''' 

lasting  tire,  *""'• 

They  but  perfume  the  Temple,  and  expire, 
So   was  she  soon  exhal'd;  and   vanish'd 

hence ;  303 

A  short  sweet  Odour,  of  a  vast  expence. 
She    vanish'd,    we    can  scarcely   say  she 

dy'd ; 
For  but  a  Now,  did   Heav'n  and  Earth 

divide : 
She  pass'd  serenely  with  a  single  breath, 
This  moment  perfect  health,  the  next  was 

death. 
One  sigh,  did  her  eternal  Bliss    TAe  man- 
assure  ;  nerofhtr 
So  little  Penance   needs,  when   *^'"''- 

Souls  are  almost  pure.  310 

As  gentle  Dreams  our  waking  Thoughts 

pursue ; 
Or,   one   Dream   pass'd,   we   slide    into  a 

new  ; 
(So  close  they  follow,  such  wild  Order  keep, 
We  think  our  selves  awake,  and  are  asleep  :) 
So  softly  death  succeeded  life,  in  her  ; 
She  did  but  dream  of  lleav'n,  and  she  was 

there. 
No  Pains  she  sufler'd,  nor  exptr'd  with 

Noise ; 
Her  Soul  was  whisper'd  out,  with  God's  still 

Voice ; 
As  an  old  Friend  is  beckon'd  to  a  Feast, 
And  treated  like  a  long  familiar  Guest ;  330 


aQ5  Age)  Age ;  ibq ', 


He  took  her  as  he  found ;  but  found  her 

so, 
As  one  in  hourly  readiness  to  go.  Htrpn- 
Ev'n  on  that  day,  in  all  her  Trim  ^j^"'** 

prepar'd  ; 
As  early  notice  she  from  Heav'n  had  heard, 
And  some  descending  Courier,  from  above 
Had  giv'n  her  timely  warning  to  remove : 
Or  counseled  her  to  dress  the  nuptial  Room; 
For  on  that  Night  the  Bride- 
groom was  to  come.  W^J^''"' rf* 
He  kept  his  hour,  and  found    uighL""  '' 

her  where  she  lay 
Cloath'd  all  in  white,  the  Liv'ry  of  the 

Day :  330 

Scarce  had  she  sinn'd  in  thought,  or  word, 

or  act ; 
Unless  Ombsions  were  to  pass  for  fact : 
That  hardly  Death  a  Consequence  cou'd 

draw. 
To  make  her  liable  to  Nature's  Law. 
And  that  she  dy'd,  we  only  have  to  show, 
The  mortal  part  of  her  she  left  below : 
The  rest  (so  smooth,  so  suddenly  she  went) , 
Looked    like    Translation,    through    the' 

Firmament ; 
Or  like  the  fiery  Carr,  on  the  third  Errand  1 

sent.  339/ 

0  happy  Soul !  if  thou  canst  view  from 

high 
Where   thou    art  all   Intelli-    ^P«^"-oJI>' 

II  x;.  to  htr  Sou. 

gence,  all  Eye, 
If  looking  up  to  God,  or  down  to  us, 
Thou  find'st  that  any  way  be  pervious, 
Survey  the  ruines  of  thy  House,  and  see 
Thy  widow'd,  and  thy  Orphan  Family  ; 
Look  on  thy  tender  Pledges  left  behind  ; 
And,  if  thou  canst  a  vacant  Minute  find 
From  Heav'niy  Joys,  that  Interval  afford 
To   thy  sad  Children  and   thy  mourning 

Lord.  349 

See  how  they  grieve,  mistaken  in  their  love, 
And  shed  a  beam  of  Comfort  from  above ; 
Give  'em,  as  much  as  mortal  Eyes  can  bear, 
A  transient  view  of  thy  full  glories  there ; 
That  they  with  mod'rate  sorrow  may  sustain 
And  mollifie  their  Losses,  in  thy  Gain. 
Or  else  divide  the  grief,  for  such  thou  wert,j 
That  should  not  all  Relations  bear  a  part,  r 
It  were  enough  to  break  a  single  heart,    j 


.145  Courier]  Courtier  ibQi. 
tlu  original  text. 


Christit  deftndt 


ELEONORA. 


Nor  thou,  great  Saint, 


Let  this  suffice 
refuse 
This  humble  Tribute  of  no  vulgar    ^/^i^^.. 

W  ho,  not  by  Cares,  or  Wants,  or    '**  '•*'*• 
Age  deprest,  ^ 

sums  a  wild  IDeluge  with  a  dauntless  brwt: 
Aijd  dares  to  su,g  thy  Praises,  in  a  Clime 
Where  Vice  tnumohs  and  Vertue  is  a  Crime : 
Mind'*"  »«  draw  the  Picture  of  thy 
Is  Satyr  on  tlic  most  of  Humane  Kind  : 
Take  It  while  yet  'tis  Praise  ;  before  my  rage 
Lnsafely  just,  break  loose  on  this  bad  Age 


»9« 

Sn^*t-'''"l"'°i'  ^^Y  *«"  •'"'''st  no  defence 
7^^    k'V  ''"»>"''y  by  departing  hence 
He  wha  ,  and  where  thou  art :   To  w?sh 
thy  place, 

grace  ^^'  ^'«'""'P''°".  "«>«  thi^ 
Thy  Reliques  (such  thy  Works  of  Mercy  are) 
Have,  m  this  Poem,  been  my  holy  ^S      ' 

So  s^alS'^tS'?^^ '''^P^' 'hySouffikyo 
So  shall  this  Verse  preserve  thy  Memory  ;  ' 
For  thou  Shalt  make  it  live/because  - 
sings  of  thee.  •^."•usc 

FINIS. 


e. 

*yO 
•y;f 

"I 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  PURCELL. 


Mark  how  the  Lark  and  Linnet  sing, 
With  rival  Notes 
Ihey  strain  their  warbling  Throats 
To  welcome  in  the  Spring. 

Whm  Philomel  begias  her  Heav'niy  Lay. 

They  cease  their  mutual  spight. 

Drink  m  her  Musick  with  delight, 
And  list  ning  and  silent,  and  silent  and 
ijstnmg,    and    list'ning    and    silent 

2 

So  ceas'd   the  rival    Crew,  when   Purcell 
came. 

Struck  dumb,  they  all  admir'd 

Ihe  godlike  man, 
Alas,  too  soon  retir'd. 

As  He  too  late  began. 

f^  defence]  defence,  rdoi. 

Ok  the  Death  or  Mk7pu»chi  r     t„,.  r 
theoreinalof  ifinfi.     /» //-         j    .    Text  from 
'ie muUcDr  J?^,  •w'^  "*'/'''*  P''""'-<i  with 

9  nishneAatncvtrbetn  correctly  rcprinltd  ' 


We  beg  not  Hell  our  Orpheus  to  restore  ; 
Had  He  been  there. 
Their  Sovereigns  fear 
Had  sent  Him  back  before.  ,q 

The  pow  r  of  Harmony  too  well  they  knew^ 

IphX         '"'  ^""'"  ^heir'jarrbg 
And  left  no  Hell  below. 

^'%"m^5.'^""''''" '^^^' ''^  ^'°'" 
Let  down  the  Scale  of  Musick  from  the  Sky : 
i,„A    „  J"^y  ^lan^Jed  him  along,  ' 

^"^heflu5!'"*'^"«'^^'-^'^"^^<=-y 

ffr.P''^^ 'J5^".  °^  ^^^  ^y"'  ^n«J  tunefull  Voice. 
Lament  his  lott :  but  at  your  own  rejovce 
Now  live  secure,  and  linger  out  your  day? 

Lay "'  ^  "'°"'        "^  ^"''^"'^ 

Nor  kno'w  to  mend  their  Choice,        ■'° 

f^«-^nf stntif^r;  '%;^:f^%fr  j^-* 

'restore'  tAtliiuT.^,^.../'-^'".  P''"f*M*d  to 

Sai^un^fercTriue*'*''^'""''^''''-     ^ 

.'?.  HeTlTHln.'r^j;'*  ""^  '»-'^''''«  "«"  ^^ 
30  LayesJ  Z^j«  /^. 
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ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 
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THE  MONUMENT  OF  A  FAIR  MAIDEN 
WHO  dy'd  at  bath,  and  is 

All 


Bei.ow  this  Afarbic  Monument  »  laid 

All  that  Ilcav'ii  wants  of  this  Celestial  Maid. 

Preserve,  0  sacred  Tomb,  thy  Trust  con- 

si^n'd : 
The  Mold  was  made  on  pur|)ose  for  the 

Mind : 
And  she  uou'd  lose,  if  at  the  latter  Dav 
One  Atom  cou'd  be  mix'd,  of  other  clay. 
Such  were  the  Features  of  her  heavenly 

Face; 
Her  Limbs  were  form'd  with  such  harmonious 

Grace, 
So  faultless  was  the  Fiame,  as  if  the  Whole 
Had  been  an  Emanation  of  the  Soul ;  lo 
V\'hich  her  own  inward  Symmetry  reveal'd  ; 
And  like  a  Picture  shone,  in  Glass  anneal'd 
Or  like  the  Sun  ccli[w'd,  with  shaded  Light : 
Too    piercing,   else,   to    be    sustain'd    by 

Sight. 
KachTiiought  wasvisibic  that  rowl'd  within: 
A?  through  a  Crystal  Case,  the  figur'd  Hours 

arc  seen. 
And  Hcav'n  did  this  transparent  Veil  pro- 
vide. 


LADY, 

THERE    INTERR'd. 

Virgin-Saint,  she  sought  the 


white,  a 

Skies: 

For  Marriage,  tho'  it  sullies  not.  it  dies,    zo 
High  tho'  her  Wit,  yet  humbi.>  was  heri 

Mind  ; 
As  if  she  cou'd  not,  or  she  wou'd  not  find  ; 
How  much  her  Worth  transcended  all  her  i 

Kind.  ) 

Vet  she  had  learn'dsomuch  of  Heav'n  below, 
That,  when  arriv'd,  she  scarce  had  more  to 

know : 
Hut  only  to  refresh  the  former  Hint ; 
And  read  her  Maker  in  a  fairer  Print. 
So  Pious,  as  she  had  no  time  to  spare, 
For  human  Thoughts,  but  was  conlin'd  to 

Pray'r. 
Vet  in  such  Charities  she  pass'd  the  Dav,  ^o 
'Twas  wondrous  how  she  found  an  Hour  to 

Pray. 
A  Soul  so  calm,  it  knew  not  Ebbs  or  Flows, 
Which  Passion  cou'd  but  curl ;  not  di,coiii- 

I)Ose. 
A  Female  Softness,  with  a  mantv  Miml  •   » 
A  Daughter  duteous,  and  a  Sister  kind  : 


r.  \    ,     ,  ..  r^  daughter  duteous,  and  a  Sister  kind : 

uccause  she  had  no  guilty  Thought  to  hide.  |  In  Sickness  patient ;  and  in  Death  rcsign'd.J 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AMYNTAS. 


A    PASTORAL    ELEGY. 


'TwAS  on  a  Joyless  and  a  Gloomy  Morn, 
Wet  was  the  Grass,  and  hung  with  Pearls 

the  Thorn, 
When  Damon,  whodesign'd  to  pass  the  Day 
With  Hounds  and   Horns,  and  chase  the 

flying  Prey, 
Rose  early  from  his  Bed ;  but  soon  he  v 

found  I 

The  Welkin   jiitch'd  with  sullen  Clouds 

around. 
An  Eastern  Wind,  and   Dew  upon   the 

Ground. 


The  Monumemt  of  a  Fair  Maiuek  Lauv. 
Text  from  the  edition  of  17110.  Tlie  variants 
Iifrlow  are  from  tlie  lunnuincnt  in  tin;  Abbey- 
Church  at  Bath  at  reported  by  Christie. 

0  uTI  with 

18  Thou|,'ht]  thonghts 


Thus  while  he  stood,  and  sighing  did  survey 
The  Fields,  and  curs'd  th'  ill  Omens  of  tii'c 

Day, 
He  saw  Menalcas  come  with  heavy  pace;  10 
Wet  were  his  Eyes,  and  chearless  was  liis 

Face: 
He  wrung  his  Hands,  distracted  with  his  Care, 
And  sent  his  Voice  before  him  from  afar. 
Return,  he  cry'A,  return  unhappy  Swain, 
The  spungy  Clouds  are  fill'd  with  gatli'ring 

Kain : 


38  as]  that. 

2Q  w.is]  scr.mM 
Ih  6  with  gives  a  wrong  sense,  and  in  iS 
thoughts  is  fafsc  grammar.    Ik  ig  sicm'd  Buy 
be  rifiit :  at  any  rate  it  gives  better  sense. 

On  the  De.\th  of  Amyni'^^s     Text  from  the 
Miscellanies,  I7(J4. 


ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 


The  Promise  of  the  Day  not  only  croucd. 
But  ev  n  the  Spring,  the  Spring  it  seU  is 

lost. 
/fwyn/oi-Oh  I  he  cou'd  not  speak  the  rest, 
Nor  needed,  for  presa){ing  Damon  guest'd. 
Equal  with  Hetv'n  young  Daman  loved  the 

ifc»y;  ao 

The  boast  of  Nature,  both  his  Parents  Joy. 
His  eraceful  Form  revolving  in  his  Mind  ; 
So  great  a  Genius,  a:jd  a  Soul  so  kind. 
Gave  lad  assurance  that  his  Fears  were 

true; 
Too  well  the  Envv  of  the  Go«ls  he  knew : 
For  whtfn  their  Gilts  too  lavishly  are  plac'd. 
Soon  they  repent,  and  will  not  make  *'  ua 

last. 
For,  sure,  it  was  too  bountiful  a  Dole, 
The  Mother',-  Features,  and  the  Father's 

Soul. 
Then  thus  he  cry'd,  The  Morn  bespoke  the 

News,  „ 

The  Morning  did  her  chearful  Light  diffuse. 
But  see  how  suddenly  she  changed   her 

Face, 
And  brought  on  Clouds  and  Rains,  the 

Day's  disgrace : 
Just  such,  Amyntas,  was  thy   promis'd 

Race. 
What  Charms  adorn'd  thy  Youth  where 

Nature  smil'd. 
And  more  than  Man  was  giv'n  us  in  a  Child. 
His  Infancy  was  ripe :  a  Soul  sublime 
In  Years  so  tender  that  prevented  time  ; 
Heavn  gave  him   all  at   once;     then 

f-atch'd  away, 
E're  Mortals  all  his  Beauties  cou'd  survev, 
Just  like  the  Flow'r  thet  buds  and  withers 

in  a  day.  ^, 


m 


He  griev'd  his  fatal  Work  had  been  ordain'd. 

But  promis  d  length  of  Life  to  those  who 

yet  rcmain'd.  -^ 

The  Mother's  and  her  Eldest  Daughters 

It  »  ...k,  had  brib'd  him  to  prolong  their 

space.  ^ 

The  Father  bore  it  with  undaunted  Soul, 
Like  one  who  durst  his  Destiny  controul : 
Yet  with  becoming  Grief  he  bore  his  part, 
Kesign  d  his  Son,  but  not  resign'd  his  Heart. 
Patient  as  /oA  ;  and  may  hclive  to  see, 
Like  him,  a  new  increasing  Family  I 

DAMON. 

Such  ismy  Wish.andsuch  myfrophesie. 
For  yet,  my  Friend,  the  Beauteous  Mold 
remains,  ^ 

Long  may  she  exercise  her  fruitful  Pains : 
But,  ah  !  with  better  hap,  and  bring  a  Race 
Wore  lasting,  and  endu'd  with  equal  Grace- 
tqual  she  may,  but  farther  none  can  co : 
For  he  was  all  that  was  exact  below. 


MENALCAS. 

The  Mother Lovely.tho'withGricfopprest, 
Redm  d  his  dying  Head  upon  her  Breast, 
rhe  mournful  Family  stood  all  around  ; 
OneOroan  was  heard,  one  UniversalSound: 
All  were  in  Floods  of  Tears  and  endless 

porrow  drown'd. 
So  dire  a  Sadness  sate  on  ev'ry  Look, 
tvn  Death  repented  he  had  giv'n 


Stroke. 


giv'n  the 


MKNALCAS. 

Z)owtt».,beholdyon  breaking  Purple  Cloud; 
Hear  St  thou  not  Hymns  and  Songs  Divinely 

There  mounts  ^wyw/flj  ;  the  young  Cherubs 
play 

About  tlieir  Godlike  Mate,  and  Sing  him  on 

his  way. 
He    cleaves   the    liquid    Air,    behold,    he 

Flies,  -Q 

And  every  Moment  gains  upon  the  Skies  ; 
1  he  new  come  Guest  admires  th'  iEtherial 

Sute, 
The  5apAyr  Portal,  and  the  Golden  Gate  ; 
And  now  admitted  in  the  shining  Throng, 
He  shows  the  Passport  which  he  brought 

along. 
H's  Passport  is  his  Innocence  and  Grace, 
Well  known  to  all  the  Natives  of  the  Place. 
Now  Sing,  yee  joyful  Angels,  and  admire 
Your  Brother  s  Voice  that  comes  to  mend 

your  Quire : 
Sing  you,  while  endless  Tears  our  Eyes 

bestow ;  'g^ 

For  like  Amyntas  none  is  left  below. 


%«MMai 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  VERY  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN. 


IIk  who  couM  view  the  Uook  of  Destiny, 
And  read  whatever  there  was  writ  of  tnec, 

0  Charminfi  Youth,  in  the  first  o{)'nint;  Pnt;e, 
So  many  Graces  in  so  ^recn  an  A|;e, 

Such  Wit,  such  Modesty,  sucli  strength  of 

Mind, 
A  Soul  at  onco  so  manly  and  :  ;  kind, 
VVou'd  wonder,  when  he  turned  the  Volume 

o're. 
And  after  some  few  Leaves  shou'd  find  no 

more. 
Nought  but  a  blank  remain,  a  dead  void 

space, 
A  step  of  Life  that  promised  such  a  Race.  lo 
We  must  not,  dare  not  tiiink,  that  Heav'n 

began 
A  Child,  and  cou'd  not  finish  him  a  Man : 
Reflecting  what  a  mighty  Store  was  laid 
Of  rich  Materials,  and  a  Model  made : 
The  Cost  already  furnished  ;  so  bestow'd. 
As  more  was  never  to  one  Soul  ailow'd  : 
Yet  after  this  profusion  spent  in  vain. 
Nothing  but  mould'ring  Ashes  to  remam, 

1  guess  not,  lest  I  split  upon  the  Shelf, 
Yet,  durst  I  guess,  Heav'n  kept  it  for  him- 
self ;  20 

And  giving  us  tlie  use,  did  soon  recal, 
E're  we  cou'd  s[)are,  the  mighty  I  rincinal. 
Thus  then  he  disappcar'd,  was  rarifv  d. 
For  'tis  improper  S|)eech  to  say  he  dy  d  : 
He  was  cxhai'd  :   Ills  great  Creator  drew 
His  Spirit,  as  the  Sun  the  Morning  Dew. 
*Tis  Sm  pro<!uces  Death  ;  and  he  np'' 
But  the  Taint  Adam  left  on  ev'ry  E 


I  He  added  not.  he  was  10  pure,  so  good, 
I  'Twas  but  th'  Original  forfeit  of  his  Blood ; 
And  that  so  little,  that  the  River  ran  31 
More  dear  than  the  corrupted  Fount  began. 
Nothing  remained  of  the  lirst  mudd^  Clay, 
'"he  length  oi  Course  had  wash'd  it  in  the 

way: 
So  deep,  and  yet  so  clear,  we  might  behold 
The  Gravel  bottom,  and  that  bottom  Cold. 
As  such  we  lov'd,  admir'd,  almost  ador'd, 
Gave  all  the  Tribute  Mortals  could  afford. 
Perhaps  we  gave  so  much,  the  Pow'rs  above 
Grew  angry  at  our  superstitious  Love :  40 
For  when  we  morethan  Human  Homage  pay, 
The  charming  Cause  is  justly  snatched  away. 
Thus  was  the  Crime  not  hu,  but  ours\ 

alone ;  [ 

And  vet  we  murmur  that  he  went  so  soon,r 

Though  M  iraclesareshortand  rarelyshown. ) 

Hear  then,  yee  mournful  ParenU,  and 

divide 
That  Love  in  manv  which  in  one  was  ty'd. 
That  individual  Blessing  is  no  more, 
But  multiplv'd  in  your  remaining  store. 
The  Flames  dispersed,  but  does  not  all 

expire :  50 

The  Sparkles  blaze,  though  not  the  Globe  of 

Fire. 
Love  him  by  Parts  in  all  your  num'rous 

Race, 
And  from  those  Parts  form  one  collected 

Grace ; 
Then,  when  you  have  refin'd  to  that  degrtt, 
■igine  all  in  one,  and  think  that  one  is  He. 


UPON  YOUNG  MR.  ROGERS 

OF    GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

Op  gentle  Blood,  his  Parents  only  Treasure,  i  More  mod'rate  Gifts  might  have  prolong'd 
Their  lasting  Sorrow  and  their  vanish'd  I         his  Date, 

Pleasure,  |  Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  State : 

Adom'd  with  Features,  Virtues,  Wit,  and    But,  knowing  Heav'n  his  Home,  to  shun 


Grace, 
A  large  Provision  for  so  short  a  Race  : 


On  thb  Death  of  a  very  Young  Gentle- 
man.   Text  from  the  V<>«(/AiMMf,  1704. 


Delay 

He  leap'd  o'er  Age,  and  took  the  shortest  Way. 

Upos  Youno  Mr.  Rogers.    Text  from  the 
MitctUamits,  1704. 


ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 


»95 


ON  MRS.  MARGARET  PASTON, 

or   BARNINCMAM,    IN    NORroLK. 


So  fair,  lo  young,  lo  innocent,  m  iwcet, 
So  ripe  a  Judgment,  and  m  nn  «  Wit, 
Require  at  least  an  Age  in  one  to  meet.; 

Inherthey met;  butloiiK they couldnotitay, 
Uas  Gold  too  fine  to  fix  without  Allay. 


Ileavns  Image  wuh  in  her  m>  well  ex- 

preit. 
Her  very  tight  upbraided  all  the  rc»t ; 
Too  justly  ravishM  from  an  Ape  like  thU, 
Now  the  a  gone,  the  World  is  of  a  Piece. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  NEPHEW 

IM    CATWORTH    CHURCH,    HUVTINCDONSHIRE. 

Stay,  Stranger,  stay,  and  drop  one  Tear  : 
She  allways  weep*  that  layd  hun  here ; 
And  will  do  till  her  Race  is  run  : 
HU  Father's  fifth,  her  only  Son. 


SONGS,    ODES,    AND    LYRICAL    PIECES. 

THE  TEARS  OF  AMYNTA  FOR  THE  DEATH  OF  D.\MON 


SONG. 


On  a  Bank,  beside  a  Willow, 

Hcav'n  her  Cov'ring,  Earth  her  Pillow, 

.Sad  Amynta  sigh'd  alone  ; 

From  the  ci.  ^rless  dawn  of  Morning 

1  ill  the  I)cws  ot  Night  returning, 

oinginj,'  thus  she  made  her  monc : 

Hope  is  banish'd, 

Joys  are  vanbh'd, 
Damm,  my  belov'd,  is  gone  ! 


Time,  I  dare  thee  to  discover 
Sucu  a  Youth,  and  such  a  Lover  ; 
Oh,  so  true,  so  kind  was  he  ! 
Damon  was  the  pride  o.'  Nature, 
tharmmg  in  his  every  Feature  ; 


Damon  liv'd  alone  'or  me : 
Melting  Kisses, 
Murmuring  Blisses ; 

Who  so  liv'd  and  lov'd  as  we  ! 


Never  shall  we  curse  the  Morning, 
Never  bless  the  Night  returning. 
Sweet  Embraces  to  restore : 
Never  shall  we  both  ly  dying. 
Nature  failing,  love  supplying 
All  the  Joys  he  drain'd  before. 

Death  come  end  me 

To  befriend  me ; 
Love  and  Danion  are  no  more. 


CAiJi:?.r"i  '"'"'"••  "■'"  '"•" 


Epitaph  on  a  Nephew. 
from  the  Monumi-nt. 
.The  Teaks  of    Amynta. 
MtsetUany  Potms^  1684. 


Text  as  reported 
'lest   from    the 
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SONG. 


SYlvia  the  fair,  in  the  bloom  of  Fifteen 
Felt  an  innocent  warmth,  as  she  lay  on  the 
I    i  {;reen  ; 

She  had  heard  of  a  pleasure,  and  something 

she  guest 
By  the  towzing  and  tumbling  and  touching 

her  Breast : 
She  saw  the  men  eager,  but  was  at  a  loss, 
What  they  meant  by  their  sighing  and  kissing 
so  close  ; 
By  their  praying  and  whining. 
And  clasping  and  twining. 
And  panting  and  wishing. 
And  sighing  and  kissing, 
And  sighing  and  kissing  s 

II. 

Ah  she  cry'd,  ah  for  a  languishnV  '''aid 
In  a  Country  of  Christians  to  die  without 

aid! 
Not  a  Whig,  or  a  Tory,  or  Trimmer  at 

least. 
Or  a  Protestont  Parson  or  Catholick  Priest, 


To  instruct  a  y^ung  Virgin  that  is  at  a  loss 
What  they  meant  by  their  sighing  and 
kissing  so  close ; 

By  their  praying  and  whining. 

And  clasping  and  twining, 

And  panting  and  wishing, 

And  sighing  and  kissing. 

And  sighing  and  kissing  so  close. 

III. 
Cupid  in  Shape  of  a  Swayn  did  appear. 
He  saw  the  sad  wound,8nd  in  pitydrewnear, 
Then  show'd  her  his  Arrow,  and  bid  her  not 

fear. 
For  the  pain  was  no  more  than  a  Maiden  may 

bear ; 
When  the  balm  was  infus'd,  she  was  not  at 

a  loss 
What  they  meant  by   their  sighing  and 
kissing  so  close  ; 
By  their  praying  and  whining, 
And  clasping  and  twining, 
And  panting  and  wishing. 
And  sighing  and  kissing, 
And  sighing  and  kissing  so  close. 


A  SONG  FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

NOVEMBER    22,    1687. 


From  Harmony,  from  heav'nly  Harmony 
This  universal  Frame  began  ; 
When  Nature  underneath  a  heap 

Of  jarring  Atomcs  lay, 
And  cou'd  not  heave  her  Head, 

The  tuneful  Voice  was  heard  from  high. 
Arise,  ye  more  than  dead. 

Then  cold  and  hot  and  moist  and  dry 
In  order  to  their  Stations  leap. 
And  MUSICK'S  pow'r  obey. 

From  Harmony,  from  heavenly  Harmony 
This  universal  Frame  began  : 
From  Harmony  to  Harmony 

Through  all  the  Compass  of  the  Notes  it  ran. 

The  Diapason  closing  full  in  Man 

Song.   Text  from  the  MUctUmHi  n*mt,  1685. 


3 
cannot 


MUSICK  raise  and 


What  Passion 
quell  ? 
When  Juhal  struck  the  corded  Shell, 
His  listening  Brethren  stood  around. 
And,  wond'ring,  on  their  Faces  fell 
To  worship  that  Celestial  Sound : 
Less  than  a  God  they  thought  there  could 
not  dwell 
Within  the  hollow  of  that  Shell, 
Tliat  spoke  so  sweetly,  and  so  well. 
What  Passion  cannot  MVSICK  raise  and 
quell  ? 


SoNO  FOR  St.  Cecilia's  Day. 
the  original  of  1687. 
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The  TRUMPETS  loud  Clangor 

Excites  us  to  Arms 
With  shrill  Notes  of  Anger 

And  mortal  Alarms. 
The  double  double  double  beat 

Of  the  thund'ring  DRUM 

Cryes,  heark  the  Foes  come ; 
Charge,  Charge,  'tis  too  late  to  retreat. 


The  soft  complaining  FLUTE 
In  dying  Notes  discovers 
The  Woes  of  hopeless  Lovers, 
UTiose  Dirge  is  whisper'd  by  the  warbling 
LUTE.  ^ 

5 

Sharp  VIOLINS  proclaim 
Their  jealous  Pangs  and  Desperation, 
Fury,  frantick  Indignation, 
Depth  of  Pains  and  Height  of  Passion, 

For  the  fair,  disdainful  Dame. 


But  oh!  what  Art  can  teach 
What  human  Voice  can  reach 


The  sacred  ORGANS  Praise  ? 
Notes  inspiring  holy  Love, 
Notes  that  wing  tbfii  !eta?>nly  Ways 
To  mend    hi  Clioirci  abov,', 


Orpheus  cou'd  Iei>.  the  savage  ra.e. 
And  Trees  unrootec  lett  tiiti;  Place, 

Sequacious  of  the  Lyre ; 
But  bright  CECILIA  rais'd  the  Wonder 

high'r : 
When    to   her   Organ  vocal    Breath    was 

given. 
An  Angel  heard,  and  straight  appear'd 
Mistaking  Earth  for  IIeav*n. 

Grand  chorus. 
As  from  the  Pow'r  of  Sacred  Lays 

The  Spheres  began  to  move, 
And  sung  the  great  Creator's  Praise 

To  ail  the  bless' d  above  ; 
So,  when  the  last  and  dreadful  Hour 
This  crumbling  Pageant  shall  devour. 
The  TRUMPET  shall  be  heard  on  high. 
The  dead  shall  live,  the  living  die. 
And  MVSICK  shall  untune  the  Sky. 


THE  LADY'S  SONG. 


A  QUIRE  of  bright  Beauties  in  Spring  did 

appear, 
To  chuse  a  A/ay-lady  to  govern  the  Year ; 
Ml  the  Nymphs  were  in  White,  and  the 

Shephierds  in  Green, 
The  Garland  was  giv'n,  and  Phillis  was 

Queen ; 

But  Phillis   refus'd    it,  and   sighing   did 

say, 
I'll  not  wear  a  Garland  while  Pan  is  away. 

II 

WhilePflM.and  fair  Syrinx,  are  fled  from  our 

Shore, 
Tlie  Graces  are  banish'd,  and  Love  is  no 

more: 


,    The  Lvov's  Soko.    Text  from  the  Misetltany 
mms,  1704.  •' 


The  soft  God  of  Pleasure  that  warm'd  our 

Desires 
Has  broken  his  Bow,  and  extinguished  his 

Fires, 
And  vows  that  himself,  and  his  Mother,  will 

mourn. 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx  in  Triumph  return. 

HI 

Forbear  your  Addresses,  and  Court  us  no 

more, 
For  we  will  jjerform  what  the  Deity  swore : 
But,  if  you  dare  think  of  deserving  our 

Charms, 
Away  with  your  Shecphooks,  and  take  to 

your  Arms ; 
Then  Lawrels  and  Myrtles  your  Brows  shall 

adorn, 
When  Pan,  and  his  Son,  and  fair  Syrinx , 

return. 
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A  SONG  TO  A  FAIR   YOUNG   LADY 

GOING    OUT    OF    TOWN    IN    THE    SPRING. 


Ask  not  the  Cause,  why  sullen  Spring 
So  long  delays  her  flow'rs  to  bear  ; 

Why  warbling'Birds  forget  to  sing, 
And  Winter  Storms  invert  the  Year  .' 

Chloris  is  gone  ;  and  Fate  provides 

To  make  it  Spring,  where  she  resides. 

2 
Chloris  is  gone,  the  Cruel  Fair  ; 

She  cast  not  back  a  pitying  Eye : 
But  left  her  Lover  in  Despair, 

To  sigh,  to  languish,  and  to  die : 
Ah,  how  can  those  fair  Eyes  endure 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure  ! 


Great  God  of  Love,  why  hast  thou  made 
A  Face  that  can  all  Hearts  command, 

That  all  Religions  can  invade, 
And  change  the  Laws  of  ev'ry  Land  ? 

Where  thou  hadst  plac'd  such  Pow'r  before, 

Thou  shou'dst  have  made  her  Mercy  more. 

4 
When  Chloris  to  the  Temple  comes. 

Adoring  Crowds  before  her  Fall ; 
She  can  restore  the  Dead  from  Tombs, 

And  every  Life  but  mine  recall. 
I  only  am  by  Love  design'd 
To  be  the  Victim  for  Mankind. 


ALEXANDER'S   FEAST;  | 
OR,  THE  I  POWER  OF  MUSIQUE.  | 

AN    ODE   I   IN    HONOUR    OF  |  ST.    CECILIa's    DAY:     1697. 


'Twas  at  the  Royal  Feast,  for  Persia  won. 
By  Philip's  Warlike  Son  : 
Aloft  in  awful  State 
The  God-like  Heroe  sate 
On  his  Imperial  Throne  ; 
His  valiant  Peers  were  plac'd  around  ; 
Their  Brows  with  Roses  and  with  Myrtles 
bound. 
(So  should  Desert  in  Arms  be  Crown'd  :) 
The  lovely  Thais  by  his  side, 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eastern  Bride  10 

In  Flow'r  of  Youth  and  Beauty's  Pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  Pair ! 
None  but  the  Brave, 
None  but  the  Brave, 
None  but  the  Brave  deserves  the  Fair. 

CHORUS. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  Pair  ! 
None  but  the  Brave, 
None  but  the  Brave, 
None  but  the  Brave  deserves  the  Fair. 


20 


II 
Timotheus  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  Quire, 
With  flying  Fingers  touch'd  the  Lyre: 
The  trembling  Notes  ascend  the  Sky, 
And  Heav'niy  Joys  inspire. 
The  Song  began  from  Jove ; 
Who  left  his  blissful  Seats  above, 
(Such  is  the  Pow'r  of  mighty  Love.) 
A  Dragon's  fiery  Form  bely*d  the  God : 
Sublime  on  Radiant  Spires  He  rode. 
When  He  to  fair  Olympia  press'd  :    30 
And  while  He  sought  her  snowy  Breast : 
Then,  round  her  slender  Waist  he  curl'd, 
And  stamp'd  an  Image  of  himself,  a  Sov'- 
raign  of  the  World. 
The   list'ning   crowd    admire   the   lofty 

Sound, 
A  present  Deity,  they  shout  around : 
A  present  Deity,  the  vaulted  Roofs  re- 
bound. 


A  SoNQ  TO  A  Fair  Young  Ladv. 
the  Misetthny  Poems,  1704. 


•r     .  r         I      Ai.EXANMJER'S  FeAST.     Text  from  the  edition 
Teit  froin    of  170a. 

I     i9  Spires]  Scott  wrongh  gives  Spherei 


AN  ODE  ON  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY. 
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With  ravish'd  Ears 
The  Monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  God, 
Affects  to  nod, 
And  seems  to  shake  the  Spheres. 

CIIORt'S. 

Wilh  ravish'd  Ears 
The  Monarch  hears. 
Assumes  the  God, 
Affects  to  nod. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  Spheres, 

III. 
The   Praise   of   Bacchus   then    the   sweet 
Musician  sung. 
Of  Bacchus  ever  Fair,  and  ever  Young : 
The  joHv  God  in  Triumph  comes  ; 
Sound  the  Tnimpets ;  bJeat  the  Drums ; 
Flush'd  with  a  purple  Grace  51 

He  shows  his  honest  Face  : 
Now  give  the  Hautboys  breath  ;  He  comes, 
He  comes. 
Bacchus  ever  Fair  and  Young 

Drinking  Joys  did  firt  ordain  ; 
Bacchus  Blessings  are  a  Treasure ; 
Drinking  is  the  Soldiers  Pleasure  ; 
Rich  the  Treasure ; 
Sweet  the  Pleasure ; 
Sweet  is  Pleasure  after  Pain.  60 

CHORUS. 

Barchus  Blessings  are  a  Treasure, 
Drinking  is  the  Soldier's  Pleasure  ; 
Rich  the  Treasure, 
Sweet  the  Pleasure, 
Sweet  is  Pleasure  after  Pain. 

IV. 

Sooth'd  with  the  Sound  the  King  grew 
vain  ; 
Fought  all  his  Battails  o'er  again  ; 
And  thrice  He  routed  all  his  Foes,  and  thrice 
he  slew  the  slain. 
The  Master  saw  the  Madness  rise. 
His  glowing  Cheeks,  his  ardent  Eyes  ;    70 
And  while  He  Heav'n  and  Earth  defy'd, 
Chang'd  his  Hand,  and  check'd  his  Pride, 
lie  chose  a  Mournful  Muse, 
Soft  Pity  to  infuse  : 
He  sung  Darius  Great  and  Good, 

By  too  severe  a  Fate, 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen. 

Fallen  from  his  high  Estate, 
And  weltring  in  his  Blood : 


Deserted  at  his  utmost  Need  80 

By  those  his  former  Bounty  fed  ; 
On  the  bare  Earth  expos'd  He  lies. 
With  not  a  Friend  to  close  his  Eyes. 
With  down-cast  Looks  the  joyless  Victor 
sate, 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  Soul 

The  various  Turns  of  Chance  below; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  Sigh  he  stole. 
And  Tears  liegan  to  flow. 

CHORUS. 

Revolving  in  his  alter'd  Soul 

The  various  Turns  of  Chance  below  ; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  Sigh  he  stole,     91 

And  Tears  began  to  flow. 

V. 

The  Mighty  Master  smil'd  to  see 
That  Love  was  in  the  next  Degree ; 
*Twas  but  a  Kindred-Sound  to  move. 
For  Pity  melts  the  Mind  to  Love. 
Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  Measures, 
Soon  he  sooth'd  his  Soul  to  Pleasures. 
War,  he  sung,  is  Toil  and  Trouble  ;  ^, 

Honour  but  an  empty  Bubble.  100 

Never  ending,  still' beginning,  •' 

Fighting  still,  p--^  --till  destroying, 

If  the  Wor'.  th  thy  Winning,  f 

Think,  0  thlnl  •  h  Enjoying.  ^* 

Lovely  Thau    ,        iide  thee,  •' 

Take  the  Goou  the  Gods  provide  thee. 
The    Many    rend    the    Skies,    with    loud 

applause ; 
So  Love  was  Crown'd,  but  Musique  won  the 
Cause. 
The  Prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  Pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  Fair  no 

Who  caus'd  his  Care, 
And  sigh'd  and  look'd,  sigh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again  : 
At  length,  with  Love  and  Wine  at  once 

oppress'd,  «MMj 

The  vanquish'd  Victor  sunk  ufion  her  Breast 

CHORUS. 

The  Prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  Pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  fair 
Who  caus'd  his  Care, 
And  sigh'd  and  look'd,  sigh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again  ;    1 20 
At   length,   with   Love  and   Wine  at  once 

oppress'd, 
The  vanquish'd  Victor  sunk  upon  her  Breut. 
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VI. 


130 


Now  strike  the  Golden  Lyre  again  ; 
A  lowder  yet,  and  yet  a  I'owder  Strain. 
Breaic  his  Bands  of  Sleep  asunder, 
And  rouzc  him,  like  a  rattling  Peal  of 
Thunder. 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  Sound 
Has  rais'd  up  his  Head  ; 
As  awak'd  from  the  Dead, 
And  amaz'd,  he  stares  around. 
Revenge,  revenge,  Timotheus  cries, 
See  the  Furies  arise  ! 
See  the  Snakes  that  they  rear. 
How  they  hiss  in  their  Hair, 
And  the  Sparkles  that  flash  from  their 
Eyes! 
Behold  a  ghastly  Band, 
Each  a  Torch  in  his  Hand  ! 
Those  are  Grecian  Ghosts,  that  in  Battail 
were  slain, 
And  unbury'd  remain 
Iiiglorious  on  the  Plain : 
Give  the  Vengeance  due 
To  the  Valiant  Crew. 
Behold  how  they  toss  their  Torches  on  high, 
How  they  point  to  the  Persian  Abodes, 
And  glitt'ring  Temples  of  their  Hostile  Gods. 
The  Princes  applaud  with  a  furious  Joy  ; 
And  the  King  seized  a  Flaml>eau  with  &al 
to  destroy ; 
Thais  led  the  Way, 
To  light  him  to  his  Prey, 
And,  like  another  Hellen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 

CHORUS. 

And  the  King  seized  a  Flambeau  with  Zeal  to 
destroy ;  151 


140 


Thais  Ud  the  Way, 
To  light  him  to  his  Prey, 
And,  like  another  Hellen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 

VII. 
Thus  long  ago, 
'Ere  heaving  Bellows  leam'd  to  blow, 
While  Organs  yet  were  mute, 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  Flute 
And  sounding  Lyre, 
Cou'd  swell  the  Soul  to  rage,  or  kindle  soft 
Desire.  160 

At  last  Divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventress  of  the  Vocal  Frame ; 
The  sweet   Enthusiast,  from   her    Sacred 
Store, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  Bounds, 
And  added  Length  to  solemn  Sounds, 
With  Nature's  Mother-Wit,  and  Arts  un- 
known before. 
I^t  old  Timotheus  yield  the  Prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  Crown  : 
He  rais'd     Mortal  to  the  Skies ; 
She  drew  an  Angel  down.  17c 

GRAND  CHORUS. 
At  last  Divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventress  of  the  Votal  Frame ; 
The  sweet  Enthusiast,  from  her  Saered  Store, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  Bounds, 
And  added  Length  'a  solemn  Sounds, 
With  Nature's  Motlier-Wit,  and  Arts  un- 
hnottm  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  Prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  Crown  : 
He  rais'd  a  Mortal  to  the  Skies  ; 
She  drew  an  Angel  down.  180 


A  SONG. 


Go  tell  Amynta,  gentle  Swain, 
I  wou'd  not  die,  nor  dare  complain, 
Thy  tuneful  Voice  with  numbers  joyn, 
Thy  words  will  more  prevail  than  mine. 
To  Souls  oppress'd,  and  dumb  with  grief, 
The  Gods  ordain  this  kind  releif ; 
Tliat  Musick  shou'd  in  sounds  convey 
What  dying  Lovers  dare  not  say. 

A  SOKG.   Tpxt  from  ihsMiseellaHy  Amw,  1685. 


A  Sigh  or  Tear  perhaps  she'll  give, 
But  love  on  pitty  cannot  live. 
Tell  her  that  Hearts  for  Hearts  were  made, 
And  love  with  love  is  only  paid. 
Tell  her  my  pains  so  fast  encrease, 
That  soon  they  will  be  past  redress  ; 
But  ah  !  the  Wretch,  that  speechless  lyes, 
Attends  but  Death  to  cl<Be  his  Eyes. 

Christie  wrongly  assigned  the  fint  edition  to  i  ;k)i. 


SONGS,  ODES,  AND  LYRICAL  PIECES. 


201 


RONDELAY. 


Chloe  found  Amyntas  lying. 
All  in  Tears,  upon  the  Plain, 

Sighing  to  himself,  and  crying. 
Wretched  I,  to  love  in  vain  ! 

Kiss  me,  Dear,  before  my  dying  ; 
Kiss  me  once,  and  ease  my  pain. 

2 

Sigliing  to  himself,  and  crying, 
\\  retched  I,  to  love  in  vain  ! 

Ever  scorning,  and  denying 
To  reward  your  faithful  Swain 

Kiss  me.  Dear,  before  my  dying  ; 
Kiss  me  once,  and  ease  my  pain  ! 


tv^r  scorning,  and  denying 
To  reward  your  faithful  Swain. 

^"(f^'jauglung  at  his  crying, 
Told  him,  that  he  lov'd  in  vain : 

Kiss  me,  dear,  before  my  dying  ; 
Kiss  me  once,  and  ease  my  pain  ! 

4 
^'^l'?';, laughing  at  his  crying. 

Told  him  that  he  lov'd  in  vain  : 
iJut  repenting,  and  compiving, 

When  he  kiss'd  she  kfsi'd  again : 
Kiss  d  him  up,  before  his  dying  ; 

Kiss  d  h.m  up,  and  eas'd  his  pain. 


THE  FAIR   STRANGER 


A    SONG. 


Happv  and  free,  securely  blest, 
Xo  Beauty  could  disturb  my  Rest  • 
My  am'roiis  Heart  was  in  Despair, ' 
To  find  a  new  victorious  Fair : 

2 

Till  you,  descending  on  our  Plains, 
vVith  foreign  Force  renew  my  Chains  ; 
Where  now  you  rule  without  Controul, 
Ihe  mighty  Sov'reign  of  mv  Soul 


3 
Vour  Smiles  have  more  of  conqu'ring  Charm 
Than  all  your  Native  Countr/s  Arms  : 
Jlieir  Troops  we  can  expel  with  Ease, 
Who  vanquish  only  when  we  please. 

4 
But  in  your  Eyes,  oh,  there's  the  Spell  • 
Who  can  see  them,  and  not  rebel  ? 

V^f^Jl^f      -i"  ^^^^'^'^^  ^y  your  Stay, 
*  et  kill  us  if  you  go  away . 


A  SONG. 


Fair,  sweet  and  young,  receive  a  prize 
Kcserv  d  for  your  Victorious  Eyes : 
*rom  Crowds,  whom  at  vour  Feet  you  see. 
y  pity,  and  distinguish  me  ; 
As  I  from  thousand  Beauties  more 
Distinguish  you,  and  only  you  adore. 

II 
Your  Face  for  Conquest  was  design'd, 
Uur  ev  rv  Motion  charms  my  Mind  ; 
Angels,  when  you  your  Silence  break, 
I'orget  their  Hymiis  to  hear  you  speak  ; 

RONDELAY. 

"193. 


Text  rrom  the  MisetUany  B>*ms, 


Arf  LTt?  ""^  °""  '''^y  ^"^^  and  view, 
you  '"°""*'  ''"'^  '°"8  '°  5^ay  W'th 

III 

No  Graces  can  your  Form  improve. 
But  all  are  lost,  unless  you  love  ; 

Vour  Veil  and  Beauty  are  in  vain, 
in  pity  then  prevent  my  Fate, 
For  aftt.  dying  all  Reprieves  too  late. 


The  Fair  Stranger. 

Miscellany,  1101.  

^^  Song.     Text  from  ihe  Miscellany  I^ms, 


Text  from  A  I^em 


■nni 
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A   SONG. 


High  State  and  Honours  to  others  itii|)art, 

But  give  me  your  Heart : 
That  Treasure,  that  Treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
So  gentle  a  Love,  so  fervent  a  Fire, 

Sly  Soul  docs  inspire. 
That  Treasure,  that  Treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 

Your  Love  lei  me  crave, 
Give  me  in  Possessing  lo 


So  matchless  a  Blessing  ; 

That  Empire  is  all  I  wou'd  have. 

Love's  my  Petition, 
All  my  Ambition  ; 
It  e'er  you  discover 
So  faithful  a  Lover, 
So  real  a  Flame, 
I'll  die,  I'll  die, 
So  give  up  my  Game. 


THE  SECULAR  MASQUE. 


Enter  Jan'js. 
Janus.  ChroHos,  Chronos,  mend  thy  Pace  : 
An  hundred  Times  the  rowiing  Sun 
Around  the  Kadiuni:  Belt  has  run 

In  his  revolving  Race. 
Behold,  behold,  tiie  Goal  in  sight ; 
Spread  thy  Fans,  and  wing  thy  lli};lit. 

Enter  Chronos,  idlh  a  Scythe  in  his  Hand 
and  a  great  Globe  on  his  Back,  which  he 
sets  down  at  his  entrance. 
Chronos.  Weary,  weary  of  my  weight, 
Let  me,  let  me  drop  my  Freight, 
And  leave  the  World  behind. 
I  could  not  bear,  lo 

Another  Year, 
The  Load  of  Human-kind. 

Enter  MOMUS,  Laughing. 
Momus.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Ha!  ha!  ha!  well 
hast  thou  done 
To  lay  down  thy  Pack, 
And  lighten  thy  Back. 
The  World  was  a  Fool,  e'er  sinie  it  begun, 
And  since  neither  Janus,  nor  Chronos, 
nor  I 
Can  hinder  the  Crimes 
Or  mend  the  bad  Times, 
'Tis  better  to  Laugh  than  to  Cry.       20 

Co.  of  all  3.  'Tis  better  to  Laugh  than  lo  Cry. 

Janus.  Since  Momus  comes  to  laugh  below, 
Old  Time  begin  the  Show, 
That  he  may  see,  in  every  Scene, 
What  Changes  in  this  Age  have  been. 

A  SoNfi.    Text  from  the  Mhcetlany  Poems,  171)4. 


Chronos.  Then  Goddess  of  the  Silver  Bow 
begin. 

Horns,  or  lltinting-Musique  within. 
Enter  Dl.WA. 
Diana.  With    Horns   and   with   Hounds  I 
waken  the  Day, 
And  hye  to  my  Woodland  walks  away : 
I  tu<k  up  my  Kobe, and  am  buskincd  soon. 
And  tye  to  my  Forehead  a  wexing  Moon. 
1  course  the  fleet  Stagg.  unkennel  the  Fox, 
And  chase  the  wild  Goats  or'e  sumnu  ts  of 
Rocks,  ^: 

With  shouting  and  hooting  we  pierce  thro' 

the  Sky  ; 
And  Eccho  turns  Hunter,  and  doubles  tlic 
Cry. 

Cho.  of  '.11.  With  shouting  and  hooting  ve 
pierce  through  the  Skie, 
And  Eccho  turns  Hunter,  and  doubles  the 
Cry. 

Janus.  Then  our  Age  was  in  it's  Prime : 
Chronos.  Free  from  Rage. 
Diana.  And  free  from  Crime. 

Momus.  A  very  Merry,  Dancing,  Drinking, 
Laughing,  Quaffing,  and  unthinking  Time, 

Cho.  of  all.  Then  our  Age  was  in  it's  Prime, 

Free  from  Rage,  and  free  from  Crime,    4: 

A  very  Merry,  Dancing,  Drinking, 

Laughing,  Quaffing,  and  unthinking  Time. 

[Dance  of  Diana's  attendants. 


The  SKCOI.AR  Masque.  Text  from  the 
orijfinal  bat  pofsthumout  edition  of  1700,  etxce\X 
as  noted. 
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50 


Enia  Mars. 

^'tT  £?^.*!'.***'  ^<*™'  ^"^'  inspire ; 
The  World  w  past  its  Infant  Age : 

Arms  and  Honour, 

Arms  and  Honour, 

Set  the  Martial  Mind  on  Fire, 

And  kindle  Manly  Rage. 

Mars  has  lookt  the  Sky  to  Red  : 

And  Peace,  the  Lazy  Good,  is  fled. 

Plenty,  Peace,  and  Pleasure  fly  ; 

The  Sprightly  Green 

In  Woodland-Walks  no     ore  is  seen  ; 

The  SprighUy  Green  has  drunk  the  Tyrian 

Dye. 

Cho.  of  all.  PUnly,  Peace,  &c. 

Mars.  Sound  the  Trumpet,  Beat  the  Drum  ; 
Through  all  the  World  around. 
Sound  a  Reveille,  Sound,  Sound,       60 
Tlie  Warrior  God  is  come. 

Clio,  of  all.  Sound  the  Trumpet,  &c. 

Mourns.  Thy  Sword  within  the  Scabbard 
keep, 
And  let  Mankind  agree  ; 
I5i  tter  the  World  were  fast  asleep 
Than  kept  awake  by  Thee.       ' 
The  Fools  are  only  thinner, 

With  all  our  Cost  and  Care ; 
Bii  t  neither  side  a  winner, 
lor  Things  are  as  they  were. 
Cho.  of  all.  The  Fools  are  only,  &c. 

Enter  Venus. 
Vtms.  Calms  appear, when  Storms  are  past; 
Love  will  have  his  Hour  at  last : 
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Nature  is  my  kindly  Care  ; 
Mars  destroys,  and  I  repair ; 
Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may. 
Venus  comes  not  ev'ry  Day. 

Cho.  of  all.  Take  her,  tak   her,&c. 
Chronos.  ^m  World  was  then  so  light, 

I  scarcely  felt  the 'Veight,.  80 

Joy   rurd    the    Day,   and    Love   the 
„  Night. 

But  since  the  Oueen  of  Pleasure  left  the 
Ground, 
I  faint,  I  lag. 
And  feebly  drag 
The  pond'rous  Orb  around. 
Momus.  All,  all  of  a  piece  throughout : 

Pointing      >  Thy  Chase  had  a  Beast 
to  Diana,  j      in  View  ; 
to    Mars.     Thy    Wars    brought 
t„  V  rr..  "'^'hing  about ; 

to  Venus.     Thy  Lovers  were  all 
untrue. 
Janus.  'Tis  well  an  Old  Age  is  out.  50 

Chro.  And  time  to  begin  a  New. 

Cho.  of  ^\lAU,allol  a  piece  throughout : 
/''y  Chase  had  a  Beast  in  View  ; 
^Vf'  ^""gf^  nothing  about; 
,J"y  ^"^^  !tw  all  untrue. 
■liiwllanOldAgeisoul, 
And  lime  to  begin  a  New. 

Dance  of  Huntsmen.  Nymphs, 
Warriours,  and  Lovers. 

FINIS 


SONG 


[Mustek  within.) 
[The  Lovers  enter  at  Opposite  Doors,  each 
held  by  a  Keeper.] 

mis.  Look,  look,  I  see-I  see  my  Love 
appear :  ' 

Tis  he— 'Tis  he  alone ; 
For  like  him  there  is  none  • 
Tb  the  dear,  dear  Man,  'tis  thee.  Dear. 

55W,)o,|lan<l]  H'oMllaml  1700. 


Amyr.tas.  Hark  !  the  Winds  War ; 
The  foamy  Waves  roar ; 
I  see  a  Ship  afar, 

Sh^^r?"*^'"^'  ^"'^  ""''''"^  '°  *''•' 
But  what's  that  I  View, 
So  Radiant  of  Hue,  „ 

Song  of  a  Schoi.ar  and  his  MisTRP<i<:    t».. 
.?  For  like  him]  For.  like  him,  /700. 
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St.  Hermo,  St.  Hermo,  that  sits  upon  the 
Sails  ? 
Ah  !  No,  no,  no. 
St.  Hermo  never,  never  shone  so  bright ; 
'Tis  Phillis,  only  I'hillis  can  shoot  so  fair 

a  Light ; 
'Tis  Phillis,  'tis  Phillis  that  saves  the  Shi 

lone. 
For  all  the  Winds  arc  hushed,  and  the 
Storm  is  overblown. 

Phillis.  Let  n-.c  f^o,  let  ine  run,  let  me  fly  to 
his  Anns. 

Amynlas.  If  all  the  Fates  combine, 
And  all  the  Furies  join, 
I'll  force  my  way  to  Phillis,  and  break 
through  the  Charnis.  20 

[Here  they  break  from  their 
Keepers;  rim  to  each  other, 
and  embrace.] 


Philh 


uall  I  Marry  the  Man  I  love  ? 

/       shall  I  conclude  my  Pain*  ? 
Now  blest  be  the  Powers  above, 

I  feel  the  Blood  bound  in  my  Veins  ; 
With  a  lively  Leap  it  began  to  move, 

And  the  Vapours  leave  my  Brains. 

Amyntas.  Body  join'd  to  Body,  and  Heart 
join'd  to  Heart ; 
To  make  sure  of  the  Cure  ; 
Go  call  the  Man  in  Black,  to  mumble  o're 
his  part. 

Phillis.  But  suppose  he  should  stay  . . . 

Amyntas.  At  worst,  if  he  delay  ; 
"Tis  a  Work  must  be  done  ; 
We'll  borrow  but  a  Day, 
And  the  better  the  sooner  begun. 

Chorus  of  Both. 
At  worst,  if  he  delay,  &c. 

[They  run  out  together  hand  in  hand. 


PROLOGUES   AND   EPILOGUES. 

PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  WILD  GALLANT. 


PROLOGUE. 
Is  it  not  strange  to  hear  a  Poet  say. 
He  comes  to  ask  you  how  you  like  the  Play  ? 
You  have  not  seen  it  yet !  alas  'tis  true  ; 
But  now  your  Love  and  Hatred  judge,  not 

You. 
And  criiel  Factions  (brib'd  by  Interest)  come, 
Not  to  weigh  .Merit,  but  to  give  their  Doome. 
Our  Poet,  therefore,  jealous  of  th'  Event, 
And   (though   niuch    Boldness   takes)   not 

confident. 
Has  sent  me  whither  you.  Fair  ladies,  too 
Sometimes  u|)on  as  small  Occasions  goe,    10 
And  from  this  Scheme,  drawn  for  the  Hour 

and  Day, 
Bid  me  inquire  the  Fortune  of  his  Play. 
The  ctrtain  drawn  discovers  two  Astrologers; 

The  Prologue  is  presented  to  them. 
I  Astrol.  reads.    A  figure  of  the  heavenly 
Bodies  in  their  several  Apartments,  Feb.  the 


Song  of  a  Scholar,  etc.    i^  Hermo  never] 
Hermo,  Ne\er  lyoo.     jo  Charms]  Charm  tjoo. 


5th,  half  an  hour  after  three  after  Noon, 
from  whence  you  are  to  judge  the  success 
of  a  new  play,  called  the  Wild  Gallant. 
\  2  Astrol.  Who  must  judge  of  it,  we  or 
,  these  gentlemen  }  We'll  not  meddle  wit' 
It ;  so  tell  your  poet.  Here  are,  in  this 
House,  the  ablest  Mathematicians  in  Europe 
for  his  purpose.  ^t 

They  will  resolve  the  Question,  e'r  they 
i         part. 
\  Ast.  Yet  let  us  judge  it  bv  the  Rule?  of  Art : 
First  Jupiter,  the  Ascendants  Lord  dis- 

grac'd, 
In  the  twelfth  House  and  near  grim  Saturn 
plac'd, 
I     Denote  short  life  unto  the  Play  :— 
2  Ast.  — Jove  yet, 

In  his  apartment  Sagitary,  set 
Under  his  own  Roof,  cannot  take  much 
Wrong. 
I  Ast.  Why  then  the  Life's  not  very  short, 
nor  long ;  ^0 

Proloodks  and  Epilogues.    Teits  from  the 
orie-inal  editions. 
The  Wild  Galla.nt,  1663. 


1   /    Vl'  P"'"''  "°*  ^"y  8*^'  no'  very  Ul : 
Froo.  That  „  to  say.  'tis  a  'tis  takenTtil .' 

of  Pla  S  *'"^""  *'  j"i« 

Fr«i«,  ti.e  Udy  of  that  h<  ,je,  I  find 
Is  t'tregrtHe ;  your  Pky  is  ill  design'd  ; 

Song"       *''  ^^  ''"'  °"«  «"»'""«! 
Or  at  the  least  a  Dance  of  3  hours  long. 
1  Asl.  But  yet  the  greatest  Mischief  Iocs 
remain, 

The  twelfth  Apartment  bears  the  Lord  of 
Spain ; 

Whence  I  conclude.it  favour  Author's  iJt, 

Tobeindanger'dbyagpanishplot.         ' 

yo? ; '  ^"*  Protection  hopes  from 

^  new"*^  yo"  not  with  any  thing  that's 

^^"J*  V}^'  ^y'''^  Po«ts  imitate  ; 
e^tSe        '  ^^''^  '^^  **>"'  <>™ 

s    nt  •        ^™*''"'  »nd  that  vastly 
So  much,  'twill  hardly  be  repair'd  again, 
Not  though  supply'<f  with  all  the  wealth 

01  opatn. 

™^P'.ay  '•  English,  and  the  growth  you? 
As  such  it  yields  to  English  Plays  alone. 
Sa'kes  '*^'''''  '*  l^""  fo'  yoir 

^  Uk« -^  '"  ^'**''  ''*  ''"'^'  y°"  '°^<=  Mis-  j 
Besides,  he  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  mend  ' 
What  you  are  bound  in  Honour  to  defend  ;  | 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


20s 


despis'd   by  % 


Tliat  English  wit,  how  e'r 

some. 
Like  English  valour,  still  may  overcome. 

EPILOGUE. 

^^gJH^^"'^"^  has  quite  play'd  out  hu 

He's  niarry'd  now,  and  that  will  make  him 
lame. 

Thi^*'w•*''"'''  """'*Se  will  not  reclaim  him. 

''^Wt1mThl!'^^'" '"'""•'''"'''« 

^'^'th^^**  °"'  ^°*'''  *'>"'"*'"«d  most  by 

tkL    V°u'*T"'"'  ^^*'"'  has  shown  to  day 

Sf  ,r  "^u  u'^n^'y  "'''^'  "  wretched  Play. 

shown  ^^  '^  '"'  •"*"  •'*''''  '^"> 

AlH^h^n***  ^''''  and  Beauties  of  the  Town's 
And  his  Occasion  having  brought  you  here 
You  are  too  grateful  to  becon,e  severe 
There  is  not  any  Person  here  so  mean. 
But  he  may  freely  judge  each  Act  and  Scene. 
S^  i^ij;r  '"'' '"'"  '^"""^  ^'^  Judges,  then 
Fop^  ^"^'I!•^  'i"""  ^rs'"*  Gentlemen  ; 
Drell  '      ^"^      *  handsome  Garb  or 

So  greataCrimetomake  their  Judgment  less  • 

AndwiththeseOailantshetheseLEwTs' 

^fin«     "'  ^'"«"^"  ^''^^  Conv«s7?e. 

But  tf  jheir  Censures  should  condemn  hfa 

Far  from  disputing,  he  does  only  pray 
He  may  Leanders  Destiny  obtainV 
«ow  spare  him,  drown  him  when  he  comes 
again. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  RIVAL   LADIES. 


Ti  much  desir'd,  you  Judges  of  the  Town 
Would  pass  a  vote  to  put  all  Prohgues  down  ; 
For  «ho  can  show  me,  since  they  first  were 

Vmh'w"?!"*"'  °"^  hardharted  Wit  ? 
.^•'^^f '^^"'^'''led  well;  in  former  Davs 

The  Rival  Ladies,  1664. 


For  the  reforming  Poets  of  our  Age 

rage    ''  ^'""^^  '^""^  ^^'"  P~t'<l"« 

^'''^*ilne°  """"^^  '''''^"  °"*^^  ^^^  Prologue's 
The  wit  is'cnded  ere  the  Pla/s  begun.       10 

"*'\iJ;*^"^8e  often,  ay,  and  Sense  some- 
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As  for  a  clear  Contrivunce,  doubt  it      t ; 
They  blow  out  Candles  to  (jive  Lit;liL  to  tli' 

Plot. 
And  for  Sur|)ri/c,  two  Uloody-niindcd  Men 
Fi^lit  till  they  dye,  then  riw  and  dance  .i(;uin. 
Such  deep  Intriguer  you're  welcome  to  this 

Day: 
But  blame  your  Selves,  not  him  who  writ  the 

Play. 
Tliou;;h  his  Plot's  dull  as  cnn  be  well  desir'd. 
Wit  stifl  as  any  vou  have  e'r  admir'd,       30 
He's  bound  to  please,  not  to  write  well,  and 

knows 
There  is  a  n)o<le  in  Playes  us  well  as  Cloaths  ; 
Therefore,  kind  Judges — 

A  Hecond  Prologue  enttrs. 
a.  Hold  !  would  you  admit 

For  Judges  all  you  see  within  the  Pit  ? 


I.  Whon  Mrotddhetbenexctpt,oronwhat 

Score  ? 
3.  All  who  (like  him)  have  writ  ill  Plays 

before  ; 
For  they,  like  Thieves  condemn'd,  are  hanj;- 

men  made 
To  execute  the  Members  of  their  Trade. 
All  that  are  w  rituig  now  he  would  disown, 
Uut   then   he   nuist   except — ev'n  all    I  lie 

Town ;  ,?o 

All  Chol'rique   losing  Gamesters,  who  in 

spight 
Will  damn  to  Day,  because  they  lost  hut 

Night ; 
All  Servants,  whom  their  Mistress'  Scorn 

upbraids. 
All  Maudlin  Lovers,  and  all  slighted  Maids, 
All  who  are  c  it  of  If  umour  or  severe. 
All  that  want  Wit,  or  hope  to  find  it  here. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  INDIAN  EMPEROR. 


PROLOGUE. 


lit),  just  as  they  do  the  Devil — for  fear; 
v  rcncc  to  your  Power,  1  come  this  day, 


Almighty  critiques  !  whom  our /mf/on;  here 

Worsh' 

In  Rev 

To  give  yuu  timely  warning  of  our  Play. 

The  Scenes  are  old,  the  Habits  are  the  same 

We  wore  last  Year,  before  ihe  Spaniards 
came. 

Our  Prologue,  tli'  old-cast  too 

For  to  observe  the  new  it  shouKl  <tt  least 

He  s|>oke  by  some  ingenious  Bird  or  lieast.  (> 

Now,  if  you  stay,  the  Ulood  that  shall  be  shed 

From  this  poor  Play  l>e  all  upon  your  Head. 

We  neither  promise  you  one  Dance  or  Show  ; 

Then  Plot  and  Lanj;uage,  tlicy  are  wanting 
too. 

But  you,  kind  Wits,  will  those  light  Faults 
excuse, 

Those  arc  the  common  Frailties  of  the  Muse  ; 

Which  who  observes,  he  buys  his  Place  too 
dear ; 

For  'tis  your  Business  to  be  cozen'd  here. 

These  wretched  Spies  of  Wit  must  then  con- 
fess, 

They  take  more  P/.ins  to  please  themselves 
the  less. 

Prologup  7-9. 


The  Inui.an  Kmpekok,  1665 
TAtM  /(net  are  not  in  all  copi'e*. 
9  ipukc]  spoke,  t(](>s. 


Grant  iis  '     ■  Judges,  I'h«bus,  we  request. 
As  still  mistake  themselves  into  a  Jest ;    21 
Such  easy  Judges  that  our  Poet  mav 
Himself  admire  the  Fortune  of  his  Play  ; 
And  arrogantly,  as  his  Fellows  do. 
Think  he  writes  well,  because  he  pkusM 

you. 
I'his  he  conceives  not  hard  to  bring  about. 
If  all  of  you  would  join  to  help  him  out : 
Would  each  Man  take  but  what  he  under- 
stands, 
And  leave  the  rest  upon  the  Poet's  Hands. 

EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  a  Mercury. 

To  all  and  singular  in  this  full  Meeting, 
Ladies    and    Gallants,    Phabus   sends  mi 

erecting. 
To  all  his  Sons,  by  whate'tr  Title  known. 
Whether  of  Court,  of  Cofiee-housc,  or  Town ; 
From  his  most  mighty  Sons,  whose  Confi- 
dence 
Is  plac'd  in  lofty  Sound  and  humble  Sense, 
Even  to  his  little  Infants  of  the  Time, 
Who  write  new  Songs  and  trust  in  Tune  and 

Rhyme ; 
Bc't  known,  that  Phabus  (being  daily  griev'd 
To   sec  good    liays   ccr.dcmn'd  and  bad 
receiv'd)  10 


^      PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


Ordains  your  JiidRmcnt  upon  every  Cause 
niriccforth  be  limited  by  wliolcsome  Laws. 
IK-  first  thinks  lit  no  Sonnettccr  advance 
Ills  (  ensure  farther  than  the  Song  or  Dance. 
'"".i-    i|  '''"'«^n"e  may  one  Step  higher 

And  in  his  Sphere  may  judge  all  dogrcl 

Khyinc ; 
All  proves,  and   moves,  and   loves,  and 

honours  too ; 
All  ihatappears  high  Sense, and  scarce  is  low.  1 
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As  for  the  Coffee-wits,  he  uyt  not  much  ; 
iftcir  proper     iismess  is  to  «lar     tlw  Dulch. 

For  the  great  Uo.s  of  Wit ., 

PA«*«,  gives  them  full  Privilege  alone 
To  damn  all  others,  and  cry  up  their  own. 
Last,  for  the  Ladies,  'tis  Apollo's  WUl, 

^^k?ll°"  '""**"'  ^°  *''*^*'  **"*  "*'*  **• 

For  Love  and  he  long  since  have  thought  it 

Wit  Uve  by  Beauty,  Beauty  reign  by  Wit. 


PROLOGUE  TO  SECRET  LOVE.  OR  THE  MAIDEN  QUEEN. 


FIRST  PROLOGUE, 

I 

He  who  writ  this,  not  without  Pains  and 

Ihought, 
From   French  and   English   Theaters   has 

brought 
Th'  exactest  Rules  by   whidi  a  Play  is 
wrought, 

3 
lie  Unities  of  Action,  Place,  and  Time  ; 
The  Scenes  unbroken  ;  and  a  mingled  chime 
Ql  Johnsons  Humour  with  Corneillts  rhyme. 

3 
Rut  while  dead  colours  he  with  care  did  lay 
He  fears  his  Wit  or  I>lot  he  did  not  weigh, 
WIiicli  are  the  living  Beauties  of  a  Plav.     9 


4 

II  ivs  are  like  Towns,  which,  howe're  fortifi'd 
l!y  hn(,'ineers,  have  still  some  weaker  side, 
liy  the  o'reseen  Defendant  unespy'd. 

And  withthat  Art  youniakeapproachesnow; 
Midi  skilful  fury  in  Assaults  you  show. 
That  every  Pov  ^  without  shame  may  bow. 

.  6 

Ours  therefore  humbly  would  attend  your 

(loom. 

If.  Souldier-like,  he  may  have  Terms  to  come 

"ith  flving  colours  and  with  beat  of  Drum. 

The  Prologue  goes  out,  and  slayes  while 

a  Tune  is  play'd,  after  which  he 

ret;  ,nes  again. 


SECOND  PROLOGUE, 

I  had  forgot  one  half,  I  do  protest, 

.\nd  now  am  sent  again  to  speak  the  rest,  ao 

lie  bows  to  every  great  and  noble  Wit: 

But    to   the   little    Hectors   of   the   Pit 

hI'mi  jTL'  **"r^y' «nd  will  not  submit 

He  II  be  beiore-hand  with  'em,  and  not  stay 

lo  see  each  peevish  Critick  stab  iiis  Plav  • 

tach  Puny  Censor,  who,  his  skill  to  boast! 

Is  cheaply  witty  on  the  Poets  Cost, 

No  Criticks  Verdict  should,  of  right,  stand 

gooa, 
Ihey  are  exce])ted  all,  as  men  of  blood  ; 
And  the  same  Law  should  shield  him  from 

their  fury,  ^ 

Which  has  excluded  Butchers  from  a  Jury, 
You'd  all  be  Wits  •*    ' 


^"^  f^ii'-'"^''  '*'''°"''  """^  *''**  ^"y  "^y 

The  most  compendious  Method  is  to  rail ; 
Which  you  so  like,  you  think  your  selves  ill 
us  d, 

When  in  smart  Prologues  you  are  not  abus'd. 
A  civil  Prologue  is  approv'd  by  no  man  ; 
You  hate  it  as  you  do  a  r^ivil  woman. 
Your  Fancy's  pall'd,  a..  ;  liberally  'ou  pay 
To  have  it  quicken'd,  e're  you  see  a'Plav.  40 
Just  as  old  Sinners,  worn  from  their  delight. 
Give  money  to  be  whip'd  to  appetite. 
But  what  a  Pox  keep  I  so  much  hJo 
To  save  our  Poet  ?   he  is  one  of  you  ; 
A  Brother  Judgment,  and,  as  I  hear  say. 
A  cursed  Critick  as  e'er  damned  a  Play, 


/^S,?;^l;.a..r^X%^^tr-r'  ^^Lttt^^l*^. "'"  --"^'^  •>•-*''  old 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


Good  snlvn(;e  (lentUmcn,  your  own  kind 

Sparc  ; 
He  is,  like  vow,  a  <  cry  Wolf  or  Bear  ; 
Vtt  tliiiikiiot he'll yoiirnmicnt rights inviidc, 
Or  stop  the  course  o(  your  free  damning 

tratlc ,  50 


Then,  for  his  take,  ne'er  stint  your  own 

delinht ; 
1  hrow  boldly,  for  he  lets  to  all  that  write ; 
With  such  he  ventures  on  an  even  lay, 
For  they  brinjt  ready  money  into  Play. 
Those  whowrile  not, and  yet  all  Writers  nick, 


For  he  (lie  vows)  at  no  Friend's  Play  can  sit.    Arc  liankrupt  Gamesters,  lor  they  damn  on 
But  he  must  needs  lind  (ault,io»howliisWit;  I         Tick. 

PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  WILD   GALLANT, 


REVIVED. 


PROLOGUE. 
As  some  raw  Squire,  by  tender  Mother  bred. 
Till  one  and  Twenty  keeps  his  Maidenhead  ; 
(Pleas'd  with  some  Sport,  which  he  ulone 

docs  tind, 
And  thinks  a  Secret  to  all  Humane  kind,) 
Till  mightily  in  Love,  yet  half  afraid. 
He  first  attempts  the  gentle  Dairymaid  : 
Succeeding  there,  and,  led  by  the  renown 
Of  W'helslones  Park,  he  comes  at  length  to 

Town : 
Where  enter'd  by  some  School-fellow  or 

Friend,  9 

He  grows  tobreakGlass- Windows  in  the  end: 
liis  Valour  too,  which  with  the  Watch  began, 
Proceeds  to  duell,  and  he  kills  his  Man. 
By  such  Degrees,  while  Knowledge  he  did 

want. 
Our  unfletcli'd  Author  writ  a  Wild  Gallant. 
He  thought  him  monstrous  leud  (I'll  lay  my 

Life) 
Because  suspected  with  his  Landlords  Wife  ; 
But,  since  his  Knowledge  of  the  Town  began, 
He  thinks  him  now  a  very  civil  Man  ; 
And,  much  asham'd  of  what  he  was  before. 
Has  fairly  play'd  him  at  three  Wenches  more. 
Tis  some  amends  his  Frailties  to  confess ;  2 1 
Pray  pardon  him  his  want  of  Wickedness. 
He's  towardly,  and  will  come  on  apace ; 
His  frank  Confession  shows  he  has  some 

Grace. 
You   balk'd  him  when  he  was  a  young 

Beginner, 
And  almost  spoyl'd  a  very  hopeful  Sinner ; 
But   if   once   more   you   slight   his   weak 

indeavour. 
For  ought  I  know,  he  may  turn  taile  for  ever. 

Thb  Wild  Galuimt,  revived,  1667.     Pro- 
logne,  I4annetch'dj  Tht  tditors givt  \m&tAf^A 


EPILOGUE. 

Of  all  Dramatiquc  Writing,  Comick  Wit, 
As  'tis  the  best,  so  'tis  i"ic-it  hard  to  hit. 
For  it  lies  all  in  level  to  the  Eye, 
Where  all  may  judge,  and  each  Defect  may 

spyc. 
Hiunour  is  that  which  every  Day  we  meet, 
And  therefore  known  as  every  publick  Street; 
111  which,  if  c'r  the  Poet  go  astray. 
You  all  can  point,  'twas  there  ne  lost  his 

Way, 
But  what's  so  common  to  make  pleasant 

too, 
Is  more  than  any  Wit  can  always  do.       10 
For  'tis,  like  Turhts  with  Hen  and  Rice  to 

treat, 
To  make  Rcgalio's  out  of  common  Meat. 
But,  in  your  Diet,  you  grow  Salvages : 
Nothing  but  humane  Flesh  your  Taste  can 

please  ; 
And  as  their  Feasts  with  slaugliter'd  Slaves 

began. 
So  you,  at  each  new  Play,  must  have  a 

Man. 
Hither  you  come,  as  to  see  Prizes  fouglit ; 
If  no  Blood's  drawn,  you  cry,  the  Prize  is 

naught. 
But  Fooles  grow  wary  now  ;  and,  when  they 

see 
A  Poet  eyeing  round  the  Company,         20 
Straight  each  Man  for  himself  begins  to 

doubt ; 
They  shrink  like  Seamen  when  a  Press  comes 

out. 
Few  of  'em  will  be  found  for  publick  Use, 
Except   you    charge   an   Oph   upon  each 

House, 
Like  the  Train-Bands,  and  every  man  ingage 
For  a  sufficient  Fool  to  serve  the  Stage. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


ao9 


And  wlien 
there, 


with  much  adoe  you  get  him 


Where  he  in  all  his  Glory  should  appear, 
Your  I'oett  make  him  tuch  rare  liiingt  to 

say. 
That  he  •  more  Wit  than  any  Man  ith'  Flay  : 
But  of  so  ill  a  mingle  with  the  rest,  31 

As  when  a  Farrat's  tau(;ht  to  break  a  Jest. 
Thus,  aiming  to  be  fine,  they  make  a  Show, 
Ai  tuwdry  Squiivs  in  country  Churches  do. 
Things  well  cousider'd,  'tis    so    hard    to 

maki 
A   Comedy,    which    should    the    knowing 

take, 
That  our  dull  Poet,  in  despair  to  please, 
Duvs  humbly  beg  by  me  his  writ  of  ease. 


'Tis  a  Land-tax,  which  he's  too  poor  to 

pay; 
Vou  therefore  musunmc  other  Impost  lay.  40 
Would  you  but  change  for  serious  Plot  and 

Verse 
Tliis  motley  garniture  of  Fool  and  Farce, 
Nor  scorn  a  Mode,  because  'tis  tauglit  at 

home. 
Which  does,  like  Vests,  our  Gravity  become, 
Our    Poet    yickls    you    should    this    Play 

refuse : 
As  Tradesmen  by  the  change  of  Fashions 

lose 
With    some    content   their   Fripperies   of 

France, 
In  Hope  it  r  . ,    Vr  r  staple  Trade  advance. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  SIR  MARTIN  MAR-ALL, 
OR  THE  FEIGNED  INNOCENCE. 


PROLOGUE. 

Fools,  which  each  m>.n  meets  in  his  Dish 

each  Day, 
Are  yet  the  great  Regalio's  of  a  Play  ; 
In  which  to  Poets  you  but  just  appeer. 
To  prize  that  highest  which  cost  them  so 

dear : 
Fops  in  the  Town  more  easily  will  pass  ; 
One  story  makes  a  statutable  Ass  ; 
But  such  in  Plays  must  be  much  thicker 

sown, 
Like  yolks  of  Eggs,  a  dozen  beat  to  one. 
Observing  Poets  all  their  walks  invade, 
As  men  watch  Woodcocks  gliding  through 

a  Glade :  10 

And  when  they  have  enough  for  Comedy, 
They  stow  their  several  B<xlies  in  a  Pye  : 
The  Poet's  but  the  Cook  to  fashion  itj 
For,  Gallants,  you  yourselves  have  found  the 

Wit. 
To  bid  you  welcome   would  your  bounty 

wrong ; 
None  welcome  those  who  bring  their  Chcar 

along. 


EPILOGUE. 

As  country  Vicars,  when  tlic  Sermon's  done, 

Kun  hudhng  to  the  Benediction  ; 

Well  knowing,  though  the  better  sort  may 

sUv. 
The  Vulgar  Rout  will  run  unblesst  away  : 
So  we,  when  once  our  Play  b  done,  make 

haste 
With  a  short  Epilogue  to  close  your  taste. 
In  thus  withdrawing,  we  seem  mannerly  ; 
But,  when  the  Curtain's  down  we  peep  and 

see 
A  Jury  of  the  Wits,  who  still  stay  late,       9 
And  in  their  Club  decree  the  poor  Plays  fate  ; 
Their  Verdict  back  is  to  the  Hoxes  brought. 
Thence  all  the  Town  pronounces  it  their 

thought. 
Thus,  Gallants,  we  like  Lilly  can  foresee ; 
But  if  you  ask  us  what  our  doom  will  be, 
We  by  to  morrow  will  our  Fortune  cast. 
As  he  tells  all  things  when  the  Year  is  past. 


Mil, 


Sir    Mantin   Mar  Aix,    1667. 
hadling]  Seen  fives  headlong 


Epilogue  a 
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PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  TEMPEST. 


PROLOGUE. 

As  when  a  Tree's  cut  down,  the  secret  root 
Lives    under     ground,    and    thence    new 

Branches  shoot. 
So  from  old  Shakespear's  honoured  dust  this 

Springs  up  and  buds  a  new  reviving  Play : 
Shakespear,  who  (taught  by  none)  did  lirst 

impart 
To  Fletcher  Wit,  to  labouring  Johnson  Art ; 
He  Monarch-like,  gave   those  his  subjects 

law. 

And  b  that  Nature  which  they  paint  and 

draw. 
Fletcher  reach'd  that  which  on  his  heights 

did  grow,  ^ 

i\'''' J  /?*'"""  trept  and  gather'd  all  below. 
Ihis  did  his  Love,  and  this  his  Mirth  digest : 
One  imitates  him  most,  the  other  best, 
,"  .'"^y  l^^^c  since  out-writ  all  other  men, 
Tis  with  the  drops  which  fell  from  Shake- 
spears  Pen. 

The  Storm  which  vanish'd  on  theNeiehbrinc 
shore  *         '' 

Was  taught  by  Shakespear's  Tempest  first  to 
roar. 

That  Innocence  and  Beauty,  which  did  smile 
In  butcher,  grew  on  this  Enchanted  Isle. 
But  Shakespear's  Magick  could  not  copy'dbe: 
Within  that  Circle  none  durst  walk  but  he.  20 
I  mustironfess  'twas  bold,  nor  would  you  now 
ihat  liberty  to  vulgar  Wits  allow, 
Which  works  by  Magick  supernatural  things; 
but  Shakespear's  pow'r  is  sacred  as  a  King's. 
Ihose  Legends  from  old  Priest-hood  were 
receiv'd,  \ 


And  he  then  writ,  as  People  then  belie v'd. 
But  if  for  Shakespear  we  your  grace  implore, 
VVe  for  our  Theatre  shall  want  it  more  ; 
Who  by  our  dearth  of  Youths  are  forc'd  t' 

employ 
One  of  our  Women  to  present  a  Boy.        30 
And  that's  a  transformation  you  will  say 
Exceeding  all  the  Magick  in  the  Play. 
Let  none  expect  in  the  last  Act  to  find 
Her  Sex  transform'd  from  Man  to  Woman- 
kind. 
What  e're  she  was  before  the  Play  began, 
All  you  shall  see  of  her  is  perfect  Man. 
Or,  if  your  fancy  will  be  farther  led 
To  find  her  Woman,  it  must  be  abed. 

EPILOGUE. 
Gallants,  by  all  good  Signs  it  does  appear 
Ihat  Sixty  Seven's  a  very  damning  Year, 
I' or  Knaves  aboard,  and  for  ill  Poets  here. 
Among  the  Muses  there's  a  gen'ral  Rot ; 
The  Rhyming  Monsieurand  the  Spanish  Plot 
Defie  or  court,  all's  one,  they  go  to  Pot.      ' 

The  Ghosts  of  Poets  walk  within  this  place, 
And  haunt  us  Actors  wheresoe're  we  pass 
In  Visions  bloodier  than  King  RichardTs  was. 
Forthis  poor  Wretch,  he  has  not  much  to  say, 
But  quietly  brings  in  his  Part  o'  th'  Play,  11 
And  begs  the  Favour  to  be  damn'd  today. 
He  sends  me  only  like  a  Sh'riffs  man  here 
lo  let  you  know  the  Malefactor's  neer, 
And  that  he  means  to  dye  en  cavalier. 


Por,  if  you  shou'd  be  gracious  to  his  Pen, 
I h  Example  will  prove  ill  to  other  Men, 
And  you  II  be  troubled  with  'em  all  agcii. 


To  say  this  Comedy  pleas'd  long  ago 
Is  not  enough  to  make  it  pass  you  now. 
Yet,  Gentlemen,  your  Ancestors  had  wit. 
When  few  Men  censur'd,  and  when  fewer 
writ ; 

The  Tempest,  1667.    Published  in  1670. 
17  Innocence]  innocence  jdjo. 

Beauty]  tieauty  i(>7o. 
34  and  36  Man]  man  /670. 
Epilo^'ue   J  al«ardj   Some   etfitors  wroneh 
gnt  A  broad  -  n  j 

13  Sh'rifft]  Th*  editors  print  %\Kn^% 


PROLOGUE  TO  ALBUMAZAR. 


And  Johnson  (of  tliose  few  the  best)  chose  this 
As  the  best  Model  of  his  Master-piece. 
Subtle  was  got  by  our  Albumazar, 
That  Alchymist  hy  his  Astrologer  : 
[J^"'*'  .^e  was  fashion'd,  and  we  may  suppose 
He  likd   the  fashion  well  who  wore  the 
Cloaths. 


10 


Albumamr      1668.      Reprinted    in     Coient 
Oartfen  Drollery.  1672.     The  play  is  by  Tomkis. 
I  rol<M;ue  (,  we  may]  I  should  i67i. 
lo  lik'd  the]  likes  my  1672. 

who  wore  the]  that  wears  my  i(f;3. 
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But  Ben  made  nobly  his  what  he  did  Mould  ; 
What  was  another' j  Lead,  becomes  his  Gold : 
Like  an  unrighteous  Conqueror  he  Reigns, 
Yet  rules  that  well,  which  he  unjustly  Gains. 
But  this  our  Age  such  Authors  does  afiord, 
As  n.^^t  whole  Plays,  and  yet  scarce  write 

one  word ; 
Who,  in  this  Anarchy  of  Wit,  rob  all, 
And  what's  their  Plunder,  their  Possession 

call: 
Who,  like  bold  Padders,  scorn  by  Night  to 

prey, 
But  rob  by  Sun-shine,  in  the  Face  of  Day:  30 
Nay  scarce  the  common  Ceremony  use 
Of  Stand,  Sir,  and  deliver  up  your  Muse  ; 
But  knock  the  Poet  down,  and,  with  a  Grace, 
Mount  Pegasus  before  the  Owner's  Face. 
Faith,if  you  havesuch Country  Toms  abroad, 
'Tis  *i'"e  for  all  true  Men  to  leave  that  Road. 
Yet  it  were  modest,  could  it  but  be  said, 
Thcv  strip  the  Living,  but  these  rob  the 

Dead; 
Dare  with  the  Mummies  of  the  Muses  play, 
And   make  Love  to  them   the  Egyptian 

way ;  30 


Or,  as  a  Rhimin^  Author  would  have  said. 
Join  the  Dead  Living  to  the  Living  Dead. 
Such  Men  in  Poetry  may  claim  some  Part ; 
They  have  the  Licence,  tho'  they  want  the 

Art; 
And  might,  where  Theft  was  prais'd,  for 

Laureats  stand. 
Poets,  not  of  the  Head,  but  of  the  Hand. 
They  make  the  Benefits  of  others'  studying, 
MuchliketheUeahoii'oMtkk  jack-Pudding, 
Whose  dish  to  challenge  no  Man  has  the 

Courage ; 
'Tis  all  his  own,  when  once  h'  has  spit  i'  the 

Porrioge.  40 

But,  Gentlemen,  you're  all  concern'd  in  this  ; 
You  are  in  Fault  for  what  they  do  amiss  : 
For   they   their  Thefts   still  undiscovered 

think. 
And  durst  not  steal,  unless  you  please  to 

wink. 
Perhaps,  you  may  award  by  your  Decree, 
They  shou'd  refund,— but  that  can  never  be  ; 
For  should  you  Letters  of  Reprisal  seal. 
These  Men  write  that  which  no  Man  else 

would  steal. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  AN  EVENING'S  LOVE, 
OR  THE  MOCK  ASTROLOGER. 


PROLOGUE. 

When  first  our  Poet  set  himself  to  write. 
Like  a  young  Bridegroom  on  his  Wedding- 
night, 
He  laid  about  him,  and  did  so  bestir  him. 
His  Muse  could  never  lye  in  quiet  for  him  : 
But  now  his  Honey-moon  is  gone  and  past. 
Yet  the  ungrateful  drudgery  must  last. 
And  he  is  bound,  as  civil  Husbands  do, 
To  strain  himself,  in  complaisance  to  you  : 
To  write  in  pain,  and  counterfeit  a  Bliss, 
Like  the  fabt  smackings  of  an  after-Kiss.  10 
But  you,  like  Wives  ill  pleas'd,  supply  his 

want; 
Each  Writing  Monsieur  is  a  fresL  jaUant : 


li  becomes]  became  1672. 

a8  stripl  stnpt  idfg.       theiel  they  J67A 

33  Sacli  Men]  Yrt  ntch  1672. 

as  Snch  at  in  S^rta  weight  for  Laureli  stand 

37  the  Benefit*}  their  Beneut  K7». 


And  though,  perhaps,  'twas  done  as  well 

before. 
Yet  still  there's  something  in  a  new  Amour. 
Your  several  Poets  work  with  several  To  Is, 
Oiie  gets  you  Wits,  another  gets  you  Fools  : 
This  pleases  you  with  some  by-stroke  of  Wit, 
This  finds  some  cranny  that  was  never  hit. 
Hut  should  these  janty  Lovers  daily  come 
To  do  your  Work,  like  your  good  Man  at 

home,  20 

Their  fine  small-tiniber'd  Wits  would  soon 

decay; 
These  are  Gallants  but  for  a  Holiday. 
Others  you  had,  who  oftner  have  appear'd. 
Whom    for    mcer    impotence    you    have 

cashier'd  : 


.^9  Who«e  Bioth  to  claim  there's  no  one  has  the 
Courage  167^. 
40  vvnen  onrc]  after  lijj. 
45-46  omitted  ^2. 
Ah  Hvkmihq's  Love,  1668. 
lu  smackings]  Bdd.  give  smacking 
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Such  as  at  first  came  on  with  Pomp  and 

Glory, 
But,  over-straining,  soon  fell  flat  before  ye. 
Their  useless  weight  with  patience  long  was 

borne. 
But  at  the  last  you  threw  'em  off  with  scorn. 
As  for  the  Poet  of  this  present  night,         1 
Though  now  he  claims  in  you  an  Hus-  [ 

l^nds  right,  30  I 

He  will  not  hinder  you  of  fresh  delight.     / 
He,  like  a  Seaman,  seldom  will  appear, 
And  means  to  trouble  home  but  thricea  year; 
That  only  time  from  your  Gallants  he'll 

borrow  ; 
Be  kind  to  day,  and  Cuckold  him  to  morrow. 

EPILOGUE. 
My  Part  being  small,  I  have  had  time  to  day 
To  mark  your  various  censures  of  our  Play. 
First,  looking  for  a  Judgement  or  a  Wit, 
Like  Jews,  I  saw  'em  scattered  through  the 

Pit; 
And  where  a  lot  of  Smilers  lent  an  Ear 
To  one  that  talk'd,  I  knew  the  Foe  was  there. 
The  Club  of  jests  went  round ;  he,  who  had 

none, 
Borrow'd  o'  th'  next,  and  told  it  for  his  own. 
Among  the  rest,  they  kept  a  fearful  stir. 
In  whisp'ring  that  he  stole  th'  Astrologer ;  lo 
And  said,  betwixt  a  French  and  English  Plot, 
He  eased  his  halfe-tir'd  Muse,  on  Pace  and 

Trot. 
Up  starts  a  Mounsieur,  new  come  o'er,  and 

warm 
In  the  French  stoop,  and  the  pull-back  o'  th' 

Arm: 


Morhleu  dil  il,  and  cocks,  I  am  a  Rogue, 
But  he  has  quite  spoil'd  the  lenCdAstrologut. 
'Pox,  says  another,  here's  so  great  a  stir 
With  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  Farce  that's  regular, 
A  Rule,  where  nothing  must  decorum  shock ! 
Dam'me, 'tsasduUasDiningbytheClock.  20 
An  Evening !  why  the  Devil  should  we  be 

vext. 
Whether  he  gets  the  Wench  this  night  or 

next  ? 
When  I  heard  this,  I  to  the  Poet  went. 
Told  him  the  House  was  full  of  Discontent, 
And  ask'd  him  what  excusehe  could  invent. 
He  neither  swore  nor  storm'd,  as  Poets  do. 
But,  most  unlike  an  Author,  vow'd  'twas 

true; 
Yet  said,  he  used  the  French  like  Enemies, 
And  did  not  steal  their  Plots,  but  made  'em 

Prize. 
But  should  he  all  the  pains  and  charges 

count  30 

Of  taking  'em,  the  Bill  so  high  wou'd  mount, 
That,  like  Prize-Goods,  which  through  the 

Office  come. 
He  should  have  had  'em  much  more  cheap  at 

home. 
He  still  must  write,  and,  Banquier-like,  each 

Day 
Accept  new  Bills,  ar,d  he  must  break,  or  pay. 
When  through  his  hands  such  sums  must 

yearly  run, 
You  cannot  think  the  Stock  is  all  hb  own. 
His  haste  his  other  errors  might  excuse. 
But  there's  no  mercy  for  a  guilty  Muse ; 
For,  like  a  Mistress,  she  must  stand  or  fi>ll,  40 
And  please  you  to  a  height,  or  not  at  all. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  TYRANNICK  LOVE,  OR 
THE  ROYAL  MARTYR. 


PROLOGUE. 

Self-love  (which  never  rightly  understood) 
Makes  Poets  still  conclude  their  Plays  are 

good, 
And  Malice  in  all  Criticks  raigns  so  high, 
That  for  small  Errors,  they  whole  Plays 

decry ; 

Tyrannick  Love,  1669.    The  editors  mak* 
nonsense  by  printing  thejfirst  tin*  thus  : 
Self-love,  which,  never  rightly  understood, 


So  that  to  see  this  fondness,  and  that  spite, 
You'd  think  that  none  but  Mad-men  judge 

or  write. 
Therefore  our  Poet,  as  he  thinks  not  fit 
T'  impose  upon  you  what  he  writes  for  Wit 
So  hopes  that,  leaving  you  your  censures 

free. 
You  equal  Judges  of  the  whole  will  be ;   10 
Theyjudgebuthalf,  whoonly  faults  willsee. 
Poets,  like  Lovers,  should  be  bold  and  dare. 
They  spoil  their  business  with  an  over-care; 


PR0LCX5UES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


And  he,  who  servilely  creeps  after  sence, 
Is  safe,  but  ne're  will  reach  an  Excellence. 
Hence  'tis,  our  Poet,  in  his  conjuring, 
Allow'd  his  Fancy  the  full  scope  and  swing 
But  when  a  Tyrant  for  his  Theme  he  had. 
He  loos  d  the  Reins,  and  bid  his  Muse  run 

mad ; 
And  though  he  stumbles  in  a  full  career,  20 
Yet  rashness  is  a  better  fault  than  fear. 
He  saw  his  way  ;  but  in  so  swift  a  pace. 
To  chuse  the  ground  might  be  to  lose  the 

race. 
They  then,  who  of  each  trip  th'  advantage 

Find  but  those  Faults,  which  they  want  Wit 
to  make. 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen  when  she  was  to  be 
carried  off  dead  by  the  Bearers. 
TO  THE  BEARER.    Hold  !  are  you  mad  ?  you 

damn'd,  confounded  Dog ! 
I  am  to  rise,  and  speak  the  Epilogue. 
TO  THE  AUDIENCE.   I  come,  kind  Gentlemen, 

strange  news  to  tell  ye  ; 
I  am  the  Ghost  of  poor  departed  Nelly 
Sweet  Ladies,  be  not  frighted  ;  I'le  be  civil ; 
I  m  what  I  was,  a  little  harmless  Devil. 
For,  after  death,  we  Sprights  have  just  such 

Natures, 
We  had,  for  all  the  World,  when  humane 

Creatures ; 


"3 

And,  therefore,  I,  that  was  an  Actress  here. 
Play  all  mv  Tricks  in  Hell,  a  Goblin  there.  10 
Gallants,  look  to  't,  you  say  there  are  no 

Sprights ; 
But  I'll  come  dance  about  your  Beds  at 

nights ; 
And   faith  you'll   be   in  a  sweet  kind  of 

takmg, 

When  I  surprise  you  between  sleep  and 

wakmg. 
To  tell  you  true,  I  walk,  because  I  dye 
Out  of  my  Calling,  in  a  Tragedy. 

0  Poet,  damn'd  dull  Poet,  who  could  prove 
So  senseless,  to  make  Nelly  dye  for  Love  • 
Nay,  what's  yet  worse,  to  kill  me  in  the 

prime 

Of  Easter-term,  in  Tart  and  Cheese-cake 

time !  20 

rie  fit  the  Fopp ;  for  I'le  not  one  word 

T  excuse  his  godly,  out  of  fashion  Play; 

ir    n/'  ^.!^^>  '^  >'°"  <^'»'«  but  twice  sit  out, 
You  11  all  be  slander'd,  and  be  thought 

devout.  *" 

But,  farewel.  Gentlemen,  make  haste  to  me, 

1  m  sure  e're  long  to  have  your  company. 
As  for  my  Epitaph  when  I  am  gone, 

1  le  trust  no  Poet,  but  will  write  my  own. 

Ueie  Nelly  lies,  who,  though  she  lived  a 

slater  n. 
Yet  dy'd  a  Princess,  acting  in  S.Cathar'n.  30 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  CONQUEST  OF 
GRANADA  BY  THE  SPANIARDS. 


PROLOGUE 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Ellen  Gwvn  in  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat  and  wHst-belt. 

I  This  jeast  was  first  of  t'  other  houses  making. 

I  And,  five  times  try'd,  has  never  fail'd  of 

I       taking ; 

For  'twere  a  shame  a  Poet  shoud  be  kill'd 
Lnder  the  shelter  of  so  broa-i  a  shield. 
This  IS  that  hat,  whose  very  sight  did  win  yee 
io  laugh  and  clap  as  though  the  Devil  were 

I       in  yee. 

in!ftf,^°Til!l'"  ?"  p«A''A'»».  "670.   Published 
S.  "^'S'"*''  we  careless  in  the  use  of 


c  *  J  n"  ^""^  ^okes,  so  now  I  hope  you'l  be 
,,?,  °"'.'' '°  '«"g'>  once  more  for  love  of  me. 
1 11  write  a  Play,  sayes  one,  for  I  have  got 
A  broad-brim'd  hat  and  wastbelt  towards 
a  Plot.  jp 

Sayes  t'  other,  I  have  one  more  large  than 

Thus  they  out-write  each  other— with  a  hat 

The  brims  still  grew  with  every  Plav  thev 

writ ;  '        ■>        } 

And  grew  so  large,  they  cover'd  all  the  wit. 
Hat  was  the  Play  ;     'twas   language,  wit, 
and  Tale : 

Like  them  that  find  Meat,  drink,  and  cloth 
in  Ale. 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


'II 


\  1 


What  dulness  do  these  Mun(;rill-wits  confess, 
When  all  their  hope  is  acting  of  a  dress  ! 
Thus,  two  the  best  Comedians  of  the  Age 
Must  be  worn  out  with  being  Blocks  o'  th' 
Stage:  20 

Like  a  young  Girl,  who  better  things  has 

known, 
Beneatii  their  Poets  Impotence  they  groan. 
See  now  what  Charity  it  was  to  save  ! 
They  thought  you  iik'd  what  onelyyou  for- 
gave ; 
And  brought  you  more  dull  sence,  dull  sencc 

much  worse 
Than  brisk  gay  Non-sence,  and  the  heavver 

Curse. 
They  bring  old  Ir'n  and  ahss  upon  the  Stage, 
To  barter  with  the  Indi.ins  of  our  Age, 
Still  they  write  on,  and  like  great  Authors  s 
show ;  29 

But  'tis  as  Rowlers  in  wet  gardens  grow     - 
Heavy  with  dirt,  and  gathering  as  they 
goe.  I 

May  none,  who  have  so  little  umlcr.-itood, 
To  like  such  trash,  presume  to  prsiic  what's 

good  ! 
And  may  those  drudges  of  the  Stage,  whose 

fate 
Is,  damn'd  dull  farce  more  dully  to  translate, 
Fall  under  that  excise  the  State  thinks  fit 
To  set  on  all  French  wares,  whose  worst  is 

wit. 
French  Farce,  worn  out  at  home,  is  sent 

abroad ; 
And,  patch'd  up  here,  is  made  our  Englisli 
mode.  •»,, 

Henceforth,  let  Poets,  'ere  allow'd  to  write. 
Be  search'd,  like  Duellists  l)efore  thev  fight, 
For  wheel-broad  hats,  dull  Humour,  all  that 

chaffe. 
Which  makes  you  mourn,  and  makes  the 

Vulgar  laugh  : 
For  these,  in  Playes,  are  as  unlawful  Arms. 
As.m  a  Cotnbat,Coats  of  Mayle,and  Charms. 

EPILOGUE. 

Success,  whi(  )i  can  no  more  than  beauty  last, 
Makes  our  sad   Pwt  mourn   your  favours 

past : 
For,  since  without  desert  he  got  a  name. 
He  ft-ars  to  loose  it  iiou  with  greater  shame. 

Prolopup  42  Mainour]  Some  etHlors  wronjrh 
fn>e  Honour 


Fame,  like  a  little  Mistriss  of  the  Town, 
Is  gaind  with  ease ;  but  then  she's  lost  as 

soon ; 
For,  as  those  taudry  Misses,  soon  or  late, 
Jilt  such  as  keep  'em  at  the  highest  rate, 
(And  oft  the  Lacquey,  or  the  Brawny  Clown, 
Gets  what  is  hid  in  the  loose  body'd  gown  ;) 
So,  Fame  is  false  to  all  that  keep  her  long ; 
And  turns  up  to  the  Fop  that's  brisk  and 
young.  „ 

Some  wiser  Poet  now  would   leave  Fame 

first; 
But  elder  wits  are,  like  old  Lovers,  curst : 
Who,  when   the  vigor  of   their  Youth  is 

spent. 
Still  grow  more  fond  as  they  grow  impotent. 
This,  some  years  hence,  our  Poets  case  may 

prove ; 
But  yet,  he  hopes,  he's  young  enough  to  love. 
When  forty  comes,  if  ere  he  live  to  see 
That  wretched,  fumbling  age  of  poetry  ;  20 
'Twill  be  high  time  to  bid  his  Muse  adieu : 
Well  he  may  please  him  self,  but  never  you. 
Till  then,  he'l  do  as  well  as  he  began, 
.\nd  hopes  you  will  not  finde  him  less  a  man. 
Think  him  not  duller  for  this  years  delay  ;) 
He  was  ijrejxir'd,  the  women  were  away  ;  [ 
And  men,  without  their  .^arts,  can  hardly  | 

play.  J 

If   they,   through   sickness,  scldome  did) 

appear, 
Pity  the  Virgins  of  each  Theatre  !  1 

For.  at  both  houses,'twas  a  sickly  year!  30) 
And  pity  us,  your  servants,  to  whose  cost. 
In  one  such  sickness,  nine  whole  Months  are 

lost. 
Their  Stay,  he  fears,  has  ruin'd  wiiat  he 

writ : 
Long  waiting  both  disables  love  and  wit. 
They  thought  they  gave  him  Leisure  to  do 

well  ; 
But,  when  thev  forc'd  him  to  attend,  he 

fell ! 
Yet,  though  he  much  has  faild,  he  begs  to 

day 
Vou  will  excuse  his  unperforming  I'lav  : 
Weakness   sometimes    great    passion   does 

express  ; 
He  had   pleas'd  better,  had  he  lov'd  you 

less.  40 

Bpiloguo  ai  'Twilll  T'will  t(rt2. 
.1i  Months  I  Mon'ths  ifyji. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


215 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SECOND  PART  OF  THE 
CONQUEST  OF  GRANADA  BY  THE  SPANIARDS. 


PROLOGUE. 

They  who  write  111,  and  they  who  ne'r  durst 
write, 

Turn  Critiques  out  of  meer  Revenge  and 
spight : 

A  Play-house  gives  'em  Fame ;  and  up  there 
starts,  '^ 

From  a  mean  Fifth-rate  Wit,  a  M.n  of  Parts. 

So  tomnion  Faces  on  the  Stage  appear  ; 

We  take  em  in,  and  they  turn  Beauties 
liere.) 

Our  Authour  fears  those  Critiques  as  his 
Fate ;  1 

*^"^Iat^*  *>«  ^^^>  by  consequence,  must 
For  they  the  Trafficque  of  all  Wit  invade. 
As  Scriv  ners  draw  away  the  Bankers  Trade 
I  owe  re,  the  Poet's  safe  enough  to  day  :  n 
iliey  cannot  censure  an  unfinish'd  Play 
But    as  when  Vizard  Masque  appears  in 

i  It, 

Straight  every  Man  who  thinks  himself  a  Wit 
mks  up ;   and,  managing  his  Comb  wiUi 
grace. 

With  his  white  Wigg  sets  of!  hU  Nut-brown 

face; 
Tliat  done  bears  up  to  th'  prize,  and  views 

each  Liinu, 

^^  Trimm'-"   ^^  ^^'  ^^^rig   and    her 
Then,  the  whole  noise  of  Fops  to  wagers  go 
hxon  her,'t  must  be  she ;  and  DaAe  no : 
i- n  ??■'  ^^,P'"opl«^cy ,  these  Wits  to-day     2 1 
«il  blindly  guess  at  our  imperfect  Play  •      1 
fiird**  new  Plots  our  Second  Part  is 

|Vho  must  be  kept  alive,  and  who  be  kill'd 
And  as  those  Vizard  Masques  maintain  that 

fashion, 
To  soothe  and  tickle  sweet  Imagination  ; 
.^o,our  dull  Poet  keepsyou  on  with  Masquinc  • 
lomako  you  think  there's  something  worth 

your  asking : 
But  when 'tis  shown,  that  which  does  now 

Delight  you 

Will  prove  a  Dowdy,  with  a  Face  to  fright 
you.  *'_ 

30 


EPILOGUE. 

succeeded   on    the 


They  who    have  best 

Stage, 
Have^  still  conform'd  their  Genius  to  their 

Thus  y(,«5«„  did  Mechanique  humour  show 

T?.n  ?•'"  L"'  ^""'  ""*^  "nversation  low. 
men,   tomedy   was    faultless,   but    'twas 

course ; 
Cobbs  Tankard  was  a  Jest,  and  Otter's  horse 
I  £lnr  *t''  ^r *^y'.their  Love  was  m^Tj 
sJene  '  '"  """^  *^"*  labour'd 

Which  must  attone  for  an  ill-written  play. 
1  hey  rose,  but  at  their  height  could  seldome 
Siciy, 

Fame  then  was  cheap,  and  the  first  commel 
sped; 

S  ^^"^  ^t^"  ""^P*  '^  ''"'^^'  ''y  being  dead. 
we7h    ^^  "°*  *°  *"*^'  '*''*"  Critiqued 

^'**''L  Pla*^'  ^"'^  ^^''^  ^'**'*''  *'>'°"gbout 
None  of  'em,  no,  not  Jonson  in  his  height. 
Could  pass,   without   allowing  grains   for 

Think  it  not  envy, that  these  truths  are  told ; 

Our  Poet  s  not  malicious,  though  he's  bold. 

Tis  not  to  brand  'em  that  their  faults  are 
shown. 

But  by  their  errours  to  excuse  his  own.    20 
It  Love  and  Honour  now  are  higher  rais'd. 

Tis  not  the  P<^t,  but  the  Age  h  prais'd.  ' 
Wit  s  now  ariv'd  to  a  more  high  degree  ; 
Our  native  Language  more  rcfin'd  and  free  ; 
our  Ladies  and  our  men  now  speak  more  wit 
In  conversation,  than  those  Poets  writ 
Ihen,  one  of  these  is,  consequently,  true  ; 
That  what  this  Poet  writes  comes  short  of 

you. 
And  imitates  you  ill  (which  most  he  fears) 
Or  else  his  writing  is  not  worse  than  theire. 

wim"  ■^'°"  ^'"'^*^  ^^^  ^""^^  ^''^  Critiques 
That  some  before  him  writ  with  greater  skiu! 
In  this  one  praise  he  has  their  fame  surpast. 
lo  please  an  Age  more  Gallant  than  the  last. 


'i 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


H  . 


'■;;  I 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  on  the  First  Day  of  the  Kings  House  acting  after  the  Fire. 


So  shipwrackt  Passengers  escape  to  Land, 
So  look  they,  when  on  the  bare  Beach  they 

stand. 
Dropping  and  cold,  and  their  first  fear  scarce 

o'er. 
Expecting  Famine  on  a  Desart  Shore. 
From  that  hard  CHniate  we  must  wait  for 

Bread, 
Whence  ev'n  the  Natives,  forc'd  by  liunger, 

fled. 
Our  Stage  docs  humane  Chance  present  to 

view, 
But  ne'er  before  was  seen  so  sadly  true  : 
You  are  chang'd  too,  and  your  Pretence  to 

see 
Is  but  a  Nobler  Name  for  Charity.  lo 

Your  own  Provisions  furnish  out  our  Feasts, 
While  you,  the  Founders,  make  your  selves 

the  guests. 
Of  all  Mankind  beside  Fate  had  some  Care, 
But  for  poor  Wit  no  portion  did  prepare  ; 
'Tis  left  a  Rent  Charge  to  the  Brave  and 

Fair. 


You   cherish'd   it,  and  now   its  Fall  you 

mourn, 
Which  blind  unmanner'd  Zelots  make  their 

scorn. 
Who  think  that  Fire   a  Judgment  on  the 

Stage, 
Which  spar'd   not   Temples   in  its  furious 

Rage. 
But  as  our  new-built  City  rises  higher,  20 
So  from  old  Theatres  may  new  aspire. 
Since  Fate  contrives  Magnificence  by  Fire. 
Our  great  Metropolis  does  far  surpass 
Whate'er  is  now,  and  equals  all  that  was : 
Our  Wit  as  far  does  Foreign  Wit  excel. 
And,    like    a    King,   shou'd    in  a   Palace 

dwell. 
But   we  with  Golden    Hopes    are    vainly 

fed. 
Talk  high,  and  entertain  you  in  a  shed  : 
Your  Presence  here  (for  which  we  humbly 

sue) 
Will  grace  Old    Theatres,  and    build   up 

New.  30 


PROLOGUE  TO  ARVIRAGUS  AND  PHILICIA;    REVIVED. 


With  sickly  Actors  and  an  old  House  too, 
We're  rnatch'd  with  glorious  Theatres  and 

new, 
And  with  our  Ale-house  scenes  and  Cloaths 

bare  worn 
Can  neither  raise  old  Plays  nor  new  adorn. 
If  all  these  Ills  could  not  undo  us  quite, 
A  brisk  French  Troop  is  grown  your  dear 

delight ; 
Who  with  broad  bloudy  Bills  call  you  each 

day 
To  laugh  and  break  your  Buttons  at  their 

Play  ; 
Or  see  some  serious  Piece,  wliich  we  jiresume 
Is  fall'n  from  some  incomparable  plume ;    10 
And  therefore.  Messieurs,  if  you'll  do  us 

Grace, 
Send  Lacquies  early  to  jire-erve  your  Place. 

Prolocle  after  the  Fire.  Text  from  the 
Miscellanies  of  ifx>2.  Variants  from  Covent 
Garden  Drollery,  167J. 

4  on]  from  767.'. 

10  for]  of  ibiji. 


We  dare  not  on  your  Priviledge  intrench. 
Or  ask  you  why  you  like  'em  ?    They  are 

French. 
Therefore  some  go  with  Courtesie  exceeding, 
Neither  to  hear  nor  see,  but  show  their 

Breeding : 
Each  Lady  striving  to  out-laugh  the  rest ; 
To  make  it  seem  they  understood  the  Jest. 
Their  Countrymen  come   in,   and  nothing 

pay» 

To  teach  us  English  where  to  clap  the  play : 
Civil,  Igad  ;  Our  Hospitable  Land  '21 

Bears  all   the  Charge,  for  them  to  under- 
stand : 
Mean  time  we  languish,  and  neglected  lye, 
Like  Wives,  while  you  keep  better  Company; 
And    wish   for  our  own  sakes,  without  a 

Satyr, 
You'd  less  good  Breeding  or  had  more  good 
Nature. 


Arviragus  akd  Fhilicia.      Text  from  the 
Miscellanies  of  1684.    The  play  it  by  Carlell. 


PR0LCX3UES  AND  EPILCX3UES. 


ai7 


PROLOGUE,  far  the  fFomfn, 
When  they  Aeted  at  the  Old  Theatre  in  Lmcoln's  Inn  Fields. 


We«e  none  of  you,  Gallants,  e'er  driven  so 

hard, 
As  when  the  poor  kind  Soul  was  under  guard, 
And  could  not  do't  at  home,  in  some  By- 
street 
To  take  a  Lodging,  and  in  private  meet  ? 
Such  is  our  Case  ;    We  can't  appoint  our 

House, 
The  Lovers  old  and  wonted  Rendezvous, 
But  hither  to  this  trusty  Nook  remove  ; 
Tlie  worse  the  Lodging  is,  the  more  the  Love, 
For  much  good  Pastime,  many  a  dear  sweet 
hug 

hstol'n  in  Garrets,  on  the  humble  Rugg,  lo 
Here's  good  Accommodation  in  the  Pit ; 
The  Grave  demurely  in  the  midst  may  sit, 


And  so  the  hot  Burgundian  on  the  Side 
Ply  Vizard  Masque,  and  o'er  the  Benchct 

stride : 
Here  are  convenient  upper  Boxes  too. 
For  those  that  make  the  most  triumphant 

show; 
All  that  keep  Coaches  must  not  sit  below. 
There,    Gallants,   you   betwixt    the  Acts 

retire. 
And   at   dull  Plays   have    something   to 

admire :  ig 

We,  who  look  up,  can  your  Addresses  mark, 
And  see  the  Creatures  coupled  in  the  Ark  j 
So  we  expect  the  Lovers.  Brmes,  and  Wits ; 
Ihe  gaudy  House  with  Scenes  will  serve  f<n 

Cits. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  MAI.-£N  QUEEN, 
OR  SECRET  LOVE, 
When  aeted  by  the  Women  only. 
PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Boutel.,  in  man's  clothes. 
Women  like  us  (passing  for  Men)   you'I 


Presume  too  much  upon  vour  Secresie. 
There's  not  a  Fop  in  Town  but  will  pretend. 
To  know   the   Cheat   himself,  or   by    his 
Friend. 

Then  make  no  words  on't.  Gallants,  'tis  e'en 
true, 

We  are  condemn'd  to  look,  and  strut,  like 

you. 
Since  we  thus  freely  our  hard  Fate  confess, 
A«*Pt  "s,  these  bad  Times,  in  any  Dress 
You  11  find  the  sweet  on't,  now  old  Panta- 

kx>ns 

Will  go  as  far,  as  formerly  new  Gowns;  lo 
And  from  your  own  cast  Wigs  expect  no 
Frowns. 


Test  from  the 


PR0I.OCUB  TOR  THB  WuUEN. 
«mp  except  a*  noted 

I  Were]  Where  «M^..  «  «,/,/„•„/. 

17  Coaches]  Btllwromffy  printtd  Couchea 


The  Ladies  we  shall  not  so  easily  please. 
They'l  say  what  impudent  bold  things  are 

these. 
That   dare   provoke,   yet   cannot   do   us 

right. 
Like  Men,  with  huffing  Looks,  that  dare  not 

fight. 
But  this  reproach  our  Courage  must  not 

daunt, 
The  BrevestSouMier  may  a  Weapon  want. 
Let  Her  that  doubts  us,  still  send  Her 

Gallant. 
Ladies,   in   us    you'I  Youth  and  Beautv 

find,  ' 

All   Things,  but   one,   according  to   your 

Mmd.  20 

And  when  your  Eyes  and  Ears  are  feasted 

here, 
Rise  up,  and  make  out  the  short  Meal  else- 
where. 


The  Maidkn  Qumw,  167..  Text  from  Covtnt 
(MardtH  Drollery,  167a,  where  maay  of  the  alopa 
«re  wronjs,  but  aa  the  text  htd  not  Dryde?a 
authority  the  errora  are  not  here  noted 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Reeve,  in  man's  clothes. 

What  think  you,  Sirs,  was't  not  all  well 

enough  .■* 
Will  you  not  grant  that  we  can  strut,  and 

hun.> 
Men  may  be  proud ;   but  faith,  for  ought 

I  see, 
Thev  neither  walk,  nor  cock,  so  well  as  we  ; 
And  for  the  fighting  part,  we  may  in  time 
Grow  up  to  swagger  m  heroick  Rhime  ; 
For  though  we  cannot  boast  of  equal  Force, 
Yet  at  some  Weapons  Men  have  still  the 

worse. 
Why  should  not  then  we  Women  act  alone,  \ 
Or  whence  are  Men  so  necessary  grown  ?  lo  [ 
Our's  are  so  old,  they  are  as  good  as  none.  > 
Some   who   have   tri'd  'em,  if  you'l  take 

their  Oaths, 
Swear  they're  as  arrant  Tinsell  as  their 

Cloaths. 


I  Imagine  us  but  what  we  represent, 
And  we  could  e'en  give  vou  as  good  Content. 
Our  Faces,  Shapes,— all's  better  than  you 
I         see, 

I  And  for  the  rest,  they  want  as  much  as  we. 
Oh,  would  the  higher  Pow'rs  be  kind  to  us. 
And  grant  us  to  set  up  a  female  House. 
Wee'l  make  ourselves  to  please  both  Sexes 

then,  20 

To  the  Men  Women,  to  the  Women  Men. 
Here  we  presume,  our  Legs  are  no  ill  Sight, 
And  they  will  give  you  no  ill  Dreams  at 

Night. 
In  Dreams  both  Sexes  must  their  Passions 

ease, 
You  make  us  then  as  civil  as  you  please. 
This  would  prevent  the  Houses  joyning  too, 
At  which  we  are  as  much  displeas'd  as 

you; 
For  all  our  Women  most  devoutly  swear,] 
Each  would  be  rather  a  poor  Actress  here> 
Than  to  bemadeaMamamouchithere.  30J 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  MARRIAGE-A-LA-MODE. 


'■^\ 


it     : 


PROLOGUE. 

Lord,  how  reform'd  and  quiet  are  we  grown, 
Since  all  our  Braves  and  all  our  Wits  are 

gone: 
Fop-corner  now  is  free  from  Civil  War, 
White-Wig  and  Vizard-Mask  no  longer  jar. 
France,  and  the  Fleet  have  swept  the  Town 

so  clear. 
That  we  can  Act  in  peace,  and  you  can  hear. 
Those  that  durst  fight  are  gone  to  get  renown ; 
And  those  that  durst  not,  blush  to  stand  in 

Town. 
Twas  a  sad  sight,  before  they  march'd  \ 

from  home,  I 

To  see  our  Warriours.  in  Red  Wastecoats,  f- 

come,  10  I 

With  hairtuck'd  up,intoourTireing-room. ' 
But  'twas  more  sad  to  hear  their  last  Adieu 
The  Women  sob'd,  and  swore  they  would  be 

true ; 

Marriage-a-i.A-Mode,  1671.  Printed  in  Covent 
Gayden  Drollery^  1672,  and  with  thr  play,  1673. 

Prologue  4  Vizard-Mask]  Christie:  Vizard 
Masks  itfji :  Vizard  make  tt/jj. 

7-8  omitted  i&jj. 

9  Barch'd]  lOfjj  :  went  i&ji. 


And  so  they  were,  as  long  as  e're  they 

cou'd ;  I 

But  powerful  <7u/Hnr«  cannot  be  withstood.  ^ 

And  they  were  made  of  Playhouse  flesh  1 

and  bloud.  / 

Fate    did    their   Friends   for  double  Use 

ordain ; 
In  Wars  abroad,  they  grinning  Honour  gain, 
And  Mistresses,  for  all  that  stay,  maintain. 
Now  they  are  gone,  'tis  dead  Vacation  here. 
For  neither  Friends  nor  Enemies  appear.  21 
Poor  pensive  Punk   now  peeps  ere  Pla)'5 

b«gin. 
Sees  the  bare  Bench,  and  dares  not  venture 

in; 
But  manages  her  last  Half-crown  with  care. 
And  trudges  to  the  Mali,  on  foot,  for  Air. 
Our  City  Friends  so  far  will  hardly  roann. 
They  can  take  up  with  Pleasures  nearer 

home ; 
And  see  gay  Shows  with  gaudy  Scenes  else- 
where :  :8 
For  we  presume  th?y  seldom  come  to  hear, 

16  Playhouse]  Play  house  i6f}3. 
a6  roam]  lirjt :  come  i6^j. 
38  with]  J67J :  and  167J. 
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But  they  have  now  ta'n  up  a  glorious  Trade, 
And  cutting  Moorerajl  struts  in  Masquerade. 
There's  all  our  hope,  for  we  shall  show  to  day 
A  Masquing  Ball,  to  recommend  our  Play  ; 
Nay,  to  endear  'em  more,  and  let  'em  see 
We  scorn  to  come  behind  in  Courtesie, 
We'll  follow  the  new  Mode  which  they  begin, 
And  treat  'cm  with  a  Room,  and  Couch 

within : 
For  that's  one  way,  how  e're  the  Play  fall 

short, 
r  oblige  the  Town,  the  City,  and  the  Court 

EPILOGUE. 

Thus  have  my  Spouse  and  I  inform'd  the 

Nation, 
And  led  you  all  the  way  to  Reformation  ; 
Not  with  dull  Morals,  gravely  writ,  like  those 
Which  men  of  easy  Phlegme  with  care  com- 
pose, 
Your  Poets,  of  stiff  Words  and  limber  sense, 
Bom  on  the  confines  of  indifference : 
But  by  Examples  drawn,  I  dare  to  say. 
From  most  of  you  who  hear,  and  see  the  Play 
There  are  more  Rhodophils  in  this  Theatre, 
More  Palamedes,  and  some  few  Wives,  I  fear : 
But  yet  too  far  our  Poet  would  not  run  ;     1 1 
Though  'twas  well  ofier'd,  there  was  nothing 
done. 


quite  the  Woman's  frailty 


He  would  not 

bare. 
But  stript  'em  to  the  waste,  and  left  'em 

there : 
And   the    men's    faults   are   less  severely 

shown. 
For  he  considers  that  himself  is  one. 
Some  stabbing  Wits,  to  bloudy  Satyr  bent, 
Would  treat  both  Sexes  with  less  comple- 
ment: 
Would  lay  the  Scene  at  home  ;  of  Husbands 

tell. 
For  Wenches  taking  up  their  Wives  i*  th' 

Mell :  30 

And  a  brisk  bout,  which  each  of  them  did 

want. 
Made  by  mistake  of  Mistris  and  Gallant. 
Our  modest  Authour  thought  it  was  enough 
To  cut  you  off  a  Sample  of  the  stuff : 
He  spared  my  shane,  which  you,  I'm  sure, 

would  not. 
For  you  were  all  for  driving  on  the  Plot : 
You  sigh'd  when  I  came  in  to  break  the  sport. 
And  set  your  teeth  when  each  design  fell 

short. 
To  Wives,  and  Servants  all  good  wishes  lend, 
But  the  poor  Cuckold  seldom  finds  a  friend. 
Since  therefore.  Court  and  Town  will  take 

no  pity,  31 

I  humbly  cast  myself  upon  the  City. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  ASSIGNATION, 
OR  LOVE  IN  A  NUNNERY. 


PROLOGUE. 

Proloci'es,  like  Bells  to  Churches,  toul 

you  in 
With  Chimeing  Verse,  till  the  dull  Plaves 

begin; 


j  Poets,  poor  Devili;,  have  ne'er  your  Folly 

shown. 
But,  to  their  Cost,  you  prov'd  it  was  their 
own :  8 

For.  when  a  Fop's  presented  on  the  Stage, 
Co! 


...    .  ,  StraightalltheCoxcombsintheTowningage; 

With  this  sad  difference  though,  of  Pit  and    For  his  deliverance  and  revenge  they  joyn, 
""^  I  And  grunt,  'ike  Hogs,  about  their  Captive 


You  damn  the  Poet,  but  the  Priest  damns 

you. 
But  Priests  can  treat  you  at  your  own 

cxpence. 
And,  gravely,  call  you  Fools.without  Offence 

MARRiAGE-A-LA-MflDE.     Prologue.    31  Moof^ 
crafix  Morrcraft  /6y. 


Swine. 

Your  Poets  daily  split  upon  this  shelf : 
You  must  have  Fools,  yet  none  will  have 

himself. 
Or,  if  in  kindness,  you  that  leave  would  give. 
No  man  could  write  you  at  that  rate  you  live: 

The  Assignation,  1673.    Published  in  167.1. 
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For  some  of  you  grow  Fopa  with  so  much 

haste, 
Riot  in  nonsence,  itnd  commit  such  waste, 
'Twould  Ruine  Poets  should  they  spend  so 

fast. 
He  who  made  this  observed  what  Farces 

hit,  20 

And  durst  not  disoblige  you  now  with  wit. 
But,  Gentlemen,  you  overdo  the  Mode ; 
You  must  have  Fools  out  of  the  common 

Rode. 
Th'unnatural  strain'd  Buffoon  is  only  taking ; 
No  Fop  can  please  you  now  of  Gods  own 

making. 
Pardon  our  Poet,  if  he  speaks  his  Mind  ; 
You  come  to  Plays  with  your  own  Follies 

lin'd : 
Small  Fools  fall  on  you,  like  small  showers, 

in  vain ; 
Your  own  oyl'd  Coats  keep  out  all  common 

rain. 
You  must  have  Mamamouchi,  such  a  Fop 
As  would  appear  a  Monster  in  a  Shop ;    31 
He'll  fill  your  Pit  and  Boxes  to  the  brim, 
Where,  Ram'd  in  Crowds,  you  see  your  selves 

in  him. 
Sure  there's  some  spell  our  Poet  never  knew. 
In  hullibabilah  de,  and  Chu,  chu,  chu; 
But  Maraburah  sahem  most  did  touch  you: 
That  is,  Oh  how  we  love  the  Mamamouchi ! 
Grimace  and  habit  sent  you  pleas'd  away ; 
You  damn'd  the  poet,  and  cried  up  the  Play. 
This  Thought  had  made  our  Author  more 

uneasie,  40 

But  that  he   hopes   I'm  Fool  enough   to 

please  ye. 


But  here's  my  grief,— though  Nature,  joined 

with  Art, 
Have  cut  me  out  to  act  a  Fading  Part, 
Yet,  to  your  Praise,  the  few  wits  here  will 

'Twas  unitating  you  taught  Hayntt  to  Play. 

EPILOGUE. 

Some  have  expected,  from  our  Bilb  to-day, 
To  find  a  Satyre  in  our  PmI's  Play. 
IhtZtahusRoutlmmCoUman-slrett  did  run. 
To  see  the  Story  of  the  Fryer  and  Nun, 
Or  Tales,  yet  more  Ridiculous  to  hear, 
Vouch'd  by  their  Vicar  of  Ten  pounds  a  year; 
Of  Nuns  who  did  against  Temptation  Pray, 
And  Discipline  laid  on  the  pleasant  Way : 
Or  that,  to  please  the  Malice  of  the  Town, 
Our  Poet  should  in  some  close  Cell  have 

shown  10 

Some  Sister,  Playing  at  Content  alone. 
This  they  did  hope ;   the  other  Side  did 

fear; 
And  both,  you  see,  alike  are  Couzen'd  here. 
Some  thought  the  Title  of  our  Play  to  blame ; 
They  liked  the  thing,  but  yet  abhon'd  the 

Name : 
Like  modest  Puneks,  who  all  you  ask  afford, 
But,  for  the  World,  they  would  not  name 

that  word. 
Yet,  if  you'll  credit  what  I  heard  him  say. 
Our  Poet  meant  no  Scandal  in  his  Play  ; 
His  Nuns  are  good  which  on  the  Stage  are 

shown,  io 

And,  sure,  behind  our  Scenes  you'll  look  for 

none. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO 

AMBOYNA,  OR  THE  CRUELTIES  OF  THE  DUTCH 

TO  THE  ENGLISH  MERCHANTS. 


PROLOGUE. 

As  needy  Gallants  in  the  Scriv'ners  hands 
Court  the  rich  Knave  that  gripes  their  Mort- 

gag'd  Lands, 
The  first  fat  Buck  of  all  the  Season's  sent, 
And  Keeper  takes  no  Fee  in  Complement; 

Amboyna,  167.V  Prologue  10  keep  frienclshipl 
Chrislie,  I  do  not  know  from  what  source,  gives 
preterveihem 


The  do'    ge  of  some  Englishmen  is  such, 
To  fawn  on  those  who  ruine  them,  the  DuUh. 
Thev  shall  have  all  rather  than  make  a  War 
Witd  those  who  of  the  same  Religion  are. 
Tltc  Streighls,  the  Guiney  Trade,  the  Herrings 

too,  9 

Nay,  to  keep  friendship,  they  shall  pickle  you. 
Some  are  resolv'd  not  to  find  out  the  Cheat, 
But  Cuckold-like,  love  ^im   who  docs  the 

Feat: 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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What  injuries  toe'r  upon  u«  fall, 

Yet  still  the  wme  Religion  answers  all : 

Religion  wheerllcd  you  to  Civil  War, 

Drew  English  Blood,  and  Duleknunt  now 

wou'd  spare. 
Be  gull'd  no  longer  ;  for  vou'l  find  it  true. 
They  have  no  more  Religion,  faith— then 

you; 
Interest's  the  God  they  worship  in  their 

State ;  19 

And  you,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  that. 
Well,  Monarchy!  may  own  Religions  name. 
But  Sutcs  are  AtheisU  in  tlieir  very  frame. 
They  share  a  sin,  and  such  proportions  fall 
That,  like  a  stink,  'tis  nothing  to  'em  all. 
How  they  lov;  England,  you  shall  see  this 

day: 
No  Map  shows  Holland  truer  then  our  Play  : 
Their  Pictures  and  Inscriptions  well  weknow; 
We  may  be  bold  one  Medal  sure  to  show. 
View  then  their  Falshoods,Rapine,Cruelty ; 
And  think  what  once  they  were  they  still 

would  be :  30 

But  hope  not  either  Language,  Plot,  or  Art ; 
Twas  writ  in  haste,  but  with  an  English 

Heart :  ' 

And  lest  hope  Wit ;  in  Dm  J- men  that  would 

be 
As  much  improper  as  would  Honesty. 


EPILOGUE. 

A  Poet  once  the  Spartan's  kd  to  fight. 
And  made  'em  coirauer  in  the  Muses  right : 
So  wouk)  our  Poet  lead  you  on  this  day. 
Showing  your  tortur'd  Fathers  in  his  Phy. 
To  one  well  bom  th' affront  is  worse  and  more, 
When  he's  abus'd  and  baflled  by  a  Bore: 
With  an  ill  Grace  theZ)u/£A  their  mischiefs  do. 
They've  both  ill  Nature  and  ill  Manners  too. 
Well  roa^  they  boast  themselves  an  anticnt 

Nation, 
For  the>;  were  bred  e're  Manners  were  in 
fashion :  10 

And  theirnewCoramonwealthhasset'em  free, 
Onely  from  Honour  and  Civility. 
Venetians  do  not  more  uncouthly  rkle, 
Than  did  their  Lubber-State  Mankind  be- 
stride ; 
Their  3way  became  'em  with  as  ill  a  Meen, 
As  theirown  Paunches  swell  above  their  Chin: 
Yet  is  their  Empire  no  true  Growth   but 

Humour, 
And  onely  two  Kings'  tout    can  cure  the 

Tumor. 
As  Colo  did  his  Affrieque  Fruits  display, 
So  we  before  vour  Eies  their  Indies  lav:   30 
All  Iwnl  English  will  like  him  conclude. 
Let  Casar  Live,  and  Carthage  be  subdu'd  ! 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  OXFORD. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Hart  at  the  acting  of  the 

Si'-nl  Woman, 

What  Greece,  when  learning  flourish'd,  onely 

knew, 
{Alkenian  Judges,)  you  this  day  renew. 
Here  too  are  Annual  Rites  to  Pallas  done, 
And  here  Poetique  prizes  lost  or  won. 
Methinks  I  see  you  crown'd  with  Olives  sit. 
And  strike  a  sacred  Horrour  from  the  Pit. 
A  Day  of  Doom  is  this  of  your  Decree, 
Where  even  the  Best  are  but  by  Mercy  free: 
A  Dav  which  none  but  Johnson  durst  have 

wish'd  to  see. 

P1IOI.OGUK  AND  EpILOGUB  to  THE  UnIVBRSITV 

orOjiFoKD,  1673.   Printed  in  1684,  again  in  169J. 


Here  they  who  long  have  known  the  usefull 

Stage  10 

Come  to  be  taught  themselves  to  teach  the 

Age. 
As  your  Commissioners  our  Poets  go. 
To  cultivate  the  Virtue  which  you  sow  ; 
In  your  Lycaeum  first  themselves  refin'd, 
And  delef^ated  thence  to  Humane  kind. 
But   as    Embass;tdours,    when  long    from 

home, 
For    new    Instructions    to   their    Princes 

come; 
So  Poets  who  your  Precepts  have  forgot. 
Return,  and  b^  they  may  be  better  Uught : 
Follies  and  Faults  else-where  by  them  are 

shown,  29 

But  by  your  Manners  they  correct  their  own. 
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Tb*  illiterate  Writer,  Emperiquc  like,  uimlie* 
To  Minds  discast'd.  unsafe,  chance  Rctnc«lie» : 
The  Learn'd  in  Schools,  where  Knowledge 

first  began. 
Studies  with  (.'arc  th'  Anatomy  of  Man  ; 
Sees  Vertue,  Vice,  and  Passions  in  their 

Cause, 
And  Fame  from  Science,  not  from  Forttmc, 

draws. 
So  Poetry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 
An  Art,  in  London  onely  is  a  Tratle. 
There    haughty  Dunces,  whose   unlearned 

Pen  ,S° 

Could  ne'er  spell  Grammar,  would  be  reading 

Men. 
Such  build  their  Poems  the  Lucrttian  way  ; 
So  many  Huddled  Atoms  make  a  Plav, 
And  if  they  hit  in  Order  by  some  Chance, 
They  call  that  Nature  whi'cli  is  Ignorance. 
To    such    a    Fame    let    mere    Town-Wits 

aspire. 
And  their  gay   Nonsense  their  own  Citts 

admire. 
Our  Poet,  could  he  find  Forgiveness  here, 
Would  wiih  it  rather  than  .a  Plaudit  there. 
He  owns  no  Crown  from  those  Prxtorian 

Bands,  40 

But  knows  that  Right  is  in  this  Senates 

Hands. 
Not  impudent  enough  to  hope  your  Praise,  \ 
Low  at  the  Muses  Feet.liis  Wreath  he  lays,  \ 
And,  where  he  took  it  u[),  resigns  his  Bays.  ) 
Kings  make  their  Poets  whom  themselves 

think  fit. 
But  'tis  vour  Suffrage  ma".;es  Authentique 

Wit.' 

EPILOGUL. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Hart. 

No  poor  DuUh  Peasar*^,  wing'd  with  all  his 

Fear, 
Flies  with  more  haste,  w  hen  the  French  Arms 

draw  near. 
Than  we  with  our  Poetique  Train  come 

down. 
For  Refuge  hither  from  th'  infected  Town  ; 
Heaven  for  ourSins  thisSummer  has  thought 

fit 
To  vbit  us  with  all  the  Plagues  of  Wit. 


\r,  th  t  short  time,  we  find 

h  > '  Novelty  behind 

i'lerr>  Andrews   took   their 

he  Stage  with  lewd 


A  Frentk  Tioo)..  lint  swept  all  things  io 
it«  way  ; 
But  those  I  <      ki<  >:   .  i«fi  were  too  quick  to 

stay ; 
Yet,  to  oui  '  -- 

They  left  du  i       h  » '  Novelty  behind.    lo 
Th*    y<u'! 
place, 
And  quite  H.  t  .nc 

Grims" 

Instead  oi  "  .;  ana  .Oii;.  >•       ■)cliRht 

Was  then    o  see  two  llv       -.io.»cs  fight. 
Stout  Sea:  >,,.,■>■  ./ ,-r  ^vlll   K   ,h  Lance  rode  in, 
And  ran  a  T  t  ut  C  'it  i  >(«  ArUquin. 
For  Love  y  -n  hear  1  !"•     amorous  Asses 

bray'd. 
And  Cats  in  (hitters  gave  tlicir  Serenade. 
Nature  was  out  of  Countenance,  and  each 

Day 

Some  new  1  ^rn  Monster  shewn  you  for  a 

Play.  20 

But  when  all  fail'd,  to  strike  the  Stafit 

quite  dumb, 

Those  wicked  Engines,  call'd  Machines,  are 

come. 
Thunder  and  Lightning  now  for  Wit  ar« 

play'd. 

And  shortly  Scenes  in  Lapland  will  be  lay'd; 

!  Art  Magique  is  for  Poetry  protest. 

And  Cats  and  Dogs,  and  each  obscener  Beast 

I  To  which  /Egyf>tian  Dotards  once  did  bow, 

i  ri>on  our  English  Stage  are  worshipp'd  now. 

;  Witchcraft  reigns  thcre.and  raises  to  Renown 

Macbeth,  the  Swion  Magus  of  the  town.  30 

Fletcher's  despis'd,   your   Johnson   out  of 

Fashion, 
And  Wit  the  onely  Drug  in  all  the  Niition. 
In  this  low  Ebb  our  Wares  to  you  are, 
shown,  ' 

By  you  those  Staple  Authours  Worth  is 
known ;  | 

For  Wit's  a  Manufacture  of  your  own.      ' 
When  you,  who  only  can,  their  scenes  have 

prais'd, 
We'll  boWIy  back,  and  say  their  Price  is 
rais'd. 


Epilogue  !!>  the  Simon^  an<l  Simon  i6oi.  <>»i 
most  ediltrs.  Ckristi*  wrong(y  atcrtba  tm 
error  to  Broufhtou. 
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PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  Sfokn.  at  th  opting  of  tb,  N^  H>uu, 

Makch  26,  1674. 


IROLOGUE. 

A  Plain  b*-ilt  House,  «f»«  so  long  %  stay. 
Will  send  vou  half  unsat  isij'd  away  ; 
When,  fall  n  from  your  expected  Pomp,  you 

find 
A  bare  con-venience  only  is  designed. 
You,  who  each  Day  can  Theatres  behold. 
Like  Ntro's  Palace,  shining  ail  with  Gold, 
Our  mean  ungilded  Stage  will  scorn,  we  lear, 
And  for  the  homely  Room, disdain  the  Chear. 
Vet  now  cheap  Dri^eu  to  a  Mode  arev 

grown ,  j 

And  a  pUin  Suit  (since  we  can  make  but 

one)  10 

Is  better  than  to  be  by  tarnisht  gawdry  1 

known.  ' 

They,  who  are  by  your  Favours  wealthy 

made, 
With  mighty  Sums  in;-v  carry  on  the  Trade ; 
We,  broken  Ban(]uier».  half  destroy 'd  by 

Fire, 
With  our  small  Stock  to  humble   Roofs 

retire  ;  ' 

Pity  our    Loss,  while   you  their   I'omi. 

admire.  / 

For  Fame  and  Honour  we  no  longer  strive  ; 
We  yield  in  both,  and  only  ueg  to  live  ; 
I  n;ible  to  support  their  vas'  Expense, 
Who  build  and  treat  with  such  Magniticence. 
That,  like  th'  Ambitious  Monarchs  of  the 
-    ^P*'  21 

They  Riye  the  Law  to  our  Provincial  Stage. 
Great  N'eibours  enviously  promote  Excess, 
While  they  impose  their  Splendor  on  the 
'        less; 
But  only  Fools,  and  they  of  vr   -  Estate, 
Th  extremity  »i  Modes  will  inmate. 
The  dangling  Knee-fringe  and  the  Bib 

cravat. 
J_et  if  some  Pride  with  want  mav  be  allow'd, 
ne  in  our  plainness  may  be  justly  proud  ; 
"ur  Royal  Master  will'd  it  should  be  so;  30 
Wateer  he's  pleased  to  own  can  need  no 
show : 


P«OI.^,UE  AND    EMI  Aim  AT  THE  OPBWMC. 
if.4    first  printed  in  i6«4. 


That  sacred  Name  gives  Ornament  and 
Grace ; 

And,  like  hk  Sump,  makes  basest  Mettab 
past. 

!?'**'*/o|!y  no*  «  »t«tely  Pile  to  raise, 
To  build  a  Playhouse,  whik  yog  throw  down 
Pkyi; 

Whilst  Scenes,  Machines,  and  empty  Olnra's 

reign. 
And  for  the  Pencil  you  the  Pen  disdain  ; 
While  Tnjops  of  famish'd  Frenchmen  'hithtr 

ckive. 

And  laugh  at  those  upon  whoM  Alms  they 
live :  ^ 

Okl  English  Authors  vanish,  and  give  place 

To  these  new  Conqu'rors  of  the  Norman 
Race 

More  ta-  icl\  than  your  Fathers  vou  submit ; 

You  re  now  grown  Vassals  to  "em  in  your  Wit. 

Mark,  when  they  play,  how  our  fine  Fops 
advance 

The  Mighty  M.  rits  of  these  Men  of  France, 

Keep  time,   cry  Hen,   and   humour   the 
Cadence. 

Well,  please  your  selves;  but  sure  'tis  under- 
stood. 

That    French    Machines    have    ne'er   done 
England  good. 

I  would  not  prophesie  oiir  Houses  Fate  ; 

But  while  vain  Shows  an    Scenes    ou  over- 
rate, „ 

'Tis  to  be  feared ^ 

That,  as  a  Fire  the  former  House  o'erthrew. 

Machines  and  Tempests  will  destroy  the  new. 

EPILOGUE. 

Though  what  our  Prologue  said  was  sadiv 
true,  . 

Yet,  Gentleman,  our  homely  House  is  new.  (• 

A  Charm  that  seldom  fails  with  wicked  • 
you. 

A  Coimtrv  Lip  may  hays'  the  Vr-Ket  touch ; . 

Tho   hrtes  no  Lady,  you  mav  think  her 
such  :  '  r 

A  strong  imagination  ma    do  much.         j 

Prologue  4(>  atn^  Manv  editions ^izm  Fmi 
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But  you,  loud  Sirs,  who  thro'  your  Curls 

look  big, 
Criticks  in  plume  and  white  valiancy  Wig, 
Who  lolling  on  our  foremost  Benches  sit, 
And  still  charge  first,  (the  true  forlorn  of 

Wit)  10 

Whose  favours,  like  the  Sun,  warm  where 

you  roul, 
Yet  vpu,  like  him,  have  neither  heat  nor 

Soul ; 
So  may  your   Hats  your   Foretops  never 

press; 
Untouch'd  your  Ribbons,  sacred  be  your 

Dress; 
So  may  you  slowly  to  old  Age  advance, 
And  have  th' Excuse  of  Youth  for  Ignorance; 
So  may  Fop  corner  full  of  Noise  remain, 
And  drive  tar  oS  the  dull,  attentive  Train; 
So  may  your  Midnight  Scowrings  happy 

prove, 
And  Morning  Batt'ries  force  your  way  to 

love ;  20 

So  may  not  France  your  Warlike  Hands 

recal. 
But  leave  you  by  each  other's  Swords  to  fall, 
As  you  come  here  to  ruffle  Vizard  Punk, 
When  sober  rail,  and  roar  when  you  are 

drunk. 


But  to  the  Wits  we  can  some  Merit  plead, 
And  urge  what  by  themselves  has  oft  been 

said: 
Our  House  relieves  the  Ladies  from  the 

frights 
Of  ill-pav'd  Streets,  and  long  dark  Wintet 

Nights ; 
The  Flanders  Horses  from  a  cold  bleak  Road, 
Where  Bears  in  Furs  dare  scarcely  look 

abroad ;  30 

The  Audience  from  worn  Plays  and  Fustian 

Stuff 
Of  Rhime,  more  nauseous  than  three  Boys 

inBufi. 
Though  m  their  House  the  Poets  Heads 

appear. 
We  hopewe  may  presume  their  Wits  are  here. 
The  best  which  they  reserv'd  they  now> 

will  play,  I 

For,  like  kind  Cuckcolds,  tho'  w'  have  not  [ 

the  way 
To  please,  we'll  find  you  abler  Men  who 

may. 
If  they  shou'd  fail,  for  last  Recruits  wej 

breed 
A  Troop  of  frisking  Monsiers  to  succeed.   \ 
(You  know  the  French  sure  Cards  at  time : 

of  need.)  40J 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF   OXFORD. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Hart. 

Poets,  your  Subjects,  have  their   Parts 

assign'd, 
V  unbend  and  to  divert  their  Sov'reign's 

Mind: 
When,  tyr'd   with  following  Nature,  you 

think  fit 
To  seek  repose  in  the  cool  shades  of  Wit, 
And  from  the  sweet  Retreat,  with  Joy  survey 
What  rests,  and  what  is  conquer'd,  of  the 

way. 
Here,  free  your  selves  from  Envy,  Care,  and 

Strife, 
You  view  the  various  Turns  of  humane  Life  ; 


Prolocub  anu  Bpiixxiuk  to  trb  UMIVBRSmr 
or  Oxford,  i6f4;  Printed  twice  over  in  the 
Mitullamiu  of  i6l^. 


Safe  in  our  Scene,  through  dangerous  Courts 

you  go, 
And  undebauch'd  the  Vice  of  Cities  know.  10 
Your  Theories  are  here  to  Practice  brought, 
As  in  Mechanick  Operations  wrought ; 
And  Man,  the  little  World,  before  you  set, 
As  once  the  Sphere  of  Chrystal  Shew'd  the 

Great. 
Blest  sure  are  you  above  all  Mortal  Kin(l 
If   to   your  Fortunes   you  can  suit  your 

Mind; 
Content  to  see,  and  shun,  those  ills  we  show, 
And  Crimes,  on  Theatres  alone,  to  know. 
With  joy  we  bring  what  our  dead  Authon 

writ. 
And  beg  from  you  the  value  of  their  Wit :  m 
Tlmt  Skakespear's,  FUuher's,  and  great/ffin- 

son's  Claim 
May  be  renew'd  from  those  who  gave  them 

Fame. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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None  of  our  living  Poets  dare  appear ; 
For  Muses  so  severe  are  worshipt  here 
That,  conscious  of  their  Faults,  they  shun 

the  Eye, 
And,  as  Prophane,  from  sacred  Places  fly, 
Rather  than  see  th'  offended  God,  and  dye. 
We  bring  no  Imperfections,  but  our  own  ; 
Such  Faults  as  made  are  by  the  Makers 

shown. 
And  you  have  been  so  kind  that  we  may 

boast,  30 

The  greatest  Judges  still  can  pardon  most. 
Poets  must  stoop,  when  they  would  please 

our  Pit, 
Debas'd  even  to  the  Level  of  their  Wit ; 
Disdaining  that  which  yet  they  know  will 

take, 
Hating  themselves  what  their  Applause  must 

make. 
But  wlicn  to  Praise  from  you  they  would 

aspire, 
Though  they  like  £aglcs  mount,  your  Jove 

is  higher. 
So  far  your  Knowledge  all  their  Pow'r  tran- 
scends, 
As  ffhnt  shoald  be  beyond  what  Is,  extends. 

EPILOGUE. 

SpokeH  by  Mrs.  Marshall. 

Oft  has  our  Poe*  wisht,  this  happv  Seat 
Might  prove  his  tadinc  Muses  last  Retreat ; 
I  wonder'd  at  his  Wish,  but  now  I  find 
He  sought  for  quiet,  and  content  of  mind  ; 
Which  noisefull  Towns  and  Courts  cah  never 
know. 


And  onely  in  the  shades,  like  Laurels,  grow. 
Youth,  e'er  it  sees  the  World,  here  studies 

Rest, 
And  Age,  returning  thence,  concludes  it  best. 
What  wonder  if  we  court  that  happiness. 
Yearly  to  share,  which  hourly  you  possess  ; 
Teaching  ev'n  you,  while  thfl  vext  World  we 

show,  1 1 

Your  Peace  to  value  more,  and  better  know 
'Tis  all  we  can  return  for  favours  past, 
VVhose  holy  Memory  shall  ever  last. 
For  Patronage  from  him  whose  care  presides 
O'er  every  noble  Art,  and  every  Science 

guides : 
Balhurst,  a  name  the  leam'd  with  reverence 

know. 
And  scarcely  more  to  his  own  Fi'rgi/  owe  ; 
Whose  Age  enjoys  but  what  his  Youth 

deserv'd,  19 

To  rule  those  Muses  whom  before  he  serv'd. 
H's  Learning,  and  untainted  Manners  too, 
VVe  find  (AUterlnns)  are  deriv'd  to  yoU  ; 
Such  Antient  Iio;>pitality  there  rests 
In   yours,  as  dwelt  in  the  first  Grecian 

Breasts, 
Whose    kindness  was   Religion  to  their 

Guests. 
Such  Modesty  did  to  our  Sex  appear. 
As  had  there  been  no  Laws  we  need  not  I 

fear,  f 

Since  each  of  you  was  our  Protector  hete. ) 
Converse  so  chast,  and  so  strict  Vertue 

shown, 
As  might  Apollo  with  the  Muses  own.       30 
Till  our  return,  we  must  despair  to  find 
Judges  so  just,  so  knowing,  and  so  kind. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  AURENG-ZEBE 


PROLOGUE. 

OiR  Autiior  by  ex|Krience  finds  it  true, 
'Tis  much  more  hard  to  please  himself  than 

you  ; 
And  out  of  no  feign'd  Modesty,  this  day. 
Damns  his  laborious  Trifle  of  a  Play; 
Not  that  its  worse  than  what  before  he  writ. 
But  lie  has  now  another  taste  of  Wit; 

Epilogue  4  sought  lor]  On*  v*ri(on  kas  here 

sought 

DR. 


of 


And,  to  confess  a  Truth  (though  out 

Time,) 

Growswearyof  his  long-loved  MistrisKhyme. 
Passion's  too  fierce  to  \x  in  Fetters  bound,  9 
And  Nature  flies  him  likeEnchantedGrouild: 
What  Verse  can  do  he  has  perform'd  in  this. 
Which  he  presumes  the  most  correct  of  his; 
But  spite  of  all  his  pride,  a  secret  shame 
Invaaes  his  Breast  at  Shaktspear's  sacred 

name : 


%» 


AuRBNQ-XBHB,  1675.    Published  in  1676. 
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Aw'd  when  he  hears  his  Godlike  Romans 

rage. 
He  in  a  Just  despair  would  quit  the  Stage  ; 
And  to  an  Age  less  polish'd,  more  unskill'd, 
Does  with  disdain  the  foremost  Honours 

yield. 
As  with  the  greater  Dead  he  dares  not  strive, 
He  wou'd  not  match  his  Verse  with  those 

who  live :  20 

Let  him  retire,  betwixt  two  Ages  cast. 
The  first  of  this,  and  hindmost  of  the  last. 
A  losing  Gamester,  let  him  sneak  away ; 
He  bears  no  ready  Monev  from  the  Play. 
The  Fate  which  governs  i  oets,  thought  it  fit. 
He  shou'd  not  raise  his  Fortunes  by  his  Wit. 
The  Clergy  thrive,  and  the  litigious  Bar  ; 
Dull  Heroes  fatten  with  the  Spoils  of  War: 
All  Southern  Vices,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  are 

here ; 
But  Wit's  a  Luxury  you  think  too  dear.    30 
When  you  to  cultivate  the  Plant  are  loth, 
'Tis  a  shrewd  sign  'twas  never  of  your 

growth : 
And  Wit  in  Northern  Climates  will  not  blow, 
Except,  like  Orange-trees,  'tis  hous'd  from 

Snow, 
There  needs  no  care  to  put  a  Play-house 

down, 
'Tis  the  most  desart  place  of  all  the  Town  : 
We  and  our  Neighbours,  to  speak  proudly, 

are 
Like  Monarchs,  ruin'd  with  expensive  War  ; 
While,  like  wise  English,  unconcern'd  you 

sit, 
And  see  us  play  the  Tragedy  of  Wit.         40 

EPILOGUE. 

A  pretty  task  !  and  so  I  told  the  Fool, 
Who  needs  would  undertake  to  please  by 

Rule: 
He  thought  that,  if  his  Characters  were  good, 
The  Scenes  entire,  and  freed  from  noise  and 

bloud ; 
The  Action  great,  yet  circumscrib'd  by  Time, 
The  Words  not  forc'd,  but   sliding   into 

Rhime, 
The  Passions  rais'd  and  calra'd  by  just 

Degrees, 
As  Tides  are  swell'd,  and  then  retire  to  Seas  ; 


He  thought  in  hitting  these  his  bus'ncss 

done, 
Tliough  he  perhap  has  fail'd  in  ev'ry  one :  10 
But,  after  all,  a  Poet  must  confess. 
His  Art's,  like  Physick,  but  a  happy  ghcss. 
Your  Pleasure  on  your  Fancy  must  depend : 
The  Lady's  pleas'd,  just  as  she  likes  her 

Friend. 
No  Song  !   no  Dance  !   no  Show  !   he  fears 

you'l  say : 
You  love  all  naked  Beauties,  but  a  Play. 
He  muc!.mistakesyour  methods  todclight  A 
And,  like  the  French,  abhors  our  Target- 
fight: 
But  those  damn'd  Dogs  can  never  be  i'  th'  I 

right.  ) 

True  English  hate  your  Monsieur's  paltrj' 

Arts,  20 

For  you  arc  all  Silk-weavers,  in  your  hearts. 
Bold  Briltons,  at  a  brave  Bear-garden  Fray, 
Are  rouz'd  ;  and,  clatt'ring  Sticks,  cr\'.  Play, 

play,  play. 
Meantime,  your  filthy  Forreigner  will  stare, 
And  mutter  to  himself,  Ha  gens  Barbare ! 
And.  Gad,  'tis  well  he  mutters ;  well  for  him ; 
Our  Butchers  else  would  tear  him  limb  from 

limb. 
'Tis  true,  the  time  may  come,  your  Sons  may 

be 
Infected  with  this  French  civility  : 
But  this  in  After-ages  will  be  done :        30 
Our  Poet  writes  a  hundred  years  too  soon. 
This  Age  comes  on  too  slow,  or  he  too  fast ; 
And  early  Springs  are  subject  to  a  blast ! 
Who  would  excel,  when  few  can  make  a  Test 
Betwixt  indifl'rent  Writing  and  the  best  ? 
For  Favours  cheap  and  common,  who  wouM 

strive. 
Which,   like    abandoned    Prostitutes,  ..ou 

give? 
Yet  scatter'd  here  and  there,  I  some  behold, 
Who  can  discern  the  Tinsel  from  the  Gold : 
To  these  he  writes ;  and,  if  by  them  aliow'd, 
'Tis  their  Prerogative  to  rule  the  Crowd.  41 
For  he  more  fears  (like  a  presuming  Man) 
Their  Votes  who  cannot  judge,  than  tlieirs 

who  can. 

Epilogue  i8  and  39  French]  French  16^. 

at  BrMont]  Brittons  1676. 

35  gems]  SaiHUiury  coHJeitures  gem. 
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EPILOGUE  TO  CALISTO,  OR  THE  CHASTE  NYMPH. 

Inltnded  to  have  been  spoken  by  the  Lady  Henrietta  Maria  VVEwnvoRTH,  when 

Calisto  was  Acted  at  Court, 


As  Jupiter  I  made  my  Court  in  vain  ; 

I'll  now  assume  my  Naiive  shape  again. 

I'm  weary  to  be  so  unkindly  us'd, 

And  would  not  be  a  God  to  be  refus'd. 

State  grows  uneasic  when  it  hinders  Love  ; 

A  glorious  Burden,  which  the  wise  remove. 

Now,  as  a  Nymph,  I  need  not  sue,  nor  try 

The  force  of  any  lightning  but  the  Eye. 

Beauty  and  Youth  more  than  a  God  com- 
mand ; 

No  Jove  could  e'er  the  force  of  these  with- 
stand. ,0 

Tis  here  that  Sovereign  Power  admits  dis- 
pute. 

Beauty  sometimes  is  justly  absolute. 

Our  sullen  Calocs,  whatsoe'er  they  say. 

Even  while  they  frown  and  dictate  Laws, 
obey. 

You,  mighty  Sir,  our  bonds  more  easie  make, 

And  gracefully  what  all  must  suffer  take  ; 

Above  those  forms  the  Grave  affect  to  wear, 

For  'tis  not  to  be  wise  to  be  severe. 


True  wisdom  may  some  gallantry  admit, 
And  soften  business  with  the  charms  of  wit. 
These  peaceful  Triumphs  with  your  Cares 

you  bought,  21 

And  from  the  midst  of  fighting  Nations 

brought. 
You  only  hear  it  thunder  from  afar. 
And  sit  in  \^ace  the  Arbiter  of  War : 
Peace,  the  loath'd  Manna,  which  hot  Brains 

despise. 
You  knew  its  worth,  and  made   it  early 

prize : 
And  m  its  happy  leisure  sit  and  see 
The  promises  of  more  felicity. 
Two  glorious  Nymphs  of  your  one  God-like 

hne. 
Whose  Morning  Rays  like  Noontide  strike 

and  shine ;  ^q 

Whom  you  to  suppliant  Monarchs  shall  dis- 
pose. 
To  bind  your  Friends  and  to  disarm  your 

Foes. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  MAN  OF  MODE,  OR  SIR  FOPLING 

FLUTTER. 


Most  Modem  Wits  such  monstrous  Fools 

have  shown, 
They  seem  not  of  heav'ns  making,  but  their 

own. 
TTiose  Nauseous  Harlequins  in  Farce  may 

pass ; 
But  there  goes  more  to  a  substantial  Ass  ! 
Something  of    man    must    be  expos'd  to 

View, 
That,  Gallants,  they  may  more  resemble 

you. 
Sir  Fopling  is  a  Fool  so  nicely  writ. 
The  Ladies  wou'd  mistake  him  for  a  Wit ; 
And,  when  he  sings,  talks  lowd,  and  cocks, 

wou'd  ay, 
1  vow  methinks  he's  pretty  Company  I     10 

Calisto.    Printed  in  1684  bat  not  asdened  to 
Dfyden  till  1704.    The  play  Ti  by  Crowne. 


So  brisk,  so  gay,  so  travail'd,  so  retin'd  ! 
As  he  took  pains  to  graf!  upon  his  kind. 
True  Fops  help  Natures  work,  and  go  to 

school. 
To  file  and  finish  god-A'mighty's  fool. 
Yet  none  Sir  Fopling  him,  or  him  can  call ; 
He's  Knight  o'  th'  Shire,and  represents  ye  all. 
From  each  he  meets  he  culls  whate're  he  can, 
Legion's  his  name,  a  people  in  a  Man. 
His  bulky  folly  gathers  as  it  goes. 
And,   rolling  o're   you,    like   a   Snow-ball 

growes.  20 

His  various  Modes  from  various  Fathen 

follow ; 
One  taught  the  Toss,  and  one  the  new  French 

Wallow ; 


The  Man  of  Mode,   1676. 
Etherege. 


The  play  is  by 


7'' 
If 


I 


•••1 


ii. 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


IlisSword-knot  this.hisCrcvat  this  design  <' ; 
And  lliis  the  yard  lout;  Snake  he  twirls 

behind. 
From  one  the  sacred  Perriwii»  lie  jjainM, 
\\  hich  Wind  ne'er  blew,  nor  touch  of  Hat 

proph.in'd. 
Another's  diving  Dow  he  did  adore. 
Which  with  a  shog  costs  all  the  hair  before, 


Till  he  with  full  Decorum  brings  it  back, 
And  rises  with  a  Water  Spaniel  shake.      30 
As  for  his  Songs  (the  Ladies  dear  IJelight) 
Those  sure  he  took  from  most  of  you  wiio 

Write. 
Yet    everv    man   is   safe    from    what    lie 

fear'd  ; 
For  no  one  fool  is  hunted  from  the  her  J. 


PROLOGUE  TO  CIRCE. 


II   I 
1%   I 

-S 


Were  you  but  half  so  wise  as  you're  severe, 
Our  youthful!  Poet  shou'd  not  need  to  fear  ; 
To  his  green  years  your  Censures  you  would 

suit. 
Not  blast  the  Blossom,  but  expect  tlic  Fruit. 
The  Sex  that  best  does  jJeasure  understand 
Will  alwayes  chuse  to  err  on  t'other  hand. 
"They    check    not    him    that's   aukard    in 

delight, 
Hut  clap  the  young  Rogues  Cheek,  and  set 

him  right. 
Thus  heartn'd  well,  and  flesh't  upon  hisPrey, 
The  youth  may  prove  a  man  another  day.  10 
Your  Ben  and  FUUhtr,  in  their  first  young 

night, 
Did  no  Volponc,  no  Arhves  write  ; 
But  hopp'd  about,  and  short  Excursions 

made 
From  Bough  to  Bough,  as  if  they  were  ] 

afraid, 
And  each  wercguilty  of  some SUghled  Maid.  J 


Sliakespear's  own   Muse  her  Pericles  first 

bore; 
The    Prince   of    Tyre   was  elder  thon  the 

Moore. 
'Tis  miracle  to  see  a  first  good  Piny  ; 
All  Hawthorns  do  not  bloom  on  Christmas- 
day. 
A  slender  Poet  must  have  time  to  grow,   20 
And  spread  and  burnish  as  his  Brothers  do. 
Who  still  looks  lean,  sure  with  some  fm  is 

curst, 
But  no  Man  can  be  Falstaff-iat  at  first, 
Then  damn  not,  but  indulge  his  stew'd 

Essays, 
Encourage  him,  and  bloat  him  up  with 

Praise, 
Tliat  he  may  get  more  bulk  before  he  dies, 
He's  not  yet  fed  enough  for  Sacrifice. 
Pcrhai)S,  if  now  your  Grace   you  will  not 

grudge, 
He  may  grow  jp  to  write,  and  you  to  judge. 


EARLIER  VERSION  OF  PROLOGUE  TO  CIRCE. 


Were  you  but  half  so  wise  as  y'  are  severe. 
Our  youthful  Poet  shou'd  not  need  to  fear  ; 
To  his  green  years  your  Censures  you  wou'd 

suit. 
Not  blast  the  Blossom,  but  expect  the  Fruit. 
The  Sex  that  best  does  pleasure  understand 
Will  alwayes  chuse  to  err  on  t'other  hand. 
They  check  not  him   that's  Aukward  in 

delight. 
But  clap  the  young  Revues  Cheek,  and  set 

him  right, 

ClKCE,   1677.    Two  versions  of  lliis  Prolojjue. 
The  play  is  by  Charle*  Uavcnant. 
11  no|  Scot/  and  others  wrongly  give  nor  no 
15  were]  ScoU  and  others  wrongly  give  wai 


Thus  heartn'd  well,  and  (lesh't  upon  his  Pre)-, 
The  >-outh  may  prove  a  man  another  day.  10 
For  your  own  sakes,  instruct  him  when  he's 

out. 
You'll  find  him  mend  his  work  at.every 

bout. 
When  some  young  lusty  Tliief  is  passing  by,| 
How  many  of  your  tender  Kind  will  cry,  r 
A  proper  Fellow  !  nity  he  should  dye !     I 
He  mi^ht  be  sav'd,  and  thank  us  for  our 

pams. 
There's  sucha  stock  of  Love  within  his  Veins. 


24  itewM]  This  can  hartlh  i*  right.  SaM 
ana  others  give  rude  Dr.  Aldis  Wright  an- 
iectiired  slerv'd  and  this  may  welt  he  right. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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These  Arguments  tlie  Women  may  persuade, 
But  move  not  you,  the  Brothers  of  the  Trade, 
Who,  scattering  your  Infection  tluough 

the  Pit,  20 

:  With  uking  Hearts  and  empty  Purses  sit. 
To  take  your  dear  five  Shillings  worth  of 

Wit. 
The  Praise  you  give  him  in  your  kindest  mood 
Comes  dribling  from  you,  just  like  drops  of 

Blood; 
Ami  then  you  clap  so  civilly,  for  fear 
The  loudness  might  oifcnd  your  Ncighbouis 

tar, 


That  we  suspect  your  Gloves  are   lin'd 

within. 
For  silence  sake,  and  Cotten'd  next  the 

skin. 
From  these  Usurpers  we  appeal  to  you, 
The  only  knowing,  only  judging  few  ;       30 
You,  who  in  private  have  this  Play  allow'd, 
Ought  to  maintain  your  Suilrage  to  the 

Crowd. 
The    Captive,    once    submitted    to   your 

Bands, 
You  should  protect  from  Death  by  Vulgar 

hands. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  ALL  FOR  LOVE,  OR 
THE  WORLD   WELL  LOST. 


PROLOGUE. 

WiiATFlocksofCritiqueshover  hereto-day, I 
As  Vultures  wait  on  Armies  for  their  Prey,  V 
All  saping  for  the  Carcase  of  a  Play  !) 
With  croaking  Notes  they  bode  some  jire 

event. 
And  follow  dying  Poets  by  the  scent. 
Ours  gives  himself  for  gone;  y'  have  watch 'd 

your  Time ; 
He  fighte  thb  day  unarra'd,  without  his 

Rhyme, 
And  brings  a  Tale  which  often  has  been  told, 
As  sad  as  Dido's,  and  almost  as  old. 
Mis  lleroe,  whom  you  Wits  his  Bully  call,  10 
Bates  of  his  Mettle,  and  scarce  rants  at  all ; 
lie's  somewhat  lewd,  but  a  well-meaning 

mind, 
Weeps  much,  fights  little,  but  is  wondrous 

kind  ; 
In  short.  ,1  Pattern  and  Companion  fit 
For  all  the  keeping  Tonyes  of  the  Pit. 
I  cou'd  name  more :    A  Wife,  and  Mistress 

too, 
Both  (to  be  plain)  too  good  for  most  of 

you ;  [ 

The  Wife  well-natur'd,  and  the  Mistress 

true.  / 

Now,  Poets,  if  your  fame  has  been  hb 

Care, 
Allow  liim  all  the  Candour  you  can  spare.  20 

Al.l.  FOK  LovK,  1678. 


A  brave  Man   scorns   to  quarrel  once  a 

day, 
Like  Hectors  in  at  ev'ry  petty  fray. 
Let  those  find  fault  whose  Wit's  so  very 

$mall, 
They've  need  to  show  that  they  can  think 

at  all. 
Errors,  like  Straws,  upon  the  surface  flow ; 
He  who  would  scarcli  for  Pearls  must  dive 

below. 
Fops  may  have  leave  to  level  all  they  can, 
As  Pigmies  wou'd  be  (^lad  to  lop  a  Man. 
Half-wits  are  Fleas,  so  little  and  so  light, 
We  scarce  cou'd  know  they  live,  but  that 

they  bite.  3° 

But,  as   the   rich,  when   tir'd  with  daily 

Feasts, 
For  Change  become  their  next  poor  Tenants 

Ghests ; 
Drink  hearty  Draughts  of  Ale  from  plain 

brown  Bowls, 
And  snatch  the  homely  Rasher  from  the 
I         Coals : 

So  you,  retiring  from  much  better  Cheer, 
For    once    may    venture    to   do  penance 

here. 
And  since  that  plenteous  Autumn  now  is 

past. 
Whose  Grajjes  and  Peaches  have  indulg'd 

your  Taste, 
Take  in  good  Part  from  our  poor  Poets 

boord 
Such  rivcll'd  Fruits  as  Winter  can  afford.  40 
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EPILOGUE. 

Poets,  like  Disputants,  when  Reasons  fail, 
Have  one  sure  Refuge  left,  and  that's  to 

rail. 
Fop,  Coxcomb,  Fool,  arc  thuntler'd  throuch 

the  Pit, 
And  this  is  all  their  Equipage  of  Wit. 
We  wonder  how  the  Devil  this  difl'rence 

grows, 
Betwixt  our  Fools  in  Verse,  and  yours  in 

Prose: 
For,   'Faith,   the   Quarrel    rightly   under- 
stood, 
'Tis  Civil  War  with  their  own  Flesh  and 

Blood. 
The  thread-bare  Author  hates  the  eawdv 

Coat,  *"       ' 

And  swears  at  the  Guilt  Coacn,  but  swears 

afoot :  10 

For  'tis  observ'd  of  ev'ry  Scribling  Man, 
He  grows  a  Fop  as  fast  as  e'er  he  can  ; 
Prunes  up,  and  asks  his  Oracle  the  Glass, 
If  Pink  or  Purple  best  become  his  Face. 


For  our  poor  Wretch,  he  neither  rails  nor] 

prays,  [ 

NorhkesyourWit  justasyoulikehis  Plays;f 
He  has  not  yet  so  much  of  Mr.  Bays.        j 
He  does  his  best ;  and  if  he  cannot  please, 
Wou'd  quietly  sue  out  his  Writ  of  Ease. 
Yet,  if  he  might  his  own  grand  Jury  call,  20 
By  the  Fair  Sex  he  hep  to  stand  or  fall. 
Let  Casar's  Pow'r  the  Mens  Ambition  move, 
But  grace  you  him,  who  lost  the  World  for 

Love ! 
Yet  if  some  antiquated  Lady  say, 
The  last  Age  is  not  copy'd  in  his  Play  ; 
Heav'n  help  the  man  who  for  that  face  must 

drudge, 
Which  only  has  the  wrinkles  of  a  Judge. 
Let  not  the  Young  and  Beauteous  join  »vith 

those; 
For  shou'd  you  raise  such  numerous  Hosts  of 

Foes, 
Young  Wits  and  Sparks  he  to  his  aid  must 

call;  yj 

'Tis  more  than  one  Man's  work  to  please 

you  all. 


i 


li: 


J 


EPILOGUE  TO  MITHRIDATES,   KING  OF  PONTUS. 


You've  seen  a  Pair  of  faithful  Loversx 

die: 
And  much  you  care,  for  most  of  you  will  I 

Twas  a  just  Judgment  on  their  Constancy,  f 
For,  Heaven  be  thank'd,  we  live  in  such  an 

Age, 
When  no  man  dies  for  Love,  but  on  the 

Stage : 
And  cv'n   those  Martyrs  are  but  rare  in 

Plays ; 
A    cursed    sign    how    much    true    Faith 

decays : 
Love  b  no  more  a  violent  desire  ; 


In  Woman,  'tis  of  subtil  int'rest  made ; 
Curse  on   the  Punk   that  made  it  firet  a 

Trade ! 
She  first  did  Wits  Prerogative  remove, 
And  made  a  Fool  presume  to    prate  of 

Love. 
Let  Honour  and  Preferment  go  for  Gold, 
But  glorious  Beauty  is  not  to  be  sold  ; 
Or,  if  it  be,  'tis  at  a  rate  so  high, 
I  That  nothing  but  adoring  it  shou'd  buv. 
Yet   the   rich  Cullies  may  their  boasting 

spare;  20 

They  purchase  but  sophisticated  Ware. 
'Tis  Prodigality  that  buys  deceit, 


7!ln  r/^  ^^^^y^"''  *  painted  Fire  |  Where   boTh    the"GK"e-'r;  "^nd'the  Taker 

In  all  our  Sex,  the  name  examm'd  well,  10           cheat. 

Is  Pride  to  gain,  and  Vanity  to  tell.  Men  but   refine  on    the    old    Half-Crown 

.,  way ; 

M1THRI0ATES,  1678.    The  play  i,  by  Lee.  I  And  Women  &ght,UkcSwizzers,loi  their  Pay. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES 
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PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  KIND  KEEPER, 
OR  MR.  LIMBERHAM. 


PROLOGUE 

Tri'E  Wit  has  seen  its  best  Days  long  ago  ; 
It  ne'er  look'd  up  since  we  were  dipt  in  Show, 
When  sense  in  dogrel  Rhymes  and  Clouds 

was  lost, 
And  Dulness  flourish'd  at  the  Actors'  Cost. 
Nor  stopt  it  here  ;  when  Tragedy  was  done. 
Satire  and  Humour  the  same  Fate  have  run. 
And  Comedy  is  sunk  to  Trick  and  Pun. 
Now  our  machining  Lumber  will  not  sell. 
And  you  no  longer  care  for  Heav'n  or  Hell ; 
What  Stuff  will  please  you  next,  the  Lord 

can  tell.  lo 

Let  them,  who  the  Rebellion  first  began 
To  Wit,  restore  the  Monarch  if  they  can  ; 
Our  Author  dares  not  be  the  first  bold  Man. 
He,  like  the  prudent  Citizen,  takes  care 
To  keep  for  better  Marts  his  staple  Ware  ; 
His  Toys  are  good  enough  for  Slurbridge  Fair. 
Tricks  were  the  Fashion  ;  if  it  now  be  spent, 
'Tis  time  enough  at  Easter  to  invent ; 
No  man  will  make  up  a  new  Suit  for  Lent. 
If  now  and  then  he  takes  a  small  Pretence,  20 
To  forage  for  a  little  Wit  and  Sense, 
Pray  pardon  him,  he  meant  you  no  Offence, 
Next  summer,  Nostradamus  telb,  they  say. 
That  all  the  Criticks  shall  be  shipp'd  away. 
And  not  enow  be  left  to  damn  a  Play. 
To  every  Sail   beside,   good    Heav'n,  be 

kind  ; 
But  drive  away  that  Swarm  with  such  a 

Wind 
That  not  one  Locust  mav  be  left  behind  ! 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Lihberhah. 

I  beg  a  Boon,  that,  e're  you  all  disband, 
Some  one  would  take  my  Bargain  oS  my 

hand ; 
To  keep  a  Punk  is  but  a  common  evil ; 
To  find  her  false,  and  Marry,— that's  the 

Devil. 
Well,  I  ne're  acted  Part  in  all  my  life, 
But  still  1  was  fobb'd  off  with  some  such  Wife 
I  find  the  Trick  ;  these  Poets  take  no  pity 
Of  one  that  is  a  Member  of  the  City. 
We  Cheat  you  lawfully,  and  in  our  Trades  ; 
You  Cheat  us  basely  with  your  Common 

Jades.  10 

Now  I  am  Married,  I  must  sit  down  by  it ; 
But  let  me  keep  my  Dear-bought  Spouse  in 

quiet : 
Let  none  of  you  Damn'd  Woodalls  of  the  Pit 
Put  in  for  Shares  to  mend  our  breed  in  Wit ; 
We  know  your  Bastards  from  our  Flesh  and 

Blood, 
Not  one  in  ten  of  yours  e're  comes  to  good. 
In  all  the  Boys  their  Fathers  Vertues  shine. 
But  all  the  Female  Frv  turn  Pugs,  like  mine. 
When  these  grow  up,  I^rd,  with  what  Ram- 
pant Gadders 
Our  Counters  will  be  throng'd,  and  Roads 

with  Padders.  30 

This  Town  two  Bargains  has,  not  worth  one 

farthing, 
A  Smithfitld  Horse,  and  Wife  of  Covent- 

Garden. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  TRUE  WIDOW. 


HEav'n  save  ye  Gallants,  and  this  hopeful 

Age, 
V"  are  welcome  to  the  downfal  of  the  Stage : 
The  Fools   have   labour'd   long   in    their 

Vocation  ; 
And  Vice  (the  Manufacture  of  the  Nation) 
O'efttocks  the  Town  so  much,  and  thrives 

so  well. 
That  Fopps  and  Knaves  grow  Druggs,  and 

win  not  sell. 

Tie  Kind  Kkehcb,  1678. 


In  vain  our  Wares  on  Tlieaters  are  shown, 
When  each  has  a  Plantation  of  his  own. 
His  Cruse  ne'r  fails ;    for  whatsoe're    he 

spends, 
There^s  still  God's  Plenty  for  himself  and 

friends.  10 


The  True  Widow,  1678.  The  p1«y  is  by 
Sliailwell.  The  Prologue  was  reprinted  in  1690 
with  .\phra  BRhn's  TAe  Widow  Kaultr. 

Q  CmieJ  Editors  Ml  Christi*  absurdly  givt 
Cause 


'3> 

I'll 


|W) 


•  M. 


■\  ;  i 
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ShouM  Men  be  rated  by  Poetick  Rules, 
Lord,  what  a  Poll  wouki  there  be  rais'd  from 

Fools ! 
Mean  time  poor  Wit  prohibited  must  lye, 
As  if  'twere  made  some  French  Comnioflity. 
Fools  you  will  have,  and  rais'd   at  vast 

expence, 
And  yet  as  soon  as  seen,  they  give  oflcnce. 
Time  wat,  when  none  wou'd  cry  thai.  Oaf 

was  mce, 
But  now  you  strive  about  your  Pedigree. 
Bauble  and  Cap  no  sooner  are  thrown  down. 
But  there's  a  Muss  of  more  than  half  the 

Town.  20 

Each  one  will  challenge  a  Child's  part  at 

least ; 
A  sign  the  Family  is  wcU  increas'd  i 


Of     Forreign    Cattle    there's     no    longer 

need, 
When  w'are  supply'd  so  fast  with  English 

Breed. 
Well!  Flourish, Countrymen  (  drinki swear, 

and  roar  t 
Let    every    £ree>bora    Subject    keep    his 

Whore, 
And  wandring  in  the  Wilderness  about. 
At  end  of  40  years  not  wear  her  out. 
But  when  you  see  these  Pictures,  let  none 

dare 
To  own  beyond  a  Limb,  or  single  share ;  30 
For  where  the  Punk  is  common,  he's  g 

Sot 
Who  needs  will  father  what  the   Parish 

got. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  (IDIPUS. 


ri:!; 


!  I 
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PROLOGUE. 

When  AlhensaW  the  Gracian  State  did  guide, 
AndGr«;««  gave  Laws  to  all  the  World  beside; 
Then  Sophocles  with  Socrates  did  sit, 
Supreme  in  Wisdom  one,  and  one  in  Wit : 
And  Wit  from  Wisdom  difler'd  not  in  tliose, 
But  as  'twas  Sung  in  Verse  or  said  in  Prose. 
Then  (Edipns,  on  crowded  Theaters 
Drew  all  admiring  Eyes  and  listning  Ears : 
The  pleas'd  Spectator  shouted  every  Line, 
The  noblest,  manliest,  and  the  best  Design  ! 
And  every  Critick  of  each  learned  Age      1 1 
By  thb  just  Model  lias  reform'd  the  Stage. 
Now,  should  it  fail,  (as  Ileav'n  avert  our 

fear!) 
Damn  it  in  silence,  lest  the  World  should  hear. 
For  were  it  known  this  Poem  did  not  please, 
You  might  set  up  for  perfect  Salvages  : 
Your  Neighbours  would  not  look  on  you  as 

men : 
But  think  the  Nation  all  turned  Picts  agen. 
Faith,  as  vou  manage  matters,  'tis  not  fit 
You  should  suspect  your  selves  of  too  much 

Wit.  20 

Drive  not  the  jeast  too  far,  but  spare  this 

piece; 
And  for  this  once  be  not  more  Wise  than 

Grttce. 


(EoiPVS,  t67&    Published  la  1670. 
Prolosue  1  Slate]  Edd,  give  i\A\.v.% 


.See  twice !  Do  not  pell-mell  to  Damning  fall, 
Like  true-born  Brittains,  who  ne're  think 

at  all: 
Pray  be  advis'd ;  and  though  at  Mons  you 

won. 
On  pointed  Cannon  do  not  always  run. 
With  some  Respect  to  antient  Wit  proceed, 
And  take  the  lour  first  Councils  for  your 

Creed. 
But,  when  you  lay  Tradition  wholly  by,  ) 
And  on  the  private  Spirit  alone  reive,  30  ■ 
You  turn  Fanaticks  in  your  Poetry.  ) 
If,  notwithstanding  all  that  we  can  say,  \ 
You  needs  will  have  your  pen'worths  of  I 

the  Play,  \ 

And  come  resolv'd  to  Damn,  because  vou  1 

pay,  ■     ) 

Record  it.  in  memo/ial  of  the  Fact, 
The  first  Play  bury'd  since  the  WoUcn  Act. 

EPILOGUE. 
WflAT  Sophocles  could  undertake  alone, 
Our  Poets  found  a  Work  for  more  than  one ; 
And  therefore  Two  lay  tugging  at  the  piece, 
With  all  t!»oir  force,  to  draw  the  pondrous 

Mass  from  Greece ; 
A   weight   that  bent   ev'n  Seneca's  stroj^ 

Muse, 
And  which  CorneiUe's  Shoulders  did  refuse : 

Prologue  j8  four  6rstJ  Ckristi*  and  olhtri 
wrongly  give  first  fwic 
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So  hard  it  is  th'  Alkenian  Harp  to  strine  I 
So  much  two  Consuls  yield  to  one  just  King. 
Terrour  and  Pity  this  whole  Poem  sway  ; 
Tiic  mightiest  Machines  that  can  mount 

a  Play ;  lo 

How  heavy  will  those  Vulgar  Souls  be  found, 
Whom  two  such  Engines  cannot  move  from 

Ground ! 
When  Greece  and  Rome  have  smil'd  upon 

this  Birth, 
You  can  but  damn  foronepoorspotof  Earth ; 
And  when  your  Children  find  your  judgment 

such, 
They'll  scorn  their  Sires,  and  wish  them- 

selves  born  Dutch  ; 
Each  haughty  Poet  will  infer  with  ease. 
How  much  iiis  Wit  must  undcr-write  to 

please. 
As  some  strong  Churle  would  brandishing 

advance 
The   monumental   Sword    that    conquer'd 

France,  30 


So  you  by  judging  this  your  judgtnenti 

teach, 
Thus  far  you  like,  that  is,  thus  far  you  reach. 
Since  then  the  Vote  of  full  two  Thousand 

years 
Has  Crown'd  thu  Plot,  and  all  the  Dead  are 

theirs. 
Think  it  a  Debt  you  pay,  not  Alms  you 

pive, 
And  m  vour  own  defence  let  this  Play  live. 
Think    em   not   vain,  when   Sophocles  ii 

shown. 
To  praise  his  worth,  they  humbly  doubt  their 

own. 
Vet  as  weak  Sutes  each  other's  pow'r 

assure, 
Weak  Poets  by  Conjunction  are  secure.  30 
Tlieir  Treat  is  what  your  Pallats  rellish  most, 
Charm  !  Song  I  and  Show !  a  Murder  and 

a  Ghost ! 
We  know  not  what  you  can  desire  or  hope, 
To  please  you  more,'  but  burning  of  a  Pope. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA, 
OR  TRUTH  FOUND  TOO  LATE. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Betterton,  representing 
the  Ghost  of  Shakspbar. 

See,  my  lov  d  Britons,  see  your  Shakespeare 

rise, 
An  awfuil  Ghost  confess'd  to  human  Eyes  ! 
Unnam'd,   methinks,   dbtinguish'd    I   had 

been 
From  other  Shades  by  this  eternal  Green, 
Aboutwhose  Wreaths  the  vulgar  Poetsstrive, 
And  with  a  Touch,  their  wither'd  Bays 

revive. 
Untaught,  unpractis'd,  in  a  barbarous  Age, 
I  found  not,  but    :  pated  first  the  Stage. 
And  if  I  drain'u    '    Ireek  or  Latin  Store, 
Twas  that  ray  m  n  Abundance  gave  me 

more.  10 

On  foreign  Trade  I  needed  not  rely, 
Like  fruitful!  Britain,  rich  without  Supply. 
In  this  mv  roiigii-drawn  Play,  you  shall 

behold 
Some  Master-strokes,  so  manly  and  so  bold 

(Edipus,  i67».    Epilogoe  9  Pity]  pity  !*;« 
10  roonntl  CAritti*  varottgly  five*  move 


That  he,  who  meant  to  alter,  found  'em  such 
He  shook ;  and  thought  it  Sacrilege  to  touch. 
Now,  where  are  the  Successors  to  my  Name  ? 
Wl>at  bring  they  to  fill  out  a  Poets  Fame  ? 
Weak,  short-liv  d  Issues  of  a  feeble  Age  ; 
Scarce  living  to  be  Christen'd  on  the  Stage  ! 
For  Humour  Farce,  for  Love  they  Rhyme 

dispence,  i\ 

That  tolls  the  Knell  for  their  departed  Sencs. 
Dulness  might  thrive  in  any  Trade  but  thb : 
'Twould  recommend  to  some  fat  Benefice. 
Dulness,  that  in  a  Playhouse  meets  Disgrace, 
Might  meet  with  Reverence  in  its  proper 

place. 
The  fulsome  Clench  that  nauseats  the  town) 
Wou'd  from  a  Judge  or  Alderman  eo  down  I  \ 
Such  Virtue  b  there  in  a  Robe  and  Gown  I  j 
And  that  insipid  Stuff  which  here  you  hate,\ 
Might  somewhere  else  be  call'd  a  gravel 

Debate  ;  31  f 

Dulness  is  decent  in  the  Church  and  State.) 
But  I  forget  that  still  'tis  understood. 
Bad  Plays  are  best  decry'd  by  showing  good : 

Troilus  and  Crbssida,  1679.    The  original 
text  i*  carelcM  in  tbc  Me  of  capitala. 


■'  I 

t   At- 


<« 


fill 


>3 


»34 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


Sit  silent  then,  that  my  picas'd  Soul  nwy  tee 
A  JmUr'^K  Audience  once,  and  worthy  mc : 
My  faitliful  Scene  from  true  Kecorcu  shall 

»«"'  .         .. 

How  Trojan  Valour  did  the  (.m*  exceli ; 

Your  great  Forefathers  shall  their  Fame 

regain, 

And  Homers  angry  Ghost  rcpuic  jn  vain.  40 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Thersites. 

These  cruel  Criticjues  put  nie  into  Passion, 

For  in  their  lowring  Looks  I  reade  Damna- 
tion: 

You  expect  a  Satyr,  and  I  seldom  fail ; 

When  1  m  first  beaten,  'tis  my  Part  to  rail. 

You  British  Fools  of  the  old  Trojan  Stock, 

That  stand  so  thick  one  cannot  miss  the 
Flock, 

Poets  have  cause  to  dread  a  keepinj;  Pit, 

When  Womens  Cullyes  come  to  judge  of  Wit. 

As  we  strew  Rats-bane  when  we  Vermine 
fear, 

Twere  worth  our  Cost  to  scatter  Fool-bane 
here ;  10 


And  after  all  our  judeii^  Fops  were  lerv'd, 
Dull  Poets  too  shou'd  have  a  Dose  reserv'd, 
Such   Reprobates   as,   past   all  Sence  of 

Shaming, 
Write    on,    and    nerc   are   satbfy'd    with 

Damming, 
Next,  those,  to  whom  the  Stage  does  not 

belong 
Such  whose  Vocation  onely  is  to  Song, 
At  most  to  Prologue ;  when  for  Want  oi 

Time 
Poets  take  in  for  Journeywork  in  Rhiinc. 
Uut  I  want  Curses  for  those  mighty  Shwiics 
Of  scribling  CUorisses,  and  PkiUii  Fools :  20 
Those  Ophs  should  be  restrain'd,  during  their 

Lives, 
From  Pen  and  Ink,  as  Madmen  are  from 

Knives : 
I  cou'd  rayl  on,  but  'twere  a  Task  as  vain 
As   Preaching  Truth   at   Roitic,  or  Wit  in 

Spain : 
Yet  to  huH  out  our  Play  was  worth  irv 

trying ; 
John  Litboiirn  scap'd  his  Judges  by  defying. 
If  guilty.yet  I'm  sure  oth  Churches  BIcssini,' 
By  suflenng  for  the  Plot,  without  confcs:>ing. 


PROLOGUE    TO  CESAR  BORGIA,  SON  OF  POPE 
ALEXANDER  THE  SIXTH. 


Th'  unhappy  man  who  once  has  trail'd  a 

Pen, 
Lives    not    to    please  himself,  but   other 

men ; 
Is  always  drudging,  wasts   his   Life  and 

Blood, 
Yet  only  eats  and  drinks  what  you  think 

good. 
What  praise  soe're  the  Poetry  deserve, 
Yet  every  Fool  can  bid  the  Poet  starve. 
That  fumbling  lecher  to  revenge  is  bent, 
Because  he   thinks   himscH   or  Whore   is 

meant: 
Name  but  a  Cuckold,  all  the  City  swarms  ; 
From  Leaden-hall  to  Ludgate  is  in  Arms.    10 
Were  there  no  fear  of  Antichrist  or  Fmnre, 
In  the  best  times  poor  Poets  live  b_.  chanre. 

Casar  Borgia,  1680.    The  play  is  by  L<e. 
■  1  best]  Editors  till  Chrislit  wrongly  give 
blcHt 
tiincsl  The  tdilora  wrengit  iivt  tinie 


Either  vou  come  not  here,  or,  as  you  grace) 
Some  old  acquaintance,drop  into  the  place, 
Carelessand  qualmish  with  a  yawning  Face.  I 
You  sleep  o're  Wit,  and  by  my  troth  you 

may  ; 
Most  of  your  Talents  lye  another  way. 
You  love  to  hear  of  some  prodigious  Tale, 
The  Bell  that  tolled  alone,  or  Irish  Whale. 
News  is  your  Food,  and  you  enough  provide, 
Both  for  your  selves   and   all   the  World 

beside.  21 

One  Theatre  there  is  of  vast  resort, 
Which  whiloine  of  Requests  was  called  the 

Court. 
But  now  the  great  Iixchange  of  News  'lis 

hipht, 
.And  full  of  hum  and  buzz  from  Noon  till 

Ni|;ht : 
Up  Stairs  and  down  you  run,  as  for  a  Race, 
And  each  M.^a  wears  three  Nations  in  his 

Face. 
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So  big  you  look,  tho'  Claret  vou  retrendi, 
That,  arm'd  with  bottkd  Ale,  you  bufi  the 

French. 
But  all  your  Entertuinment  still  is  fed      30 
Uy  Villains  in  our  own  dull  Island  bred : 
Would  you  return  to  us,  we  dare  enRace 
To  show  you  better  Kocues  upon  the  Stage. 
You  know  no  Poison  but  plain  RaU-bane 

here; 
Death's  more  refind,  and  better  bred  else- 
where. 


They  have  a  dvU  way  in  Italy 

Dy  sinf  lUng  a  perfume  to  make  you  dye. 

A  Tridt  would  make  you  lay  your  Snuf!' 

box  by.  . , 

Murder's  a  Trade— so  known  and  practw  d 

there, 

That  'tis  Infallible  as  is  the  Chair 40 

But  ntark  their  Feasts,  you  shaU  behokl 

such  Pranks ; 
The  Pope  sayf  Grace,  but  'tis  the  Devil  gives 

Thanks. 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  OXFORD,  1680. 


T\ifsl>is,  the  first  Professor  of  our  Art, 
At  Country  Wakes,  Sunn  BallaiU  in  a  Cart. 
To  prove  this  true,  if  Lalin  be  no  Trespass, 
Diciliir  el  Plauslris  vexisse  Poemata  Thespis. 
But  Eschylus,  says  Uoraet  in  some  Page, 
Wasthc  first  Mountebank  e'ertrod  theStage ; 
Yet  AlhcHS  never  knew  your  learned  Sport 
01  tossing  Poets  in  a  Tennis-Court. 
But  'tis  the  Talent  of  our  English  Nation 
Still  to  be  plotting  some  new  Reformation  ; 
And  few  years  hence,  if  anarchy  go  on,      11 
Jack  Presbyter  will  here  erect  his  Throne, 
knock  out  a  Tub  with  Preaching  once  a  Day. 
And  every  Prayer  be  longer  than  a  Play. 
Then  all  you  Heathen  Wits  shall  go  to  pot 
For  disbelieving  of  a  Popbh  plot : 


Nor   should   we   want   the  Sentence   to 

depart 
Ev'n  in  our  first  Original,  a  Cart. 
Occham,  Dun  Seotus,  must  though  learn'd  go 

down, 
As  chief  Supporters  of  the  Triple  Crown,  ao 
And  Aristotle  for  destruction  ripe : 
Some  say  he  call'd  the  Soul  an  Orpan-pipe, 
Which,  by  some  little  help  of  Derivation, 
Shall  thence  be  rall'd  a  Pipe  of  Inspiration. 
Your  wiser  Judgments  further  penetrate 
Who  late  found  out  one  Tare  amongst  the 

>>'hcat, 
Tliis  is  our  Comfort:    none  e'er  cried  us 

down 
But  who  disturbed  both  Bishop  and  a  Crown. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  LOYAL  GENERAL. 


If  vet  there  be  a  few  that  take  delight      \ 
in  that  which  reasonableMen  should  write,  > 
To  them  Atone  we  Dedicate  thfe  Night.     ) 
The  Rest  may  satisfie  their  curious  Itch 
With  City  Ga/.ets,  or  some  Factious  Speech, 
Or  what-ere  Libel,  for  the  Publick  Good, 
Stirs  up  the  Shrove-tide  Crew  to  Fire  and 
Blood. 


CycsAM  Borgia,  i68a 
u  our]  Some  editors  wrongly  five  yent 
\\  Featltl  Som*  tdUer*  wrongly  five  Feast 
Thb  Prologue  at  Oxford,  im«».  The  text  as 
given  with  Nat.  Lee's  tragedy  of  Sof>houisb*,  for 
wliirh  xW  Pml«>g«<»  was  wtftten.     The  variants 
Ix-low  are  from  the  version  in  the  Miaulltny 
Heme. 
2  in]  from  i6Sf. 
5  ICscAyfits]  Esealus  1684. 


Remove  your  Benches,  you  apostate  Pit, 
And  take  Above.twelve  penny-worth  of  Wit ; 
GobacktoyourdearDancingon  the  Rope,  10 
Or  see  what's  worse,  the  Devil  and  the  Pope ! 
The  Plays  that  take  on  our  Corrupted  Stage, 
Methinks,  resemble  the  distracted  Age ; 


6  e'er]  that  1684. 
u  will]  shall  16S4. 


II  go]  (roes  1684. 
15  you]  yov  16S4. 


16  AfUrthi*  lint  in  16S4  this  toiipUt: 
Your  Poets  shall  be  us'd  like  Infidels, 

And  worst  the  Author  of  the  Oxjord  BeU*. 

17  want]  scape  j6f/. 

18  After  ihlt  line  in  M4  tkes*  eoufltt*  : 

No  Zealous  Brother  there  would  want  a  Stone, 
To  maul  Ut  Cardinals,  and  pelt  Pope  Joan. 
Religion,  Learning,  Wit,  woold  be  rapprest, 
Rags  of  the  Whore,  and  Trappings  of  the  Beast. 

10.  Tkit  line  in  ib84  Mm.- 
Scot^  Sumrea.  Ttm  ^Afuin,  mast  go  dowa. 

a  I  .<4>-i>/<«/&]  Aristotle's  jW^. 

a4  thence  be  call'd]  then  be  prov'd  1684. 

»S-28.  Omitted  1684.  „      .     .  .    - 

tHBL0VAkGBliKKAL,i68a  TbepUyubyTate. 
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Noise,  MadncM,  all  unreasonable  Thinss, 
That  strike  at  Sense,  as  Rebels  do  at  Kings ! 
The  stile  of  Forty  One  our  Poets  write.     i6 
And  you  are  grown  to  jud^  like  Forty  Eight. 
SurhCensures  our  mistaking  Audience  make, 
That  'tis  almost  grown  scandalous  to  take. 
They  talk  of  Feavours  tiuit  infect  the  Drams; 
But  Non-sence  is  the  new  Disease  that  reigns. 
Weak  Stomachs,  with  a  long  Disease  opprcst, 
Cannot  the  Cordials  of  strong  Wit  digest ; 
Therefore  thin  Nourishment  of  Farce  yc 
choose,  34 

Decoctions  of  a  iiarly-water  Muse : 


A  Meal  of  Tragedy  wou'd  make  ye  Sick, 

Unless  it  were  a  very  tender  Chick. 

Some  Scenes  in  Sippets  wouM  be  worth  out 

time: 
Those  wou'd  go  down ;  tome  Love  that's 

poach'd  in  Rime ; 

If  these  shou'd  fail jg 

We  must  lie  down,  and,  after  all  our  cwt. 
Keep  Holy-day,  like  Water-men  in  Frost ; 
Whilst  you  turn  Players  on  the  Worldi 

great  Stage, 
And  Act  your  selves  the  Farce  of  your  own 

Age. 


PR0LCX5UE  TO  THE  SPANISH   FRYAR,  OR  THE 
DOUBLE  DISCOVERY. 


Now,  Luck  for  us,  and  a  kind  hearty  Pit, 
For  he  who  pleases,  never  failes  of  Wit. 
Honour  is  yours : 

And  vou,  like  Kings  at  CityTrcats,  bestowit ; 
The  Writer  kneels,  and  is  bid  rise  a  Poet. 
But  you  are  fickle  Sovereigns,  to  our  Sorrow ; 
You  dubb  to  day,and  hang  aman  tomorrow: 
You  cry  the  same  Sense  up,  and  down  again. 
Just  like  brass  Money  once  a  year  in  Spain : 
Take  you  i'  th'  mood,  what  e'er  base  metal 

come,  10 

You  coin  as  fast  as  Groats  at  Bromingam  ; 
Though  'tis  no  more  like  Sense  in  ancient 

Plays 
Than  Rome's  religion  like  St.  Peter's  days. 
In  short,  so  swift  your  Judgments  turn  and 

wind. 
You  cast  our  fleetest  Wits  a  mile  behind. 
'Twere  well  your  Judgments  but  in  Plays  did 

range. 
But  ev'n  your  Follies  and  Debauches  change 
With  such  a  Whirl,  the  Poets  of  your  Age 
Are  tyr'd,  and  cannot  score  'em  on  the  Stage, 
Unlesseach  Viceinshort-hand  they  indite,  20 
Ev'n  as  notcht  Prentices  whole  Sermons 

write. 
The  heavy  Hollanders  no  Vices  know, 
But  what  they  us'd  a  hundred  years  ago ; 
Like  honest  Plants,  where  they  were  stuck, 

they  grow ; 


The  Spanish  Prvar,  1681.    Fublithni  in  1682. 
4  Kings  at  City  Treats,)  Kings,  at  City  Treats 

1 1  Bromittgtum]  The  editors  print  Birming. 
nam 
ij-13  OmiHeH in  Iht  tHd edition,  1686. 


They  cheat,  but  still  from  cheating  Sires  they 

come ; 
They  drink,  but  they  were  christen'd  fint  in 

Mum. 
Their  patrimonial  Sloth  the  Spaniards  ktep, 
And  Philip  first  taught  Philip  how  to  sleep. 
The  French  and  we  still  change  ;  but  here  s 

the  Curse, 
They  change  for  better,  and  we  change  for 

worse;  jo 

They  take  up  our  old  trade  of  Conquering, 
And  we  arc  taking  theirs,  to  dance  and  sifig : 
Our  Fathers  did  for  change  to  France  repair, 
And  they  for  change  will  try  our  English  Air. 
As  Childlren,  when  they  throw  one  Toy  away, 
Straight  a  more  foolish  Gugaw  comes  in  play; 
So  we,  grown  penitent,  on  serious  thinking, 
Leave  Whoring,  and  devoutly  fall  to  Drink- 
ing. 
Scowring  the  Watch  grows  out  of  fashion 

wit; 
Now  we  set  up  for  Tilting  in  the  Pit,      40 
Where    'tis    agreed    by    Bullies,    chicicen- 

hearted. 
To  fright  the  Ladies  first,  and  then  be  parted. 
A  fair  attempt  has  twice  or  thrice  been  made, 
To  hire  Nignt-murth'rers,  and  make  Death 

a  Track. 
When  Murther's  out,  what  Vice  can  we 

advance? 
Unless  the  new-found  Pois'ning  Trick  of 

Franu : 
And  when  their  art  of  Rats-hant  we  have 

got. 
By  way  of  thanks,  we'll  send  'em  o'er  our 

Plot. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES 
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EPILOGUE  TO  TAMERLANE  THE  GfiF.AT. 


LaWIS,  the  BeardkM  Author  ol  thi«  I>»y 
Commendi  to  you  the  Fortun*  of  h»  P.«y. 
A  Woman  Wit  hat  often  gnc  d  the  Stage, 
Hut  he'H  the  firtt  Boy-Foet  of  our  Age 
Earlv        I  ihe  Year  his  Fancie*  blow, 
Like'    m.  '  Swtutus  peeping  through  the 

-^      (  ,-.-     y  bloasom'd  soon,  yet  Flourish'd 

T  at    forward,  and   may  prove  as 

Youth  wWi  the  Fair  should  always  Favour 

Or  we  are  damn'd  Dissemblen  of  our  kind. 
What's  all  this  Love  they  put  into  our 

Tis  but   the   pit-a-pat   of   Two    Young 
Hearts. 


Shou'd  Hag  and  Gray -beard  make  surh 

tender  moan,  , 

Faith,  you'd  e'en  trust  'em  to  themselves  1. 

alone,  i 

And  cry,  let's  go,  hert  <  nothinR  to  be ) 

done. 
Since  Love's  our   Business,  as  'tit  your 

Delight. 
The  Young,  who  best  can  prar tise,  l*e«t  can 

Write. 
Wh»ttboughhebenotcometohisfullPow'r? 

He's  mending  and  improving  every  Hour. 
'  You  sly  She-Jockies  of  the  Box  and  Pit    20 
Are  pi4.a«'d  to  find  a  hot  unbroken  Wit. 
I3y  management  he  may  in  imt  be  ni;u!c. 
But  there  s  no  hopes  of  an  old  lMt«<>i'd  J  'ie  ; 
Faint  and  unnerv'd  he  runs  into  a  Sweat, 
And  always  faih  you  at  the  Second  Heat. 


A   PROLOGUE. 


GuLANTS,  a  bashful  Poet  bids  me  say 
He's  come  to  lose  his  Maidenhead  to-day 
Be  not  too  fierce,  for  he's  but  green  of  Af.t, 
And  ne're  till  now  debauch'd   upon   the 

Stage.  ,  „      ,    . 

He  wants  the  suff'ring  part  of  Resolution, 
And  comes  with  blushes  to  his  Execution. 
E're  you  deflow'r  his  Muse,  he  hopes  the 

Pit  ^.   .„. 

Will  make  some  Settlement  upon  his  Wit. 
Promise  him  well,  before  the  Play  begin ; 
For  he  wou'd  fain  be  coxen'd  into  Sin.     10 
Tis  not  but  that  he  knowsyou  meantofail ;  | 
But,  if  you  leave  him  after  being  frail,        h 
He'll  have,  at  least,  a  fair  Pretence  to  rail;  I 
To  call  you  base,  and  swear  you  us  d  him  ill. 
And  put  you  in  the  new  Deserters  Bill : 
Lord,  what  a  Troop  of  perjur'*'  Men  we  see  ; 
Enough  to  fill  another  Mercury  ! 
But  this  the  Ladies  may  with   patience 

brook : 
Their's  are  not  the  first  Colours  you  forsook  i 
He  wou'd  be  loth  the  Beauties  to  offend  ;  so 
But  if  he  shou'd,  he's  not  too  old  to  mend. 

TAMtRLAiiK  THB  Grbat,  iMi.  The  pUy  is  by 
Charles  Saandrrt. 


in 


his  first  Year  of 


He's  a  young  Plant 

bearing. 
But  his  Frwnd  swear*,  he  will  be  worth  the 

reering. 
His  Gloss  IS  still  upon  him,  tho'  'tis  true 
He's  yet  unripe,  yet  take  him  for  the  blue. 
You  think  an  Apricot  half  green  is  best ; 
There's  sweet  and  sour  ;  and  one  side  good 

at  least. 
Mango's  and  Limes,  whose  Nouridiment  is 

Tittle,  ,  , .  , 

Tho'  not  for  Food,  are  yet  preserv  d  for 

Pickle.  _,        ,    ^«9 

So  this  green  Writer  may  pretend,  at  least, 
To  whet  your  Stomachs  for  a  better  Feast. 
H*-  makes  this  Uifference  in  the  Sexes  too ; 
H  •  «e« ;  to  Men.  he  gives  himself  to  you. 
T-j  boti<  he  wou'd  contribute  some  delight ; 
'j  -nerc  Poetical  Hermaphrodite, 
T.ius  he's  equipp'd.  both  to  be  woo  d  and  | 

woo; 
With  Arm.  offensive,  and  defensive  "'•o; 
'Tis  hard,  he  thinks,  if  neither  part  wul  do 


A  PWOLOCUE.    Pablishe.!  in  the  MiuellanUt 
"'Jl'd.lmes]  Berries .»  po.-'humoM  ediliotu. 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


'*    • 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  PRINCESS    OF  CLEVES. 


PROLOGUE. 

Ladies!  (I  hope  there's  none  behind  to  hear,) 
I  long  to  whisjier  something  in  your  Ear, 
A  Secret.which  does  much  my  Mind  perplex: 
There's  Treason  in  the  Play  against  our  Sex. 
A  Man  that's  false  to  Love,  that  vows  and 

cheats, 
And  kisses  every  living  thing  he  meets ! 
A  Rogue  in  Mode,  I  dare  not  speak  too  broad. 
One  that  does  something  to  the  very  Bawd. 
Out  on  him,  Traytor,  for  a  filthy  Beast !     9 
Nay,  and  he's  like  the  pack  of  all  the  rest : 
Noneof 'em  stickatmark;  They  all  deceive. 
Some  Jew  has  changed  the  Text,  I  half 

believe ; 
Their  Adam  cozen'd  our  poor  Grandame  Eve. ) 
To  hide  their  Faults  they  rap  out  Oaths,  and 

tear ; 
Now  tho'  we  lye,  we're  too  well-bred  to 


swiar. 
So  we  compound  for  half  the  Sin  we  owe, 
But  men  are  dipt  for  Soul  and  Body  too  ; 
And,  when  found  out,  excuse  themselves. 

Pox  cant  'em. 
With  Latin  stuff,  perjurla  ridel  Amantum. 
I'm  not  Book  Learn'd,  to  know  that  word  in 

vogue,  *o 

But  I  suspect  'tis  I.atin  for  a  Rogue. 
I'm  sure,  I  never  heard  that  Schritch-Owl 

hoUow'd 
In  my  poor  Ears,  but  Separation  follow'd. 
How  can  such  per  jur'd  Villains  e'er  be  saved  ? 
AchitopheVs  not  half  so  false  to  David. 
With  Vows  and  soft  Expressions  to  allure, 
They    stand,    like    Foremen   of    a   Shop, 

demure: 
No  sooner  out  of  sight,  but  they  are  gadding, 
And  for  the  next  newFace  ride  outapadding. 
Yet,  by  their  Favour,  when  they  have  bin 

kissing,  _     3P 

We  can  ,.erc;ive  the  ready  Mony  missing. 
Well !   we  may  rail ;  but  'tis  as  good  e'en 

wink ; 
Something  we  find,  and  something  they  will 

sink. 


The  Princess  op  Ci.eves,  i6Re.  Text  from 
tt.e  Miscellanies  of  ifkSi.    The  play  m  by  Lee. 

Prolo(rue  13  Their  J  Edilor*  till  Christie  give 
Th<"  e 


But,  since  they're  at  renouncing,  'tis  out 

Parts 
To  trump  their  Diamonds,  &  they  trump 

our  Hearts. 

EPILOGUE. 

A  Qualm  of  Conscience  brings  me  back  agen, 

To  make  amends  to  you  bespatter'd  Men. 

We  Women  love  like  CaU,  that  hide  their 
Joys 

By  growling,  squa'.ing,  and  a  hideous  Noise. 

I  rail'd  at  wild  young  Sparks  ;  but  witliout 
lying, 

N'.ver  was  Man  worse  thought  on  for  high- 
flying. 

The  Pro(%aI  of  Love  gives  each  her  Tart, 

And  Squandring  showsat  leastanoble  Heart. 

I've  heard  of  Men,  who,  in  some  lewd  Lrm- 
poon. 

Have  hir'd  a  Friend  to  make  their  Valour 
known.  10 

TliatAccusationstraightthisQucslionbritiRs, 

What  is  the  Mail  that  does  such  naughty 
things  ? 

The  Spaniel  Lover,  like  a  sneaking  Fop, 

Lies  at  our  Feet ;  he's  scarce  worth  taking 
up, 

Tis  true,  such  Heroes  in  a  Play  go  far ; 

But  Chamber  Practice  is  not  like  the  Bar. 

When  Men  such  vile,  such  feint  Petitions 
make. 

We  fear  to  give,  because  they  fear  to  take ; 

Since  Modesty's  the  Virtue  of  our  Kind, 

Pray  let  it  be  to  our  own  Sex  confin'd.    20 

When  Men  usurp  it  from  the  Female  Nation, 

I  "Tis  but  a  Work  of  Supererogation 

;  We  show'd  a  Princess  m  the  Play,  'tis  true, 
i  Who  gave  her  Casar  more  than  all  his  due ; 

Told  her  own  Faults ;  but  I  shou'd  mud 
abhor 

To  choose  a  Husband  for  my  Confessor. 

You  see  what  Fate  follow'd  the  Saint-liiie 
Fool, 

For  telling  Tales  from  out  the  Nuptial  Schor" 

Our  Play  a  merry  Comedy  had  prov'd, 

Had  she  confess'd  as  much  to  him  she  lov'd. 

True  Presbyleriatt-Wivcs  the  means  wou'd 
(         try: 
I  But  damn'd  Confessing  is  ilat  Popery. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 


THE  fam'd  Ilalian  Muse,  whose  Rhymes 
advance 

Orlando,  and  the  Paladins  of  France, 

Records  that,  when  our  Wit  and  Sense  is 
flown, 

Tis  lodg'd  within  the  Circle  of  the  Moon 

In  Earthen  Jars,  which  one,  who  thither 
soar'd, 

Stt  to  his  Nose,  snufit  up,  and  was  rcstor  d. 

What  e're  the  Story  be,  the  Moral's  true  ; 

The  Wit  we  lost  in  Town  wc  find  in  you. 

Our  Poett  their  fled  Parts  may  draw  from 
hence, 

And  fill  their  windy  Heads  with  sober  Sense. 

When  London  Votes  with  Sotithwark's  dis- 
agree, '* 

Ilete  may  they  find  their  long-lost  Loyalty, 

Here  busie  Senates,  to  th'  old  Cause  indin'd, 

May  snuB  the  Votes  their  Fellows  left  be- 
hind: 


Your  Country  Neighbours,  when  their  Graio 

grows  dear. 
May  come,  and  find  their  last  Provision  here  j 
Whereas  we  cannot  much  lament  our  Loss, 
Who  neither  carried  back  nor  brought  one 

Cross. 
We   look'd   what   Representatives   wou'a 

bring, 
But  they  nelp'd  us,  just  as  they  did  the  King. 
Vet  we  despair  not ;  for  we  now  lay  forth  21 
The  SyhilJrs  Books  to  those  who  know  their 

Worth ; 
And  tho  the  first  was  Sacrific'd  before. 
These  Volumes  doubly  will  the  price  restore. 
Our  Poet  bade  us  hope  this  Grace  to  find. 
To  whom  by  long  Prescriptron  you  are  kind. 
He,  whose  undaunted  Muse  with  Loy(i)  Rage 
Has  never  spar'd  the  Vices  of  the  ^, 
Here  fi  nd  ing  nothing  that  his  Spleen  can  raise. 
Is  forced  to  turn  his  Satire  into  Praise.      30 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 


And  that  which  was  a  Cu^n's  tayl  before 
Becomes  a  plume  for  Indian  emperor. 
But  all  his  Subjecte,  to  express  the  Cart    tj 
Of  Imitation,  go,  like  Indians,  bare ; 
Lac'd  Linen  there  would  be  a  dangerous  \ 

Thing ;  .        [ 

It  might  perhaps  a  new  Rebellion  brmg  ;  | 
The  5«<  who  wore  it  wou'd  be  chosen  King. ) 
But  why  should  I  these  Renegades  describe. 
When  you  yourselves  have  seen  a  le\>  ler 

Tribe  ? 
Ttag  has  been  here,  and  to  this  learned  Pit 
With  Irish  Action  slandered  English  Wit ; 
You  have  beheld  such  barbarous  Macs  appear 
As  merited  a  second  Massacre  ;  30 

Sudi  as  like  Cain  were  branded  with  Di«- 

grace,  , 

And  had  their  Country  s'tampt  up<m  their 

Face. 
When  Strollers  durst  presume  to  pick  your 

pui'se, 
We  humbly  thought  our  broken  Troop  not 

worse. 
How  ill  foe'er  our  Action  may  deserve, 
Oxford 's  a  place  where  Wit  can  never  sterve. 

First  Pholoque  to  the  Univ.  or  Oxford,  !     Second  I'holocue,  1681.  Text  from  the  »H»- 
iWti.    Text  from  the  Misc*llatii*t  of  1693-  !  ctllanits  of  1684. 


Discord  and  Plots,  which  have  undone  our 

Age, 
With  the  same  ruine  have  o'erwhelmed  the 

Stage. 
Our  House  has  suffered  in  the  common  Woe, 
We  have  been  troubled  with  Scotch  Rebels 

toe. 
Our  brethren  arc  from  Thames  to  Ttcied 

departed, 
.\nd  of  our  Sisters  all  the  kinder-hearted 
To  Edtnborotigh  gone,  or  coached  or  carted.^ 
With  bonny  Blewcap  there  they  act  all  night 
For  Scotch  half-crown,  in  English  Three- 
pence hight. 
One  Nymph,  to  whom  fat  Sir  John  Falstaff  s 

lean,  10 

There   with   her    single    Person    fills    the 

Scene. 
Another,  with  long  Use  and  Age  decay'd, 
Div'd  here  old  Woman,  and  rose  there  a 

Maid. 
Our  trusty  Door-keepers  of  former  time 
There  strut  and  swagger  in  Heroique  Rhyme. 
Tack  but  a  copper  Lace  to  drugget  Suit, 
And  there 's  a  Heroc  made  without  Dispute ; 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 


Tho'    Actors    carnot   much    of   Learning 

txnst, 
Of  all  who  want  it,  we  admire  it  most : 
We  love  the  Praises  of  a  learned  Pit, 
As  we  remotely  are  ally'd  to  Wit. 
We  speak  our  Poet's  Wit,  and  trade  in 

Ore, 
Like  those  who  touch  upon   the  Golden 

Shore ; 
Betwixt  our  Judges  can  distinction  make, 
Discern  how   much   and  why  our  Poems 

take ; 
Mark  if  the  Fools,  or  Men  of  Sense,  rejoice  ; 
Whether  th'  Applause  be  only  Sound  or 

Voice.  10 

When  our  Fop  Gallants,  or  our  City  Folly, 
Clap  over-loud,  it  makes  us  melancholy  : 
We  doubt  that  Scene  which  does  their 

wonder  raise, 
And  for   their    Ignorance  contemn  their 

Praise. 
Judge  then,  if  we  who  act  and  they  who 

write 
Shou'd  not  be  proud  of  giving  you  delight. 
London  likes  grosly  ;  but  this  nicer  Pit 
Examines,  fatnoms,  all  the  Depths  of  Wit ; 


The  ready  Finger  lays  on  every  Blot ; 
Knows  what  shou'd  justly  please,  and  what 

shou'd  not.  20 

Nature  her  self  lyes  open  to  your  view. 
You  judge  by  her  wliat  draught  of  her  is 

true. 
Where  Out-lines  false,  and  Colours  seem  too 

faint. 
Where  Bunglers  dawb,  and  where  true  Poets 

Paint. 
But  by  the  sacred  Genius  of  this  Place, 
By  every  Muse,  by  each  Domestick  Grace, 
Be  kind  to  Wit,  which  but  endeavours  well, 
And,  where  you  judge,  presumes   not  to 

excel. 
Our  Poets  hither  for  Adoption  come. 
As  Nations  su'd  to  be  made  free  of  Rome :  30 
Not  in  the  suffragating  Tribes  to  stand, 
But  in  your  utmost,  last.  Provincial  Band. 
If  his  Ambition  may  those  Hopes  pursue, 
Who  with  Religion  loves  your  Arts  and  you, 
Oxford  to  him  a  dearer  Name  shall  be. 
Than  his  own  Mother  University. 
Thebes  did  his  green  unknowing  Youth  in- 

gage, 
He  chuses  Athens  in  his  riper  Age. 


PROLOGUE. 
TO  THE  UNHAPPY  FAVOURITE. 

SPOKEN    TO    THE    KINO    AND    THE    QUEEN    AT   THEIR    COMING    TO   THE    HOUSE. 


When  first  the  Ark  was  landed  on   the 

Shore, 
And  Heav'n  had  vowed  to  curse  the  Ground 

no  ni^re. 
When  Tops  of  Hills  the  longing  Patriark 

saw, 
And  the  new  Scene  of  Earth  began  to  draw. 
The  Dove  was  sent  to  View  the  Waves 

Decrease, 
And  first  brought  back  to  Man  the  Pledge  of 

Peace. 
'Tis  needless  to  apply,  when  those  appear 


PR01.0CUB  TO  THB  Univ.  op  Oxford. 
from  the  Mitcellanus  of  1684. 


Teit 


Wl»o  bring  the  Olive,  and  who  Plant  it  here. 
We  have  before  our  Eyes  the  Royal  Dove, 
Still  Innocence  is  Harbinger  to  Love.       10 
The  Ark  is  open'd  to  dismiss  the  Train, 
And  people  with  a  better  Race  the  Plain. 
Tell  me,  you  Pow'rs,  why  should  vain  Man 

pursue 
With  endless  ToyI  each  object  that  is  new, 
And  for  the  seeming  Substance  leave  the 

true  ? 
Why  should  he  quit  for  Hopes  his  certain 

good. 
And  loath  the  Manna  of  his  daily  food  ? 

The  ITmhappv  Favourite,  i68».  PriniM  in 
the  MisctUaniit  of  1(184  and  with  the  play,  wbjch 
it  by  B^nks,  i|i  168$. 
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Must  England  still  the  Scene  of  Changes  be, 
Tost  and  Tempestuous  like  our  Ambient 

Sea? 
Must  still  our  Weather  and  our  Wills  agree? 
Without    our    Blood    our    Liberties    we 

have;  31 

Who    that  is  Free  would  fight  to  be  a 

Slave  ? 
Or  what  can  Wars  to  after  Times  Assure, 
Of  which  our  Present  Age  is  not  secure  ? 
All  that  c-ir  Monarch  would  for  us  Ordain 
Is  but  t'  injoy  the  Blessings  of  his  Reign. 


Our  Land's  an  Eden  and  the  Main's  our 

Fence, 
While  we  preserve  our  State  of  Innocence : 
That  lobt,  then  Beasts  their  Bruital  Force 

employ. 
And  first  their  Lord  and  then  themselves 

destroy.  30 

What  Civil  Broilshave  cost  we  knew  too  w«l; 
Oh  !  let  it  be  enough  that  once  we  fell, 
And   every    Heart   conspire,   with   every 

Tongue, 
Still  to  havesuch  a  King,and  this  King  Long. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  UNHAPPY  FAVOURITE, 
OR  THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX. 


We  act  by  Fits  and  Starts,  like  drowning 

Men, 
But  just  peep  up,  and  then  Dop  down  again. 
Let  those  who  call  us  Wicked  change  their 

Sence, 
For  never  Men  liv'd  more  on  Providence. 
Not  Lott'ry  Cavaliers  are  half  so  poor. 
Nor  Broken  Cits,  nor  a  Vacation  Whore  ; 
Not  Courts,  nor  Courtiers  living  on  the  Rents 
Of  the  three  last  ungiving  Parliaments  ; 
So  wretched,  that,  if  Pharaoh  could  Divine, 
He  might  have  spar'd  his  Dream  of  Seven 

lean  Kine,  10 

And  chang'']  his  Vision  for  the  Muses  Nine. 
The  Comet  >  /hich,  they  say,  portends  a  Dearth 
Was  but  a  Vapour  drawn  from  Play-house 

Earth, 
Pent  there  since  our  last  Fire,  and  Lilly  sa.yes. 
Foreshows  our  change  of  State  and  thin 

Third-iayes. 
Tls  not  our  want  of  Wit  that  keeps  us  poor. 
For  then  the  Printers  Press  would  suffer 

more. 
Their  Pamphleteers  each  Day  their  Venom 

spit; 
They  thrive  by  Treason,  and  we  starve  by 

Wit.  19 

EriLOGUE  TO  THE  UNHAPPY  FAVOURrTE. 
i  Dopj  Editors  till  Ckristit  gixt  pop 
18  cacti  Day  their  Venom]  tlieir  Venom  daily 
ASs. 


Confess  the  truth,  which  of  you  has  not  laid 
Four  Farthings  out  to  buy  the 

Ha//£«WMaid?  ^Alrr 

Or,  what  is  duller  yet  and  more    cHkry. 

di«s  spite  us, 
Democr:tus  his  Wars  with  Heraelilus  ? 
These  are  the  Authors  that  have  run  us 

down. 
And  Exercise  you  Critticks  of  the  Town. 
Yet  these  are  Pearls  to  your  Lampooning 

Rhimes, 
Y'  abuse  your  selves  more  dully  than  the 

Times. 
Scandal,  the  Glory  of  the  English  Nation, 
Is  worn  to  Ra^,  and  Scribled  out  of 

Fashion ; 
Such  harmless  Thrusts  as  if  like  Fencers 

Wise,  30 

You  had  agreed  your  Play  before  their 

Prize. 
Faith,  you  may  hang  your  Harps  upon  the 

Willows, 
'Tis  just  like  Children  when  they  box  with 

Pillows. 
Then    put    an    end    to    Civil    Wars    for 

shame, 
Let  each  Knight  Errant  who  has  wrong'd  ■ 

Dame 
Throw  down  his  Pen  and  give  her  if  he 

can, 
The  satisfaction  of  a  Gentleman. 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE. 

TO    HIS    ROYAL    HIGHNESS   UPON    HIS    FIRST   APPEARANCE    AT   THE   DUKE's 
THEATRE    SINCE    HIS    RETURN    FROM    SCOTLAND. 


In  those  cold  Regions  which  no  Summers 

chear, 
When  brooding  darknesscovers  half  theyear, 
To  hollow  Caves  the  shivering  Natives  go. 
Bears  range  abroad  and  hunt  in  tracks  of 

Snow; 
But  when  the  tedious  Twilight  wears  away 
And  Stars  grow  paler  at  the  approach  of  Day, 
The  longing  crowds  to  frozen  Mountains  run, 
Happy  who  first  can  see  the  glimmering  Sun ; 
The  surly  Salvage  Off-spring  disappear  ; 
And  curse  the  bright  Successor  of  the  Year. 
Vet  though  rough  Bears  in  covert  seekv 
defence,  i ' 

White  Foxes  stay  with  scorning  Innocence ; 
That  crafty  kin<l  with  day-light  can  dis- 
pense. 
Still  we  are  throng'd  so  full  with  Reynard's 

race 
That  Loyal  Subjects  scarce  can  find  a  place : 
Thus  modest  Truth  is  cast  behind  the  Crowd, 
Truth  spesks  too  Low,  Hypocrisie  too  Loud. 
Let  them  be  first  to  flatter  in  success  ; 
Duty  can  stay,  but  Guilt  has  need  to  press. 
Once, when  trueZeal  the  Sons  of  God  did  call, 
To  make  their  solemn  show  at  Heaven's 

The  fawning  Devil  appear'd  among  the  rest 
And  made  as  good  a  Courtier  as  the  best. 


The  friends  of  Job,  who  rail'd  at  him  befort, 
Came  Cap  in  hand  when  he  had  three  times 

more. ' 
Yet,  late  Repentance  may  perhaps  be  true  j 
Kings  can  forgive,  if  Rebels  can  but  sue. 
A  Tyrant's  Pow'r  in  rigour  is  exprest : 
The  Father  yearns  in  the  true  Prince's  breast. 
We  grant  an  Ore'grown  Whig  no  grace  can 

mend,  30 

But  most  are  Babes  that  know  not  tliey 

offend. 
The  Crowd,  to  restless  motion  still  endin'd, 
Are  clouds  tlmt  rack  accordng  to  tbe  wind. 
Dm'n  by  their  Chkis  they  storms  of  Hail- 
stones pour. 
Then  mourn,  and  soften  to  a  silent  showre. 
0  welcome  to  this  much  offending  land 
The  Prince  that  brings  forgiveness  in  his 

handl 
Thus  Angels  on  glad  messages  appear ; 
I'heir  first  Salute  commands  us  not  to  fear: 
Thus  Heav'n,  that  cou'd  constrain  us  to 

obey,  40I 

(With  rev'rence  if  we  might  presume  to^ 

say,)  , 

Seems  to  relax  the  rights  of  Sov'rcipnj 

sway, 
Permits  to  Man  the  choice  of  Good  aad  111, 
And  makes  us  Happy  by  our  own  Free-will. 


PROLOGUE 

TO   THE    DUCHESS   ON    HER    RETURN    FROM    SCOTLAND. 


When  factious  Rage  to  cruel  Exile  drove 
The  Queen  of  Beauty,  and  the  Court  of  Love, 
The  Muses  droop'd  with  their  forsaken  Arts, 
And  the  sad  Cupids  broke  their  useless  Darts. 
Our  fruitful  Plains  to  Wilds  and  Deserts 

turn'd. 
Like  Eden's  Face  when  banish'd  Man  it 

inounieil : 
Love  was  no  more  when  Loyalty  was  gone, 
The  great  Sup(M>rter  of  his  awful  Throne. 

Proixxsl-b  to  his  Rovai.  Highhbss,  l68i 
a  When]  Editors  lill  Chrislit give  Wherr 
33  rackj  Editors  till  Christie gi^'* '»'''' 


Lov2  could  no  longer  after  Beauty  stay,  \ 
But  wander'd  northward  to  the  Verge  oil 

Day, 
As  if   the    Sun   awl  he  had    kist  their  1 

Way.  n' 

But  now  the  illustrious  Nymph,  retura'J 

again. 
Brings  every  Grace  triumphant  in  her  Train: 
The  wondering  Nereids,  though  thi\  rais'J 

no  Storm, 
Foreslow'd  her  Passage  to  behoW  her  Form ; 

Prologue  TO  THB  Duchess,  i6«j.   Teitfw* 
the  Misullanies  of  i6q  v 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


Hi 


Some  cried  a  Venus,  Mine  a  Thetis  past. 
But  this  was  not  so  fair  nor  that  so  chaste. 

I  Far  from  her  Sight  flew  Faction,  Strife,  and 
Pride,  .... 

I  And  Envy  did  but  look  on  her,  and  died. 
Whate'er  we  sufler'd  from  our  sullen  Fate,  20 
Her  Sight  is  purchased  at  an  easy  rate : 
Threegloomy  Vearsagainstthis  Day  wereset, 
But  this  one  mighty  Sum  hasdear'dthedebt. 
Like  Joseph's  Dream,  but  with  a  better 

Doom ; 
The  Famine  past,  the  Plenty  still  to  come. 

1  For  her  the  weeping  Heavens  become  serene, 
For  her  the  Ground  is  clad  in  cheerful  green, 
I  For  her  the  Nightingales  are  taught  to  sing, 
And  Nature  has  for  her  delay'd  the  Spring. 
Tlie  Muse  resumes  her  long-forgotten  Lays, 
And  Love,  rcstor'd,  his  ancient  Realm  sur- 
veys, 3* 


Recalls  our  Beauties  and  revives  our  Playa ; 
His  waste  Dominions  peoples  once  again. 
And  from  her  Presence  dates  his  second 

Reign.  «..     u    j   • 

But  awful  Charms  on  her  fair  Forehead  sit. 
Dispensing  what  she  never  will  adroit ; 
Pleasing  yet  cold,  like  Cynthia's  silver  Beam, 
The  People's  Wonder  and  the  Poet's  Theme. 
Distemper'd  Zeal,  Sedition,  canker'd  Hate 
No  more  shall  vex  the  Churdi  and  tear  the 

State ;  4© 

No  more  shall  Faction  dvH  Discords  move. 
Or  only  Discords  of  too  tender  Love : 
Discord  like  that  of  Music's  various  Parts, 
Discord    that    makes    the    Harmony   of 

Hearts,  .   „  v  • 

Discord  that  only  this  Dispute  shall  bring. 
Who  best  shall  love  the  Duke  and  serve  the 

King. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  LOYAL  BROTHER, 
OR  THE  PERSIAN  PRINCE. 


PROLOGUE. 

rorrs,  like  Lawful   Monarchs,  rul'd 


the 


Till  Criticks,  like  Damn'd  WhiggS  dcbauch'd 
our  Age. 

Mark  how  they  jump  •  Criticks  wou  d  regu- 
late ,  -    ^ 

Our  Theatres.andWhiggs  reform  ourbttate ; 

Both  pretend  love,  and  both  (Plague  rot 

•cm)  hate. 

Tlie  Critick  humbly  seems  Advice  to  bring, 
The  fawning  Whicg  Petitions  to  the  King  ; 
But  ones  Advice  into  a  Satyr  slides, 
r  other's  Petition  a  Remonstrance  hides. 
Tliese  will  no  Taxes  give,  and  those  no 

Pence;  ,  ^.         '« 

Criticks  wou'd  starve  the  Poet,  Whiggs  the 

Prince. 
ITie  critick  all  our  Troops  of  friends  discards ; 
Just  so  tlie  Whigg  wou'd  fain  pull  down  the 

Guards. 
Guards  nrc  illegal  that  drive  foes  away, 
As  watchful  Shepherds  that  fright  beasts  of 

prey. 

The  I^val  Brotheh,  iMi.    The  play  is  by 

Southern. 


Kings  who  Disband  such  needless  Aids  as 

these  .    f.  ,_. 

Are  safe— as  long  as  c're  their  Sub)ects 

please;  «         « 

And  that  would  be  till  next  Queen  Besses 

night,  ,. 

Which  thus  grave  penny  Chroniclers  indite. 
Sir  Edmond-berry  hrst,  in  woful  wise  20 
Leads  up  the  show,  and  Milks  their  Maudlin 

There's  not  a  Butcher's  Wife  but  Dribs  her 

And  pities  the  poor  Pageant  from  her  heart ; 
Who,  to  provoke  Revenge,  rides  round  the 

Fire, 
And  with  a  civil  congee  docs  retire : 
But  guiltless  blood  to  ground  must  never 

fall :  ,      ,, 

There's  Antichrist  behind,  to  pay  for  all. 
The  Punk  of  Babylon  in  Pcmp  appears, 
A  lewd  Old  Gentleman  of  seventy  jrenrs  ; 
Whose  Age  in  vain  our  Mercy  wou'd  implore, 
For  few  take  Pity  on  an  Old-cast  Whore.  31 
The  Devil,  who  brought  him  to  the  shame,- 

takes  part ;  .       ,  •  .     ^ 

Sitscheekby  jowl  inblacktochear  his  heart, 

Like  Thief  and  Parson  in  a  TiburnCart. 


n 


■Ml 


tr  :,)■  t 
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The  word  is  given,  and  with  a  loud  Huzzaw 
The  Miter'd  Moppet  from  his  Chair  they 

draw: 
On  the  slain   Corps    contending   Nations 

fall: 
Alas,  what's  one  poor  Pope  among  'em 

aU! 
He  bums ;  now  all  true  hearts  your  Triumphs 

ring. 
And  next  (for  fashion)  cry,  Cod  save  Ike 

King.  40 

A  needful  Cry  in  midst  of  such  Alarms, 
When    Forty  thousand    Men    are    up    in 

Arms. 
But  after  he's  once  s.av'd,  to  make  amends. 
In  each  succeeding  Health  they  Damn  his 

Friends : 
So  God  begins,  but  still  the  Devil  ends. 
What  if  some  one  inspir'd  with  Zeal  shou'd 

call, 
Come,  let's  go  cry.  Cod  save  him  at  White- 

kaU? 
His  best  Friends  wou'd  not  like  this  over- 
care, 
Or   think   him   e're    the   safer  for   that 

pray'r.  49 

Five  praying  Saints  are  by  an  Act  allow'd, 
But    not    the   whole   Church-Militant    in 

crowd  ; 
Yet,  should  Heav'n  all  the  true  Petitionsx 

drain  I 

Of  PrM(y<maKf  who  wou'dKings  maintain,  I 
Of  Forty  thousand   five    wou'd   scarce! 

remain.  ) 

EPILOGUE. 

A  Virgin  Poet  was  serv'd  up  to  day, 
Who  till  this  Hour  ne're  cackl'd  for  a  Play. 
He's  neither  yet  a  Whigg  nor  Tory-Boy, 
But,  like  a  Girl,  whom   several  wou'd 

enjoy. 
Begs  leave  to  make  the  best  of  his  own 

natural  Toy. 
Were  I  to  play  my  callow  Author's  game, 
The  King's  House  wou'd  instruct  me  by  the 

Name: 
There's  Loyalty  to  one  ;  I  wish  no  more  ; 
A  Commonwealth  sounds  like  a  common 

Whore. 


Let  Husband  or  Gallant  be  what  thev  will, 
One  part  of  Woman  is  true  Tory  still.     11 
If  any  factious  spirit  should  rebell, 
Our  Sex  with  case  can  every  rising  quell. 
Then,  as  you  hope  we  shou'd  your  tailings 

hide. 
An  honest  Jury  for  our  play  provide. 
Whiggs  at  their  Poets  never  take  offence ; 
They  save  dull  Culpritts  who  have  Murtherd 

Sense. 
Though   Nonsense   is   a   nauseous   heavy 

Mass, 
The    Vehicle    called     faction    makes    it 

pass; 
Faction  in  Play's  the  Commonwealths  man's 
bribe,  20 

The    leaden    Farthing    of    the  Canting 

Tribe: 
Though  void  in  payment  Laws  and  Statutes 

make  it. 
The  Neighbourhood,  that  knows  the  Man, 

will  take  it. 
"Tis  Facti<m  buys  the  Votes  of  half  the 

Pit; 
Theirs  is  the  Pension-Parliament  of  wit. 
In  City-Qubs  their  venom  let  'em  vent ; 
For  there  'tis  safe,  in  its  own  Element. 
Here,  where  their  Madness  can  have  no 

pretence, 
Let  'em  forget   themselves   an   hour  in 

sense. 
In  one  poor  Isle,  why  should  two  Factions) 
be?  30 

Small  diffrence  in  your  Vices  I  can  see :  • 
In  Drink  and  Drabs  both  Sides  too  well  I 
agree.  ' 

Wou'd  there  were  more  Preferments  in  tht 

Land; 
If  Places  fell,  the  Party  could  not  stand. 
Of  this  damn'd  Grievance  ev'ry  Whigg  com- 
plains ; 
They  grunt  like  Hogs  till  they  have  got  their 

Grains. 
Mean  time  you  see  what  Trade  our  Plots  ad- 
vance : 
We    send    each    Year  good   Money  into 

France ; 
And  they  that  know  what  Merchandise  we 

need, 
Send  o're  true  Protestants  to  mend  our 
breed.  40 
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PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN, 


AT  THE   OPENING   OP 


PROLOGUK. 


SwcE  Faction  ebbs,  and  Rogues  grow  out  of 
Fashion, 

Their  penny-Scribes  take  care  t  inform  the 
Nation 

How  well  men  thrive  in  this  or  that  Planta- 
tion: 

nov Pennsylvania's  Air  agrees  with  Quakers, 

And  Carolina's  with  Associators : 

Both  e'en  too  good  fov  Madmen  and  for 
Traitors. 

Truth  v,  our  Land  with  Saints  is  so  run  o'er, 

And  every  Age  produces  such  a  store, 

That  now  there's  need  of  two  New-Englands 
more. 

What's  this,  you'll  say,  to  Us  and  our  Voca- 
tion? " 

Only  thus  much,   that  we  have  left  our 
Station, 

And  made  this  Theatre  our  new  Plantation. 

The  Factious  Natives  never  cou'd  agree  ; 
But  aiming,  as  they  call'd  it,  to  be  Free, 
Those    Play-house    Whiggs    set    up    for 

Property. 
Some  say  they  no  Obedience  paid  of  late. 
But  would  new  Fears  and  Jealousies  create, 
'Till  topsy-turvy  they  had  turned  the  State. 

Plain  Sense,  without  the  Talent  of  Fore- 
telling, 

Might  guess  'twould  end  in  down-right 
knocks  and  quelling  ;  20 

For  seldom  comes  there  better  of  Rebelling. 

When  Men  will,  needlessly,  their  Freedom 

barter 
For  lawless  Pow'r,  sometimes  they  catch  a 

Tartar ; 
(There's  a  damned  word  that  rhimes  to  this, 

call'd  Charter.) 

But  since  the  Victory  with  Us  remains, 
You  shall  be  call'd  to  Twelve  in  all  our 

gains 


THEI*   THEATIE   UPON    THE   UNION    OF   THE  TWO 
COMPANIES  IN  1682. 

Old  men  shall  have  good  old  Plays  to  delight 

'em: 
And  you,  fair  Ladies  and  Galants,  that 

slight  'em, 
We'll  treat  with  good  new  PUys,  if  our  new 
Wits  can  write  'em.  2fi 

We'll  take  no  blundering  Verse,  no  fustian 

Tumour, 
No  dribling  Love  from  this  or  that  Presumer, 
No  dull  fat  Fooll  shamm'd  on  the  Stage  for 

humour. 
For,  faith,  som^  of  'em  such  vile  stuft  have 

made. 
As  none  but  Fools  or  Fairies  ever  Play  d  ; 
But  'twas,as  Shop-men  say,  to  force  a  Trade. 
We've  giv'n  you  Tragedies  all  sense  defying ; 
And  singing  men  in  woeful  Metre  dying ; 
This  'tis  when  heavy  Lubbers  will  be  flying. 
All  these  disasters  we  well  hope  to  weather  ; 
We  bring  you  none  of  our  old  Lumber 
hether  •  4» 

Whigg  Poets  and  Whi^  Sheriffs  may  hang 
together. 


EPILOGUE. 

New  Ministers,  when  first  they  get  in  place. 
Must  have  a  care  to  please  ;  and  that  s  our 

Case: 
Some  Laws  for  public  Welfare  we  design. 
If  you,  the  Power  supream,  will  please  to 

join. 
There  are  a  sort  of  Pratlers  in  the  Pit, 
Who  either  have,  or  who  pretend  to  Wit ; 
These  noisy  Sirs  so  loud  their  Parts  rehearse. 
That  oft  the  Play  is  silenc'd  by  the  Farce : 
Let  such  be  dumb,  this  pen.ilty  to  shun. 
Each  to  be  thought  ray  Lady's  eldest  Son.  10 
But  stay  ;  methinks  some  Vizard  Mask  I  see 
CmI  out  her  Lure  from  the  mid  Gallery : 
About  her  all   die   fluttering   Sptrks  are 

nxxs^A  ; 
The  Noise  continues,  though  the  Scene  is 

diang'd : 


't 


(If  you'll  r^ot  think  Us  sawcy  for  our  Pains.)   Now  growling,  sputt'ring,  wauling,  such  a 

-    '  I         clutter, 

To  THE  KiHG  Mu  QuEEK.  i6&t.    Temi  of  1683.   Tib  just  like  PuM  defendant  in  a  Gutter  ; 
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^ 

: 

1    J 

1 

Fine  Love,  no  doubt ;  but  ere  two  days  are 

o'er  ye, 
The  Suigeon  will  be  told  a  woful  story. 
Let  Vizard  Mask  her  naked  Face  exixwc, 
On  pain  of  being  thought  to  want  a  Nose :  20 
Then  for  your  laqucys,  and  your  Train 

beside, 
(By  whate'er  Name  or  Title  dignify'd,) 
They  roar  so  loud,  you'd  think  behind  the 

Stairs 
Tom  Dw^.and  all  the  Rrotherhood  of, Bears  : 
They're    grown    a    Nuisance,    beyond    all 

Disasttrs ; 
We've  none  so  great  but  their  unpaying 

Masters. 
We  beg  you,  Sirs,  to  beg  your  Men  that  they 
Would  please  to  give  you  leave  to  hear  tiie 

Play. 
Next,  in  the  Play-house,  spare  your  precious 

Lives ; 
Think,  like  good  Christians,  on  your  beams 

and  wives ;  2P 

Think  on  your  Souls  ;  but  by  your  luggmg 

forth, 
It  seems  you  know  how  little  they  are  worth. 


If  none  of  these  will  move  the  warlike  Hind, 
Think  on  the  helpless  Whore  you  leave 

behind. 
We  beg  you,  last,  our  Scene-room  to  forbear 
And  leave  our  Goods  and  Chattels  to  out 

Care. 
Alas,  our  Women  are  but  washy  Toys, 
And  wholly  taken  up  in  Stage  Employs : 
Poor  willing  TiU  they  are :  but  yet  I  doubt 
This  double  Duty  soon  will  wear  them  out. 
Then  you  are  watch'd  besides  with  jealous 

Care :  41 

What  if  my  Lady's  Page  should  find  you 

there  t 
My  Lady  knows  t'  a  tittle  what    there's 

in  ye; 
No  passing  your  gilt  Shilling  for  a  Guinea. 
Thus,  Gentlemen,  we  have  summ'd  ui>  in 

short 
Our  Grievances,  from  Country,  Town,  and 

Court: 
Which  humbly  we  submit  to  your  good 

pleasure ; 
But  first   Vote   Money,   then    redress  at 

leasure. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GUISE. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  SMITH. 

Our  Play's  a  Parallel :  The  Holy  League 
Begot  our  Cov'nant ;    Guisards   got   the 

Whigg: 
Whate'er    our     hot-brain'd    Sheriffs    did 

advance 
Was  like  our  Fashions,   first  produc'd  in 

France ; 
And.  when  worn   out,  well  scour^'d,  and 

banish'd  there, 
Sent  over,  like  their  godly  Beggars,  here. 
Cou'd  the  same  Trick,  twice  play'd,  our 

Nation  gull  ? 
It  looks  as  if  the  Devil  were  grown  dull ; 
Or  serv'd  us  up  in  Scorn  his  broken  Meat, 
And  thought  we  were  not  worth  a  better 

Cheat.  lo 

The  fulsome  Cov'nant,  one  wou'd  think  in 

Reason, 
Had  given  us  all  our  Bellys-fiill  of  Treason  ; 

The  Dukb  of  Guise,  1681.    Published  in  168.V 


And  yet,  the  Name  but  chang'd,  our  nasty 

Nation 
Chaws  its  own  Excrement,  th'  Association. 
'Tis  true,  we  have  not  learn'd  their  pois'nin;; 

way. 
For  that's  a  mode  but  newly  come  in  play ; 
Besides,  Your  Drug's  uncertain  toiiri\ail.) 
But  your  True  Protestant  can  never  fail 
With^hatcompendiouslnstnimcnt.al'lail.' 
Go    1    and  bite,  e\  -i  though  the  Hook  lies 

bare,  m 

Twice  in  one  Age  cxutA  the  lawful  Ilcir, 
Once  more  decide  Religion  by  the  Sword ; 
And  purchase  for  us  a  new  Tyrant  Lord. 
Pray  for  your  King,  but  ye*  your  Purses 

spare ; 
Make  Him  not  Two-Pence  richer  by  your 

Prayer. 
To  show  you  k)ve  Him  much,  chastise  Him 

more, 
And    make    Ilim    very   Great,  and  very 

Poor. 
Push  Him  to  Wars,  but  still  no  Pence  ad- 
vance ; 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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UtWmlouEnalaHdftortcvnxFrmue.  ag 
Cry  Freedom  up  with  Popular  noiwe  Votes, 
Ami  get  enough  to  cut  each  other's  ThroaU, 
Lop  ali  the  Rights  tlwt  fence  your  Monarch  s 

Throne ; 
For  fear  of  too  much  Pow'r,  pray  have  Him 

none. 
A  noise  was  made  of  Arbitrary  Sway  ; 
But  in  Revenge,  you  Whiggs  have  found 

away. 
An  Arbitrary  Duty  now  to  pay.  . 

Let  His  own  Servants  turn,  to  save  their 

stake. 
Glean  from  His  Plenty,  and  His  Wants  for- 

But  let  some  Judas  near  His  Person  sUy, 
To  swallow  the  last  Sop,  and  then  betray. 
Make  Lotidm  indci>endant  of  the  Crown ;  41 
A  Realm  a  part ;  the  Kingdom  of  the  Town. 
Let  Ignoramus  juries  find  no  Traytors, 
And  Igtioramus  Poets  scribble  Satyrs. 
And,  that  your  meaning  none  may  fail  to' 

scan. 
Do  what   in   Coffee-houses  you   began ; 
Pull  down  the  Master,  and  Set  up  the  Man. 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  CooKH. 

Much  Time  and  Trouble  this  poor  Play  has 

cost ; 
And  faith,  I  doubted  once  the  Cause  was  lost. 
Yet  no  one  Man  was  meant,  nor  Great  nor 

Small ; 
Our  I'oets,  like  frank  Gamesters,  threw  at 
All. 

Thev  took  no  single  Aim : 

But',  like  bold  Itoys,  true  to  their  Prince  and 

hearty, 
Iluzza'd,  and  fired  Broad-sides  at  the  whole 

Party. 
Duds  are  Crimes  ;  but,  when  the  Cause  is 

right. 
In  Battel  e\erv  Man  is  bcHind  to  fight. 
For  what  siioiild  hinder  Me  to  sell  my| 


Skill, 


10 


But  We,  Forsooth,  must  bear  a  Christian 

And  ficht,  like  Boys,  with  one  Hand  ty  d 

behind ;  ... 

Nay,  and   when  one  Boy  s  down,   twere 

'  wond'rous  wise 
To  cry.  Box  fair,  and  give  him  time  to 

rise. 
When  Fortune  favours,  none  but  Fools  will 
dally ;  '^ 

Would  any  of  you  Sparks,  if  Nan  or  Mally  ■ 
Tipp'dyou  th'  mvitingWink,sUnd,8haU  I, 
shall  I?  ..    / 

A  Trimmer  cry'd  (that  heard  me  teU  th» 
Story),  .  , 

Fie,  Mistress  Cooke  I  Faith,  you're  too  rank 
a  Tory!  .      ^  .  .      . 

Wish  not  Whiggs  hang'd,  but  pity  the«  hard 

Cases; 
you  Women  love  to  see  Men  nakt  wry 
Faces. —  ,  . 

Pray,  Sir,  said  I,  don't  think  me  such 
I         a  Jeiv ;  ..... 

*  I  say  no  more,  but  give  the  Dev  I  his  due.— 
i  Lenitives,  says  he,  best  suit  with  our  Con- 
dition. „       _,     . 
Jack  KeUk,  says  I,  's  an  exceUent  Physi- 
cian. , .        .30 
I  love  no  Bloud.— Nor  I,  Sir,  as  I  breaUi ; 
But  hanging  h  a  fine  dry  kind  of  Death. 
We  Trimtners  are  for   holding  all  things 
even. —  „ 
Yes— just  like  him  that  hung  'twixt  Hell 

and  Heaven. — 
Have    we    not    had    Men's    Lives    enow 

already?' — 
Yes    sure:— but    you're    for    holding    all 

things  steddy. 
Now  since  the  Weight  hangs  all  on  one  side. 

Brother, 
You  Trimmers  shou'd,  to  poize  it,  hang  on 
t'  other.  . ,  „  , 

i  Damn'd  Neuters,  in  their  middle  way  of 

I         steering.  .  t».^ 

I  Are  neither  Fish  nor  Flesh  nor  good  Ked- 
Herring :  4© 


DcarTs'i'cou'd,  if  once  my  Hand  were  in  ?    \\  Not  Whiggs,  nor  Tories  they  :  nor  this,  nor 
Se  dejendcndo  never  was  a  Sin.  j  i         that ;  ...    . 

Tis  a  fine  World,  my   Masters,  righ.   or   Not  Birds,  nor  Beasts ;  but  just  a  kind  ot 

I         Bat : 

The  w5  must  talk,  and  Tories  hold  their   A  T\viliRht  Animal ;  ^"^ '«  "^f "  ^"^J 
Tong;;^  With  Tory  Wings,  but  Whiggish  Iccth  ana 

They  must  do  all  they  can '         Claws. 
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PROLOGITES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


ANOTHER  EPILCXJUE. 

Intended  to  hatu  httn  spoken  to  Ike  Play 
before  it  wot  jorMden  last  summer. 

Two  Houses  join'd,  two  Poets  to  a  Pby  ?| 
You  noisy  Whigs  wUlsurebepleas'd  to^y :  I' 
It  looks  so  like  two  Shrieves  the  City  Way. ) 
But  since  our  Discords  and  Division*  cease, 
You,  Bittoa-gallants,  learn   to  keep   the 

Peace ; 
Hake  here  no  Tilts;  let  our  poor  Stage 

alone ; 
Or  if  a  decent  Murder  must  be  done. 
Pray  take  a  civil  Turn  to  Marybone. 
If  not,  I  swear  we'll  pull  up  all  our  Benches ; 
Not  for  your  Sakes,  but  for  our  Orange- 
wenches  :  10 
For  you  thrust  wide  sometimes,  and  many 

a  Spark, 
That  misses  one,  can  hit  the  other  Mark. 
This  makes  our  Boxes  full ;    for  men  of 

Sense 
Pay  their  four  Shillings  in  their  own  Defence : 
That  safe   behind  the  Ladies   they  may 

stay, 
Peep  o'er  the  Fan,  and  judge  the  bloody 

Fray. 
But  other  Foes  give  Beauty  worse  Alarms  ; 
The  posse-poelarum's  up  in  Arms  : 
No  Woman's  Fame  their  libels  has  escap'd  ; 
Their  Ink  runs  Venom,  and  their  Pens  are 

clapp'd.  30 


When  Sighs  and  Prayers  their  ladies  cannot 

move. 
They  rail,  write  Treason,  and  turn  Whigs  to 

love. 
Nay,  and  I  fear  they  worse  Designs  advance, 
There's  a  damn'd  Love-trick  new  brought 

o'er  from  Franf. 
We  charm  in  vain,  and  dress,  and  keep 

a  Pother, 
While  those  false  Rogues  are  ogling  one 

another. 
All  Sins  besides  admit  some  Expiation  ; 
But  this  against  our  Sex  is  plain  Damnation, 
They  join  for  Libels  too,  these  Women- 
haters  ; 
And  as  they  club  for  Love,  they  club  lot 

Satyres :  30 

The  best  on't  is  they  hurt  not :  for  they  wear 
Stings  in  their  Tails  ;   their  only  Venom'i 

there. 
'Tis  true,  some  shot  at  first  the  Ladii:;  hit, 
Which  able  Marksmen  made  and  Menof  Wit: 
But  now  the  Fools  give  Fire,  whoM  Bounce 

is  louder ; 
And  yet,  like  mere  Train-bands,  they  shoot 

but  Powder. 
Libels,  like  Plots,  sweep  all  in  their  first 

Fury; 
Then  dwindle  like  an  ignoramus  Jury : 
Thus  Age  begins  with  towzing  ana  with 

tumbling. 
But  grunts,  and  groans,  and  ends  at  last  in 

fumbling.  40 


EPILOGUE  TO  CONSTANTINE  THE  GREAT. 


Our  Hero's  happy  in  the  Plays  Conclusion  ; 
The  hdy  Rogue  at  last  has  met  Confusion ; 
Though  Arius  all  along  appeared  a  Saint, 
The  last  Act  showed  him  a  true  Protestant. 
Eusebius  (for  you  know  I  read  Greek  Authors) 
Reports,  that,  after  all  these  Plots  and 

Slaughters, 
The  Court  of  Conslantine  was  full  of  Glory, 
And  every  Trimmer  turn'd  Addressing  Tory. 
They  follow'd  him  in  Herds  as  ihey  were 

mad : 
When  Clause  was  King,  then  all  the  World 

was  glad.  10 

Arhther  Epilogue.   Text  rrom  the  orieinal 
broadsheet,  16K7 


Whiggs  kept  the  places  they  possest  before, 
And  most  were  in  a  way  of  getting  more ; 
Which  was  as  much  as  saying,  Gentlemen, 
Here's  Power  and  Money  to   be  Rogues 

again. 
Indeed,  there  were  a  sort  of  peaking  Tools, 
Some  call  'em  Modest,  but  I  call  'em  Fools ; 
Men  much  more  Loyal,  tho'  not  half  so  loud ; 
But  these  poor  Devils  were  cast  behind  the 

Croud. 
For  bold  Knaves  thrive  without  one  grain  of 

Sense, 
But  good  Men  starve  for  want  of  Impudence. 


CONSTANTINB  THE  GREAT,  1684. 
by  Lee. 


The  play  U 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES 


H9 


BesitiM  all   thew,  then   were   a  tort  of 
Wights,  3» 

(1  thiuk  my  Author  c»IU  them  TttktUtts), 
Such  hearty  Rogit-s  aipiinst  the  King  a«d 

Laws, 
They  tavour'd  even  a  forcii^n  Kebel's  Cause, 
When  their  own  damn'U  i  >.,'sign  ¥fa»quaih*d 

and  aw'd  j 
At  least  they  gaveit  thcir{;ood  Word  abroail. 
As  many  a  Man,  ^^ho  for  a  quiet  Li(e 
Breeds  out  his  llasturd,  not  to  noae  hn  Wife, 
Thus  ore  their  Darling  Wot  these  Trimmert  \ 

cry,  .    .  .p  ^  f 

\ii(l,  tho'  they  cannot  keep  it  in  their  Eye,  I 
They  bind  it  Prentice  to  Count  Ttcktly.  I 
Tlicy  believe  not  tlie  'ast  Plot ;  n»y  I  be 

lurst, 
U  I  believe  they  e'er  believ'd  the  first. 


No  wonder  their  own  Plot  no  Plot  tbty  think, 
The  Man  that  makes  itnevcrsmcUstlMStink. 
And  now  it  comes  into  my  Uead,  PU  tcU 
Why  these  damn'd  Trimmert  k)v'd  the  Turks 

so  well. 
n«  Origirail  Trimimtr,  tltougl^  ■  Friend  to 

no  Man, 
Yet  in  hi*  Heart  ador'd  a  pretty  Woman  j 
lie  knew  that  Mahomet  laid  up  (or  ever  40 
Kind  nUick-eyed  Rogues  lor  every  true 

Believer ;  .... 

And,  which  was  more  than  mortal  Man  e  er 

tasted, 
One  Pleasure  that  ior  threescore  Twelve* 

months  lasted. 
To  turn  lor  this,  may  surely  be  forgiven : 


Who'd    not   be 
Heaven  ? 


circumcis  d   for   such   • 


PROLOGUE  TO  DISAPPOINTMENT,  OR  THE  MOTHER 

IN  FASHION. 
Spelun  by  Mr.  Betterton. 


How  comes  it.  Gentlemen,  that,  now-a-days, 
Wlicii  all  of    you  so  shrewdly    judge    of 

l'l«vs, 
Our  Poets  tax  you  still  with  want  of  bonce  ? 
All  Prologues  'treat  you  at  your  own  Ex- 
pence. 
Sharp  Citizens  a  wiser  way  can  go  ; 
They  make  you  Fools,  but  never  call  you  so. 
They,  in  good  Manners,  seldom  make  a  slii), 
But  treat  a  Common  Whore  with  ladyship  :  , 
Hut  here  each  sawcy  Wit  at  Random  writes, , 
And  uses  Ladies  as' he  uses  Knights.         10  • 
Our  Author,  Young  and  Grateful  in  Ins 
Nature,  I 

Vows  that  from  him  no  Nymph  deserves  a  ■. 

Satvr. 
Nor  will  he  ever  I>raw— I  mean  his  Rhime  ' 
Against  the  sweet  Partaker  ot  his  Crime.      | 
Nor  is  he  yet  so  bold  an  Undertaker  { 

To  rail  MEN  Fools,  'tis  railing  at  their  ■ 

MAKER. 
Besides,  he  fears  to  split  upon  that  Shelf ; 
He's  young  enough  to  be  a  FOP  himself :      ] 


And,  if  his  Praise  can  bring  you  all  A-bcd, 

lie  swears  such  hoiMjful  Youth  no  Nation 

ever  br«l.  m 

Your  Nurses,  we  presume,  in  such  a  Case, 

Your  Father  chose,  because  he  lik'd  the 

Face ;  , 

And  often  they  supply'd  your  Mother  s 

place. 
The  Dry  Nurse  was  your  Mother's  aucient 

Maid, 
Who   knew   some   former   Slip   she   ne'er 

bet  ray 'd. 
Betwixt  'ein  both,  for  Jlilk  and  Sugar-Candy, 
Your  sucking  Bottles  were  -well  stor'd  with 

Brandy. 
Your  Father,  to  initiate  your  discourse. 
Meant  to  have  taught  you  tirst  to  swear 
and  curse,  *9 

But  v.as  prevented  by  each  careful  Nurse. 
For,  leaving  Dad  and  Mam,  as  names  too 

common, 
They  taught  you  certain  parts  of  Man  and 
Woman. 


COXSTANTINE  THE  G«EAT,    1684. 
noise  jjjanj  eM.  till  Christ  it. 
'.\s  PPOINTMENT,  1684.    Text  ffom  th«!  oriRinal 
1;  I' S,    The  play  is  by  Southern.    The  Epilofjim 
..irtiiilfil  in  some  v<litioii!i  as  Dryilcn's,    It  was 
iifhtly  rejcctcU  by  Christie  un  the  groaml  ol  it« 


38  nos«l  ascription  in  the  collected  edition  of  Soathern  « 
plays  to  the  Hon.  John  Stafford.  It  has  escap«l 
the  notice  of  editors  that  tho  same  ascription  U 
iiuiili;  in  the  original  edition  of  the  p'»y-  Th€ 
statement  that  the  Prologoe  was  spoken  by  Better- 
ton  is  omitted  by  the  editors. 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES 


U 


I  % 

ii 


I  pass  your  Schools,  for  there  when  first 

you  came. 
You    wou'd    be   sure  to  learn  the  Latin 

name. 
InColledges,youscorn'd  their  Art  of  thinking. 
But  learn'd  all  Moods  and  Figures  of  good 

Drinking : 
Thence  come  to  Town,  you  practise Tlay,  to 

know 
The  Vertues  of  the  High  Dice  and  the  Low. 
Each  thinks  himself  a  SHARPER  most  pro- 
found : 
He  cheats   by   Pence,  is  cheated   by  the 

Pound.  40 

With  these  perfections,  and  what  else  he 

gleans. 
The  SPARK  sets  up  for  Love  behind  our 

Scenes, 
Hot  in  pursuit  of  Princesses  and  Queens. 
There,  if  they  know  their  Man,  with  cunning 

Carriage, 
Twenty  to  one  but  it  concludes  in  Marriage. 
He  hires  some  homely  Room,  Love's  Fruits 

to  gather, 
And  Garret-high  rebells  against  his  Father : 
But  he  once  dead 


Brings  her  in  Triumph,  with  her  Portion, 

down, 
A    Twillet,    Dressing-Box,    and    Half    a 

Crown. 
Some  Marry  first,  and  then  they  fall  to 

Scowring,  51 

Which  is.  Refining  Marriage  into  Whoring. 
Our   Women  batten  well   on  their  good 

Nature, 
All  they  can  rap  and  rend  for  the  dear 

Creature. 
But  while  abroad  so  liberal  the  DOLT  is. 
Poor  SPOUSE  at  Home  as  Ragged  as  a 

Colt  is. 
Last,  some  there  are,  who  take  their  first 

Degrees 
Of  Lewdness  in  our  middle  Galleries  ; 
The    Doughty    BULLIES    enter    Bloody 

Drunk,  59 

Invade  and  grabble  one  another's  PUNK ; 
They  Caterwoul,  and  make  a  dismal  Kout, 
Call  SONS  of  WHORES,  and  strike,  but 

ne're  lug  out : 
Thus,  while  for  Poultry  Punk  they  roar  and 

stickle, 
They  make  it  Bawdier  than  a  Conventicle. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  ALBION  AND  ALBANIUS. 


PROLOGUE. 

Full  twenty  years  and  more,  our  lab'ring 

Stage 
Has  lost,  on  this  incorrigible  age : 
Our  Poets,  the  John  Ketches  of  the  Nucion, 
Have  seem'd  to  lash  yee  ev'n  to  excoriation : 
But  still  no  sign  remains ;  which  plainly  notes 
You  bore  like  Hero's  or  you  brib  d  like  Oales. 
What  can  we  do,  when  mimicking  a  Fop, 
Like  beating  Nut-trees,  makes  a  larger  Crop  ? 
Faith,  we'll  e'en  spare  our  pains,  and  to 

content  you, 
We'll  fairly  leave  you  what  your  Maker 

meant  you.  10 

Satyre  was  once  your  Physick,  Wit  your 

Food ; 
On*"  nourisht  not, and  t'  other  drew  no  Blood. 
Wee  now  prescribe,  like  Doctors  in  despair. 
The  Diet  your  weak  appetites  can  bear. 
Since  hearty  Beef  and  Mutton  will  not  do, 

Disappointment  35  their]  edd.givt  the 
Albion  and  .Alranius,  16S5. 


I  Here's  Julep  dance.Ptisanof  Songand  show: 
Give  you  strong  Sense,  the  Liquor  is  too 

heady ; 
You're  come  to  farce,  that's  Assc;'  Milk, 

already. 
Some  hopeful  Youths  there  are  of  callowWit, 
Who  one  day  may  be  Men,if  Heav'nthinkfit; 
Sound  may  serve  such,  ere  they  to  Sense  are 

grown ;  21 

Like  leading  strings,  till  they  can  walk  alone. 
But  yet,  to  keep  our  Friends  in  count'naiice, 

know, 
The  Wise  Italians  first  invented  show  ; 
Thence  into  France  the  Noble  Paqeant  past ; 
'Tis  Enp,land's  Credit  to  be  cozn'd  last. 
F.eedom  and  Zeal  have  chous'd  you  o'er 

and  o'er  ; 
'Pray  give  us  leave  to  bubble  you  once 

more ; 
You  never  were  so  cheaply  fool'd  before. 
We  bring  you   change,   to  humour  your 

Disease ;  30 

Change  for  the  Worse  has  ever  used  to  please; 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


aSi 


Then  'tis  the  mode  of  France,  without  whose 

Rules 
None  must  presume  to  set  up  here  for  Fools : 
In  France,  the  oldest  Man  is  always  young,  \ 
Sees  Opera's  daily  ,learns  the  Tunes  so  long,  [ 
Till  Foot,  Hand,  Head,  keep  Time  with  1 

ev'ry  Song.  ' 

Each  :lngs  his  part,  echoing  from  Pit  and 

Box, 
With  his  hoarse  Voice,  half  Harmony,  half 

Pox. 
U  plus  grand  Roy  du  Monde,  is  always 

ringing ; 
They  show  themselves  good  Subjects  by 

their  singing.  40 

On  that  Condition,  set  up  every  Throat ;  ^ 
Vou  VVhiggs  may  sing,  for  you  have  chang'd 

your  Note. 
Cits  and  Citesses,  raise  a  joyful  Strain, 
Tis  a  good  Omen  to  begin  a  Reign : 
Voices  may  help  your  Charter  to  restoring. 
And  get  by  singing,  what  you  lost  by  roaring. 

EPILOGUE. 

After  our  Msop's  Fable  shown  to  day, 
I  come  to  give  the  Moral  of  the  play. 
Fcign'd  Zeal,  you  saw,  set  out  the  speedier 

pace; 
But,  the  last  Heat,  Plain  Dealing  won  the 

Race: 
Plain  Dealing  for  a  Jewel  has  been  known  ; 
Diit  ne'er  till  now  the  Jewel  of  a  Crown. 
When  Heav'n  made  Man,  to  show  the  work 

Divine, 
Truth  was  his  Image,  stampt  upon  the  Coin : 


And,  when  a  King  is  to  a  God  refin'd. 
On  all  he  says  and  does,  he  stamps  his 
Mind.  10 

This    proves    a   Soul  without   allay,  and 

pure; 
Kin^,  like  their  Gold,  should  every  touch 

endure. 
To  dare  in  Fields  is  Valour ;  but  how  few 
Dare  be  so  thoroughly  Valiant  to  be  true  ? 
The  Natie  of  Gr?at  let  other  Kings  affect : 
He's  Great  indeed,  the  Prince  that  is  direct. 
His  Subjects  know  him  now,  and  trust  him 

more. 
Than  all  their  Kings,  and  all  their  Laws 

before. 
What  safety  could  their  publick  Acts  aflord  ? 
Those  he  can  break,  but  cannot  break  his 
Word.  20 

So  great  a  Trust  to  him  alone  was  due  ; 
Well  have  they  trusted  whom  so  well  they 

knew. 
The  Saint,  who  walk'd  on  Waves,  securely 

trod, 
Wiiile  he  believ'd  the  beckning  of  his  God  ; 
But,  when  his  Faith  no  longer  bore  him 

out, 
Began  to  sink,  as  he  began  to  doubt. 
Let  us  our  native  Character  maintain, 
'Tis  of  our  Growth  to  be  sincerely  plain. 
T'  excel  in  Truth  we  Loyally  niay  strive. 
Set  Privilege  against  Prer(^tive :  30 

He  Plights  his  Faith,  and  we  believe  him 

just: 
His  Honour  is  to  Promise,  ours  to  Trust. 
Thus  Britain's  Basis  on  a  Word  is  laid, 
As  by  a  Word  the  World  it  self  was  made. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  DON  SEBASTIAN. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken  by  a  Woman. 

The  Judge  remov'd,  tho  he's  no  more  My 
Lord, 

May  plead  at  Bar,  or  at  the  Council-Board  : 

£0  may  cast  Poets  write  ;  there's  no  Preten- 
sion, 

To  argue  loss  of  Wit  from  loss  of  Pension. 

Your  looks  are  cheerful ;  and  in  all  this  place 

1  sec  not  one  that  wears  a  damning  face. 

The  British  Nation  is  too  brave  to  show 

Don  Srbastiah,  i6go.    Published  in  1690. 


Ignoble  vengeance  on  a  vanquish'd  foe. 
At  least  be  civil  to  the  Wretch  imploring  ; 
And  lay  yourPawsupon  himwithoutroaring: 
Suppose  our  Poet  was  your  foe  before,      11 
Vet  now,  the  bus'ness  of  the  Field  is  o'er ; 
'Tis  Time  to  let  your  Civil  Wars  alone. 
When  Troops  are  into  Winter-quarters  gone. 
Jot'e  was  alike  to  I.atian  and  to  Phrygian  ; 
And  vou  well  know,  a  Play's  of  no  Religion. 
Take'  good  advice,  and  please  your  selves 

this  Day 
No  matter  from  what  hands  you  have  the  Play. 
Among  good  Fellows  ev'ry  health  will  pass, 
iliat  serves  to  carry  round  another  glass :  20 
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III 


When  with  lull  bowUof  Burgundy  you  dine, 
Tho  at  the  Mighty  Monarch  you  repine. 
You  grant  him  still  most  Christian,  in  his 
Wine. 
Thus  far  the  Poet ;  but  his  brains  grow 
Addle, 
And  all  the  rest  is  purely  from  this  Noddle. 
You've  seen  young  Ladies  at  the  Senate 

door 
Prefer  Petitions,  and  your  grace  implore  ; 
However  grave  the  Legislators  were, 
Thcir  Cause  went  ne're  the  worse  for  being 
fair.  .    29 

Reasons  as  weak  as  theirs,  perhaps  I  bring ; 
But  I  cou'd  bribe  you  with  as  good  a  thing, 
I  heard  him  make  advances  of  good  Nature, 
That  he  for  once,  wou'd  sheath  his  cutting 

Satvr : 
Sign  but  his  Peace,  he  vows  he'll  ne'er 

again 
The  Sacred  Names  of  Fops  and  Beaus  pro- 
fane. 
Strike  up  the  Bargain  quickly  ;  for  I  swear, 
As  Times  go  now,  he  offers  very  fair. 
Be  not  too  hard  on  him  with  Statutes 

neither ; 
Be  kind ;    and  do  not  set  your  Teeth 

together. 
To  stretch  the  Laws,  as  Coblers  do  their 
Leather.  40^ 

Horses  by  Papists  are  not  to  be  ridden, 
But  sure  the  Muses  Horse  was  ne're  for- 
bidden ; 
For  in  no  Rate- Hook  it  was  ever  found 
That  Pegasus  was  valued  at  Five-pound  : 
Fine  him  to  dayly  Drudging  and  Inditing  ; 
And  let  him  pay  his  Taxes  out  in  Writing. 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  betwixt  Antonio  and  Morayma. 

Mor.  I  Quak'd  at  heart  for  fear  the  Royal 
Fashion 
Shou'd  have  seduc'd  Us  two  to  Seperation  : 
To  be  drawn  in,  against  our  own  desire. 
Poor  I  to  be  a  Nun,  poor  You  a  Fryar. 
Anl.  I  trembled  when  the  Old  Man's  hand 
was  in, 
He  would  have  prov'd  we  were  too  near  of 
kin. 


Prologue  .^5  Beans]  TAe  editors  mostly  ^rittt 
Beaux 


Discovering  old  Intrigues  of  Love,  likei 

t'other. 
Betwixt  my  Father  and  thy  sinful  Mother;  )■ 
To  make  Us  Sister  Turk  and  Christian  j 

Brother.  I 

Mor.  Excuse   me    there ;    that   League 

shou'd  have  been  rather  10 

Betwixt  your  Mother  and  my  il/w/rt'-Fatlicr ; 
'Tis  for  my  own  and  my  Relations  Credit 
Your  Friends  shou'd  brar  the  Bastard,  mine 

shou'd  get  it. 
Ant,  Suppose  us    two,  Almeyda   and 

Sebastian, 

With  Incest  prov'd  upon  us : 

Mor.  Without  Question, 

Their  Conscience  was  too  queasy  of  diges- 
tion. 
Ant.  Thou  woud'st  have  kept  the  Counceil 

of  thy  Brother 
And  sinn'd  till  we  repented  of  each  other. 
Mor.  Beast  i...  you  are,  on  Natures  Laws 

to  trample  i  19 

'Twere  fitter  that  we  follow'd  their  Example. 
And  since  all  Marriage  in  Repentance  ends, 
'Tis  good  for  us  to  part  while  we  are  Fritiids. 
To  save  a  Maids  Remorses  and  Confusions, 
E'en  leave  mc  now,  before  We  try  Con- 
clusions. 
Ant.  To  copy  their  Example  first  make 

certain 
Of  one  good  hour,  like  theirs,  before  our 

parting ; 
Make  a  debauch  o'rc  Night  of  Love  and 

Madness ; 
And  marry,  when  we  wake,  in  sober  sadness. 
Mor.  rie  follow  no  new  Sects  of  your 

inventing. 
One  Night  might  cost  me  nine  long  montli.; 

repenting :  30 

First  wed,  and,  if  you  find  that  I^ife  a  I-'etter, 
Dye  when  you  please,  the  sooncrSir  the  better; 
My  wealth  wou'd  get  me  love  t-'re  I  cou'd 

ask  it : 
Oh  there's  a  strange  Temptation  in  tlie 

Casket : 
All  these  Young  Sharpers  would  my  grace 

importune. 
And  make  me  thundring  Votes  of  Lives  and 

Fortune. 


r       Ttte  36  Votes]  T/i*  editors  imPtrlitttnll) 
ch,         this  into  Vows 
L    ^\  Tht  editors  give  Life 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  PROPHETESS. 


What  Noslradame,  with  all  his  Art,  can  guess 
Tlie  Fate  of  our  approaching  Prophetess  ? 
A  Play,  which,  like  a  Prospective  set  right, 
PresenU  our  vast  Expences  close  to  Sight ; 
Hut  turn  the  Tube,  and  there  we  sadly  view 
Our  distant  Gains,  and  those  uncertain  too  ; 
Aswceping  Tax,  which  on  our  selves  we  raise. 
And  all,  like  you,  in  hopes  of  better  Days. 
When  will  our  Losses  warn  us  to  be  Wise  ? 
Our  Wealth  decreases,  and  our  Charges  rise. 
Money,  tlie  sweet  AUurer  of  our  Hopes,    ii 
Ebbs  out  in  Oceans,  and  comes  in  by  Drops. 
We  raise  new  Objects  to  provoke  Delight, 
But  you  Ri-ow  sated  ere  the  second  Sight. 
False  Men,  ev'n  so  you  serve  your  Mistresses; 
Tliey  rise  three  Stories  in  their  Tow'ring 

Dress ; 
And,  after  all,  you  Love  not  long  enough 
To  pay  the  Rigging,  ere  ycu  leave  'em  off. 
Never  content  with  what  you  had  before, 
But  true  to  Change,  and  English  Men  all  o'er. 
Now  Honour  calls  you  hence  ;  and  all  yo-ir 
Care  ^» 

Is  to  provide  the  horrid  Pomp  of  Wa.. 
In  Plume  and  Scarf,  Jack-Bco's  and  Bilbo 

Blade 
Your  Silver  goes,  that  shou'd  support  our 

Trade, 
(lo.unkind  Heroes,lcaveour  Stage  to  mourn, 
'Till  rich  from  vanquish'd  Rebels  you  return; 
And  the  fat  Spoilsof  r^-agweinTriumphdraw, 
His  Firkin-Butter  and  his  Usquebaugh. 


Go,  Conqu'rors  of  your  Male  and  Female 

Foes ; 
Men  without  Hearts,  and  Women  without 

Hose.  30 

Each   bring  his  Love  a  Borland  Captive 

home ; 
Such  proper  Pages  will  long  Trains  become : 
With   Copper  Collars,  and  with   Brawny 

Backs, 

?uite  to  put  down  the  Fashion  of  our  Blacks, 
hen  shall  the  Pious  Muses  pay  their  Vows, 

And  furnish  all  their  Laurels  for  your  Brows  ; 

Their  tuneful  Voice  shall  ris?  for  your  De- 
lights ; 

We  want  not  Poets  fit  to  sing  your  Flights. 

But  you,  bright  Beauties,  fo  whose  only  sake 

Those  Doughty  Knights  such  Dangers  under- 
take, 40 

When  they  with  happy  Gales  aregoneaway ,  ^ 

With  your  propitious  Presence  grace  our 
Play, 

And  with  a  Sigh  their  Empty  Seats  survey ; 
I  Then  think,  on  that  bare  Bench  my  servant 
sate, 

I  see  him  Ogle  still,  and  hear  him  Chat ; 

Selling  facetious  Bargains,  and  propounding 

That  witty  Recreation,  called  Dum-iounding. 

Their  Loss  with  Patience  we  will  try  to  bear, 

And  wou'd  do  more,  to  see  you  often  here  ; 

That  our  dead  Stage,  reviv'd  by  your  fair 
Eyes,  50 

Under  a  Female  Regency  may  rise. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  AMPHITRYON,  OR  THE 

TWO  SOSIAS. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

The  lab'ring  Bee,  when  his  sharp  Sting  is 

gone. 
Forgets  his  golden  Work,  and  turns  a  Drone : 
Sucli  is  a  Satyr,  when  you  take  away 
That  Rage  in  which  his  Noble  Vigour  lay. 


The  Prophetess,  1690.  This  is  Fletcher's 
play  transrormed  into  an  opera. 

3  Prospective]  EdUors  till  ChrislU  wrongly 
give  Perspective 


What  gain  you,  by  not  suffering  him  to  teize 

ye  ? 
He  neither  can  offend  you  now,  nor  please  ye. 
Tlje  Honey-Bag  and  Venome  lay  so  near,  v 
That  both,  toj^ether,  you  resolv'd  to  tear ;  \ 
And  lost  your  Pleasure,  to  secure  your  Fear. ' 
How  can  he  show  his  Manhood,  if  you  bind 

him  10 

To  box,  like  Boys,  with  one  hand  ty'd 

behind  him  ? 


5 
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It    w 


%i« 


Amphitryon,  i6qo.     Published  in  1691.    The 
original  text  ha  many  false  stops. 
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This  is  plain  Levelling  of  Wit ;  in  which 
The  Poor  has  all  th'  advantage,  not  the 

Rich. 
The  Blockhead  stands  excus'd,  for  wanting 

Sense ; 
And  Wits  turn  Blockheads  in  their  own 

defence. 
Yet,  though  the  Stages  Traffick  is  undone. 
Still  Julian's  -'nterloping  Trade  goes  on  : 
Though  Satyr  on  the  Theatre  you  smother, 
Yet  in  Lampoons,  you  Libel  one  another. 
The  first  produces  still,  a  second  Jig  ;        20 
You  whip  'em  out,  like  School-boys,  till  they 

gig: 
And,  with  the  same  Success,  we  Readers 

guess, 
For  ev'ry  one  still  dwindles  to  a  less  ; 
And  mu'"*'  good  Malice  is  so  meanly  drest. 
That  wt     ou'd  laagh,  but  cannot  find  the 

Jest. 
If    no    Advice    your    Rhiming  Rage  can 

stay, 
T 1 1  not  the  Ladies  suffer  in  the  Fray. 
i  lieir  tender  Sex  is  priviledg'd  from  War  ; 
'Tis  not  like  Knights,  to  draw  upon  the 

Fair. 
What  Fame  expect  you  from  so  mean  a 

Prize  ?  30 

We  wear  no  murd'ring  Weapons,  but  our 

Eyes. 
Our  Sex,  you  know,  was  after  yours  de-  \ 

eign'd; 
The  last  Perfection  of  the  Makers  Mind  ;    \ 
Heav'n  drew  out  all  the  Gold  for  us,  and  I 

left  your  Dross  behind.  ' 

Beauty,    for    Valours    best    Reward,    He 

chose ; 
Peace,  after  War  ;  and  after  Toil,  Repose. 
Hence,  ye  Prophane,  excluded  from  our 

sights ; 
And,  charm'd  by  Day,  with  Honour's  vain 

delights, 
Go,  make  your  best  of  solitary  Nights. 
Recant  betimes,  'tis  prudence  to  submit;  40 
Our  Sex  is  still  your  Overmatch  in  Wit : 
We  never  tail,  with  new,  successful  Arts., 
To  make  fine  Fools  of  you,  and  all  your 

Parts. 


Prolo][ae  22  we]  Some  tditorswronglygivt  our 


EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  by  PliiGDRA,  Mrs.  MOUNTFORT. 

I'm    thinking  (and    it  almost  makes  mt 

mad) 
How  sweet  a  time  those  Heathen  Ladies 

had. 
Idolatry  was  ev'n  their  Gods'  own  trade : 
They  Worshipt  the  fine  Creatures  they  had 

made. 
Cupid  was  chief  of  all  the  Deitii    ; 
And    Love    was    all    the  fashion,   in  the 

Skies. 
When  the  sweet  Nymph  held  up  the  Lilly 

hand, 
Jove,  was  her  humble  Servant,  at  Command, 
The  Treasury  of  Heav'n  was  ne're  so  bare, 
But  still  there  was  a  Pension  for  the  Fair.  10 
In  all  his  Reign,  Adultry  was  no  Sin  ; 
For  Joiie  the  good  Example  did  bei^m. 
Mark  too,  when  he  usurp'd  the  Husband's 

name. 
How  civilly  he  sav'd  the  Ladies  fame. 
The  secret  Joys  of  Love  he  wisely  hid  ; 
But  vou,  Sirs,  boast  of  more  than  e'er  you 

aid. 
You  teize  vour  Cuckolds  ;  to  their  face  tor- 
ment 'em : 
But  Jove  gave  h-s,  new  Honours  to  content 

em, 
And,  in  the  kind  Remembrance    of   the 

Fair, 
On  each  exalted  Son,  bestowed  a  Star.     20 
For   the^e  good  deeds,  as   by   the   date 

appears. 
His  Goaship  flourish'd  full  Two  thousand 

Years. 
At  last,when  Heand  all  his  Priests  grewold, 
The  Ladies  grew  in  their  devotion  cold  ; 
And  that  false  Worship  would  no  longer 

hold. 

Severity  of  Life  did  next  begin  ; 
(And  always  does,  when  we  no  more  can  Sin.) 
That  Doctrine,  too,  so  hard,  in  Practice,  lyes, 
That  the  next  Age  may  see  another  rise.    29 
Then,  Pagan  G(xls  may,  once  again.,  suc- 
ceed ; 
And  Jove,  or  Mars,  be  ready,  at  our  need, 
To  get  young  Godlings ;  and,  so,  mend 

our  breed. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  MISTAKES,  OR  THE  FALSE  REPORT. 


Enter  Mr.  BRIGHT.  . 
Gentlerrcn,  we  must  beg  your  pardon ; 
here's  no  Prologue  to  be  had  to  day  ;  our 
New  Play  is  like  to  come  on,  without  a 
Frontispiece  ;  as  bald  as  one  of  you  young 
Beaux  without  your  Perriwig.  I  left  our 
young  Poet  sniveling  and  sobbing  behind  the 
Scenes,  and  cursing  somebody  that  has 
deceiv'd  him. 

Enter  Mr.  BowEN. 
Hold  your  pratingto  the  Audience:  Here's 
honest  Mr.  iVilliams  just  come  in,  half 
mellow,  from  the  Rose-Tavern.  He  swears 
he  is  inspir'd  with  Claret,  and  will  come  on, 
and  that  Extempore  too,  either  witli  a  Pro- 
li^ne  of  his  own,  or  something  like  one : 

0  here  he  comes  to  his  Tryal,  at  all  Adven- 
tures; for  my  part,  I  wish  him  a  good 
Deliverance. 

[Exeunt  Mr.  Brioht  and  Mr.  BovVF.N. 

Enter  Mr.  Wh-LIAMS. 
Save  ye,  sirs,  save  ye  !   I  am  in  a  hopeful!  \ 
way. 

1  shou'd  speak  something,  in  Rhyme,  now,  ^ 

for  the  Play : 
Ruttlieducetakeme,if  I  know  what  tosay!, 
rie  stick  to  my  Friend  the  Authour,  that 

I  can  tell  ye, 
To  the  last  drop  of  Claret  in  my  belly. 
So  far  I'me  sure  'tis  Rhyme— that  needs  no 

granting : 
And.  if  my  verses  feet  stumble — you  see  my 

own  are  wanting. 
Our  young  Poet  has  brought  a  piece  of 

work, 
In  which  thoughmuch  of  Art  there  does  not 

lurk, 
It  may  hold  out  three  days— And  that's 

as  long  as  Cork.  lo 


But,  for  this  Play— (which,  till  I  have  done, 

we  show  not.) 
What  may  be  its  foriane — By  the  Lord — 

I  know  not. 
This  I  dare  swear,  no  malice  here  is  writ ; 
'Tis  Innocent  of  all  things— cv'n  of  Wit. 
He's  no  high   Flyer— he   makes  no  sky 

Rockets, 
His    Squibbs    are    only    levell'd    at    your 

Pockets ; 
And  if  his  Crackers  light  among  vour  pelf. 
You  are  blown-up  ;  if  not,  then  he's  blown 

up  himself. 
By  this  time,  Pm  something  recover'd  of  my 

fluster'd  madness : 
And,  now,  a  word  or  two  in  sober  sadness.  20 
Ours  is  a  Common  Play :    and  you  pay 

down 
A    common    Harlots    price — just    half    a 

Crown. 
You'l  say,  I  play  the  Pimp  on  my  Friends  \ 

score  i 
But  since  'tis  for  a  Friend,  your  gibes  give  [■ 


ore. 


.) 


For  many  a  Mother  has  done  that  before 

How's  this  ?  you  cry  :   an  Actor  write  ? — 
we  know  it ; 

But  Shakespear  was  an  Actor,  and  a  Poet 

Has   not   great    Johnson's  learning   often 
fail'd. 

But  Shahespear's  greater  Genius  still  pre- 
vail'd?  29 

Have  not  some  writing  Actors,  in  this  Age 

Deserv'd   and    found    Success    upon    the 
Stage? 

To  tell  the  truth,  when  oui  old  Wits  are  tir'd. 

Not  one  of  us  but  means  to  be  inspir'd. 

Let  your  kind  presence  grace  our  homely- 
cheer  ; 

Peace  and  the  Butt  is  all  our  bus'ness  here ; 

So  much  for  that ;— and  the  Devil  take 
small  beer.  ' 


1 


Mistakes,  169a  The  play  is  by  Joseph  Harris.  '     a6  this?  yoa  cry :]  this,  you  cy  ?  i6go 
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PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  KING  ARTHUR,  OR  THE 

BRITISH  WORTHY. 


1 1  'I'  i-  : 


m 

4 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  OPERA. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Betterton. 

Sure  there's  a  dearth  of  Wit  b  this  dull 

Town, 
When  silly  Flays  so  savourly  go  down  ; 
As,  when  Cli[»p  d  Money  passes,  'tis  a  sign 
A  Nation  is  not  over-stock'd  with  Coin. 
Happy  is  he,  who  in  his  own  Defence, 
Can  write  just  level  to  your  humble  Seuce  ; 
Who  higher  than  your  Pitch  can  never  go  ; 
And  doubtless,  he  must  creep,  who  Writes 

below. 
So  have  I  seen,  in  Hull  of  Knight,  or  Lord, 
A  weak  Ann  throw  011  a  long  Shovel-Doard  ; 
He  barely  lays  his  Piece,  bar  Rubs  and 

Knocks,  1 1 

Seair'd  by  Weakness  not  to  reach  the  Box. 
A  feeble  Poet  will  his  Bus'ness  do, 
Who,straining  all  he  can, comes  up  to  you: 
For,  if  you  like  your  Selves,  you  like  him 

too. 

An  A|ie  his  own  Denr  Image  will  embrace  ; 
An  ugly  Beau  adores  a  Hatchet  Face : 
So,  some  of  you,  on  pure  instinct  of  Nature, 
Are  led,  by  Kind,  t'  admire  your  fellow 

Creature.  19 

In  fear  of  which,  our  House  has  sentthisDay, 
T'  insure  our  New- Built- Vessel,  call'd  a  Play ; 
No  sooner  Nam'd,  than  one  crys  out,  These 

Stagers 
Come  in  good  time,  to  make  more  Work  for 

Wagers. 
The  Town  divides,  if  it  will  take  or  no  ;     \ 
The  Courtiers  Bet,  the  Cits,  the  Merchants  ( 

too;  f 

A  sign  they  have  but  little  else  to  do.        ' 
Belts  at  the  first  were  Fool-Traps ;  where 

the  Wise 
Like  Spiders,  lay  in  Ambush  for  the  Flies  ; 
But  now  they're  grown  a  common  Trade  ^ 

for  all, 
And  Actions  by  the  News-Book  Rise  and 

Fall ;  30 

Wits,  Cheats,  and  Fops  arc  free  of  Wager- 
Hall. 


King  Arthur,  ifk)!. 

Prologue  1  savourly]  savourily  Sco//:  favour- 
ably A?/.  ' 


One  Policy  as  far  as  Lyons  ctirries  ; 
Another,  hearer  homo  sets  up  for  Paris. 
Our  Betts,  at  last,  wou'd  ev'n  to  Rome 

extend, 
But  that  the  Pope  has  proved  our  Trusty 

Friend. 
Indeed,  it  were  a  Bareain,  worth  our  Honey, 
Cou'd  we  insure  another  OUohumi, 
Among  the  rest  there  are  a  sharping  Sett, 
That  Pray  for  us,  and  yet  against  us  Bett : 
Sure  Heav'n  it  self  is  at  a  loss  to  know     40 
If  these  wou'd  have  their  Pray'rs  be  heard, 

or  no: 
For,  in  great  Stakes,  we  piously  suppose, 
Men  Pray  but  very  faintly  the^  may  lose. 
Leave  on  these  Wagers  ;  for,  in  Conscience 

Speaking, 
The  City  needs  not  your  new  Tricks  for 

Breaking : 
And  if  you  Gallants  lose,  to  all  appearing 
You'll  want  an  Equipage  for  Volunteerin}; ; 
While  thus,  no  Spark  of  Honour  left  within 

When  you  shou'd  draw  the  Sword,  you  draw 
the  Guinea. 


THE  EPILOGUE. 
!:pohe  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

I've  had  to-day  a  Dozen  BilUt-Doux 

From  Fops,  and  Wits,  and  Cits,  and  Bow- 
street  Beaux : 

Some  from  Whitehal,  but  from  the  Temple 
more: 

A  Covent-Garden  Porter  brought  me  four. 

I  have  not  yet  read  all :  But,  without  feign- 
ing. 

We  Maids  can  make  shrewd  Ghesses  at  your 
Meaning. 

What  if,  to  shew  your  Styles,  I  read  'em 
here  ? 

Me  thinks  I  hear  one  cry.  Oh  Lord,  forbear: 

No,Madam,noi  byHeav'n,that'stoo  severe. 

Well  then,  be  safe 10 

But  swear  henceforwards  to  renounce  all\ 
Writing, 

And  take  thisSolemnOathof  my  inditing,— )■ 

As  you  love  Ease,  and  hate  Campaigns  and\ 
Fiehtine.  ' 
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Vet,  Faith,  'tis 
Examples 


just  to  make  some  fow 


Wliiit  if  I  shew'd  you  oncor  two  for  Samples  ? 
I'ldls  one  ok/.)      Ileres,  one  dt'sires  my 

Ladyship  to  meet 
At  tlic  kind  Couch  above  in  BritlgesStretl. 
Oil  Sharping  Knave  !   1  hat  wou'd  have  you 

know  what, 
lor  a  I'oor  Sneaking  Treat  of  Chocolal. 
iidls  out  attolher.\     Now,  in  the  Name  of 

Luck,  I'll  Ijrcak  this  open,  20 

Ikcause  I  Dreamt  last  Night  I  had  a  Token  ; 
Tlic  Superscription  is  exceeding  pretty, 
To  the  Desire  oj  all  the  Town  ana  City. 
.Now,  Gallants,  you  must  know,  this  precious 

Fop 
Is  Foreman  of  a  Ilabcrdashers-Shop  : 
One    wlio    devoutly    cheats,    demure    in 

Carriage, 
Ami  courts   me   to   llio    iloly    Bands   of 

Marriage ; 


Hut,  with  a  Civil  Imundo  too. 
My  Overplus  of  Love  shall  be  for  you. 
Rtads\    Madam,  I  swear  your  Looks  art 

so  Divine,  30 

When    I   set  up,  your  Fate  shall  be  my 

Sign  ; 
Tho  Times  are  hard— to  show  how  I  Adore 

you. 
Here  s  my  whole  Heart,  and  half  a  Guinea  for 

you. 
lint,  have  a  Care  of  Ikaux  ;  They're  false,  my 

Honey  ; 
And,  which  is  worse,  have  not  one  Rag  of 

Money. 
See  how  Maliciously  the  Rogue  would 


wrong  ye 


But  1  know'better  Things  of  some  among  ye. 
My  wisest  wav  will  be  to  kecj)  the  Stage, 
And  trust  to  the  Good  Nature  of  the  Age : 
And  he  that  likes  the  Musick  and  the  Play  40 
Shall  be  my  Favourite  Gallant  to-day. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  CLEOMENES,  THE 
SPARTAN   HEROE. 


V. 


the 


PROLOGUE 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Molntford. 

!•  UiNK,  or  hope  at  least,  the  Coast  is  clear  ; 
That  none  but  Men  of  Wit  an^  "  .•iv.;e  ue 

licrc ; 
That  our  I3car-Garden  Friends  , 

Who  bounce  with  Hands  and  i       , 

riay,  Play, 
Who.  to  save  Coach-Hire,  trudj; 

Street, 

Then  print  our  matted  Scats  witli  dirty  Feet; 
Who,  while  we  speak,  make  Love  to  Orungc- 

Wcnches, 
And  between  Acts  stand  strutting  on  the 

Benches ; 
Where    got    a    Cock-horse,    making    vile 

Grimaces, 
They  to  the  Boxes  show  their  Booby  Faces. 
A  Merry-Andrew  such  a  Mob  will  serve,   1 1 
And  treat  'em  with    such  Wit   as    they 

deserve : 


Cleomeses,  169J.  The  Prolofjuc  end  Epilogue 
were  nut  printed  with  the  first  edition  of  the 

l-lay. 


UR. 


j  Let  'em  go  people  Ireland,  where  there's 

I         need 

i  Of  such  new  Planters,  to  repair  the  Breed  ; 
Or  to  Virginia  or  Jamaica  steer, 
But  liave  a  Care  of  some  French  Privateer  ; 

;  For,  if  they  should  become  the  Prize  of 

!         Battle, 

i  They'll  take  'em,  black  and  white,  for  Irish 

[  Cattle. 

j    .  'isc,  true  Judges,  in  your  own  Defence, 
(  ontroul  those  Foplings,  and  declare  for 
Sense :  20 

For,  should  the  Fools  prevail,  they  stop  not 

there, 
But  make  their  next  Descent  upon  the  Fair. 
Thfrn  rise,  ye  Fair  ;  for  it  concerns  you  most. 
That  Fools  no  longer  should  your  Favours 

I         boast : 
Tis  time  you  should  renounce  'cm,  for  we 

find 
They  plead  a  senselessClaim  to  Woman-kind : 
Such  Squires  are  only  fit  for  Country-Towns, 
To  stink  of  Ale  and  dust  a  Stand  with  Clowns; 
Who,  to  be  chosen  for  the  Land's  Protectors, 
"Tope  andgetdrunk  before  theirwise  Elector*. 

K 
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Let  not  Farce-Lovers  your  weak  Choice 

upbraid,  3' 

But  turn  'em  over  to  the  Chamber-maid. 
Or,  if  they  come  to  see  our  Tragick  Scenes, 
Instruct  them  what  a  Spartan  Heroe  means : 
Teach  'em  how  manly  Passions  ouj;lit  to 
If  niovc, 

For  sucii  us  cannot  Think  cm  never  Love  \ 
And,  since  they  needs  will  judge  the  Poet's 

Art, 
Point  'em  with  Fescu's  to  each  shining  part. 
Our  Author  ho|)t;s  in  you  ;  but  still  in  Pain, 
He  fears  your  Charms  will  be  employ'd  in 

vain.  40 

You  can  make  Fools  of  Wits,  we  find  each 

Hour ; 
But  to  make  Wits  of  Fools  n  past  your  Pow  r. 

EPILOGUE. 
Spoken  hy  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 

V  I         This  day,  the  Poet,  bloodily  inrlin'd. 

Has  made  me  die.  full  sore  against  my  Mind  ! 
Some  of  vou  nauqhty  Men,  I  fear,  will  cry, 
Poor  Rogue  !  would  I  might  teach  thee  how 

to  die ! 
Thanks  for  your  Love  ;  but  I  sincerely  say, 
I  never  mean  to  die  your  wicked  way. 
Well,  since  it  is  decreed  all  Flesh  must  go, 
(And  1  am  Flesh,  at  least,  for  aught  you 

know,) 
I  first  declare,  I  die  with  pious  Mind, 
In  perfect  Charity  with  all  Mankind.        10 

Next,  for  my  Will : 1  have  in  my  Dispose 

Some  certam  Moveables  would  please  you 

Beaux  ; 


As,  first,  ray  Youth  }  for,  as  I  have  been  told, 
Some  of  you,  modish  Sparks,  are  devili'.h 

old. 
My  Chastity  I  need  not  leave  among  ye : 
For  to  sus|icct  old  Fops  were  much  to  wrong 

yc. 
You  iiwear  yuu're  Sinners ;  but  for  all  your 

Ihiite. 
Your  Misses  shake  their  Heads,  and  find  you 

chttste. 
1  give  my  Courage  to  those  boldComniandtrj, 
That  stay  with  us,  and  dare  not  go  for 

Fliittdtrs.  20 

I  leave  my  Truth  (to  make  his  Plot  more 

.  clear) 
To  Mr.  Fuller,  when  he  next  shall  swear. 
I   give   my   Judgment,   craving   all   your 

Mercies, 
To  those  that  leave  good  Plays,  for  daiiin'd 

d"U  Farces. 
Mv  small  Devotion  let  the  Gallants  share, 
That  come  to  ogle  us  at  1    ening  Prt.j^'r. 

I  give  my  Person let  me  well  consider, 

Faith  e'en  to  him  that  is  the  fairest  Bidder ; 
To  some  rich  Hunks,  if  any  Ijc  so  bold 
To  say  those  dreadful  Words,  To  have  and 

hold.  30 

But  stay to  give,  and  be  bequeathing 

still. 
When  I'm  so  poor,  is  just  like  Wickhatn's 

Will : 
Like  that  notorious  Cheat,  vast  Sums  I  give, 
Only  that  you  may  keep  me  while  I  live. 
Buy  a  good  Ikrgain,  Gallants,  while  you 

may ; 
1*11  cost  you  but  your  Half-a-Crown  a  Day. 


EPILOGUE  TO  HENRY  IL,   KING  OF  ENGLAND,  WITH 
THE  DEATH  OF  ROSAMOND. 


Thus  you  the  sad  Catastrophe  have  seen, 
Occasion'd  by  a  Mistress  and  a  Queen. 
Queen  Eleanor  the  proud  was  French,  they 

say  ; 
But  English  Mar  -facture  got  the  Day. 
Jane  Cliffoi'd  was  her  Name,  as  Books  aver  : 
Fair  Rosamond  was  but  her  Nom  de  Guerre. 
Now  tell  nic.  Gallants,  wou'd  you  lead  your 

Life 
With  such  !\  Mistress,  or  with  such  a  Wife  ? 

Hbnrv  n.  i6<M.  The  play  is  by  John  Bancroft, 
published  in  lOg.f. 


If  one  must  be  your  Choice,  which  d'ye 

approve. 
The  Curtain-Lecture  or  theCurtain-Loye?  10 
Wou'd  ye  be  godly  with  perpetual  Strife, 
Still  drudging  on  with  homely  Joan  your 

Wife, 
Or  take  your  Pleasure  in  a  wicked  way. 
Like  honest  Whoring  Harry  in  the  Play  ? 
I  guess  your  Minds  ;  The  Mistress  wou'd  be 

taking, 
And  nauseous  Matrimony  sent  a  packing. 

15  taking!  Some  tdilions  wrongly  give  lakea 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 
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The    Devil's    in    ye    all ;     Mankind's    a 

Bot',ue, 
You  lo''C  the  Bride,  but  you  detest   the 

CloK ! 
Aflcr  a  Year,  poor  Spouse  is  left  i'  th' 

lurch : 
And  yon.  like  Uaynts,  return  to  Mother- 

Church.  20 

Or,  if  the  Name  of  Church  romcs  cross  your 

mind, 
Chapels  of  Ease  behuid  our  Scenes  you  find. 
The  I'lay-house  is  a  kind  of  Market-place  ; 
One  chaficrs  for  a  Voice,  another   for  a 

Face ; 


Nay,  some  o(  \ou,  I  dare  not  say  bow 

many, 
V'ould  buy  of  mc  a  Pen' worth  for  your  Peny. 
Kven  this  poor  Face  (which  with  my  Fanv 

I  hide)  .^    I 

Would  make  a  shift  my  Portion  to  provide,  j 
With  some  small  rcrquisites  I  have  beside.' 
Though  for  yo»    Lee,  perhaps,  I  should  not 

care,  2P 

I  could  not  hate  a  Men  that  bids  me  f^iir. 
What  might  ensue,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  tell ;  \ 
liut  I  was  drencli'd  to  day  for  loving  well,  I 
And  fear  the  Poyson  that  would  make  mej 

swell.  ' 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE  TO  LOVE  TRIUMPHANT, 
OR  NATURE  WILL  PREVAIL. 


PROLOGUE. 
Spokin  by  Mr.  Betterton. 

As,  when  some  Treasurer  lays  down  the 

Stick, 
Warrants  are  Sign'd  for  ready  Mony  thick. 
Ami  many  dcsjjerate  Debentures  paid. 
Which  never  had  been,  had  his  Lordship 

staid : 
So  now,  this  Poet,  who  forsakes  the  Stage, 
Intends  to  gratifie  the  present  Age. 
One  Warrant  shall  be  Sign'd  for  every  Man  ; 
All  shall  be  Wits  that  will ;  and  beaux  that 

can  • 
Ptovidca  .    ',  this  Warrant  be  not  showi; 
And  you  be  Wits  but  to  your  selves  alone ; 
Provided  too  ;  you  rail  at  one  another : 
For  there's  no  one  Wit,  will  allow  a  Brother ; 
Provided  also  ;  that  you  spare  this  Story, 
Damn  all  the  Plays  that  e're  shall  come 

before  ye. 
If  one  by  chance  prove  gooil  in  half  a  score, 
Let  that  one  pay  for  all,  and  Damn  it  more. 
For  if  a  good  one  scope  among  the  Grew,  | 
And  you  continue  Judging  as  you  do,  |- 
Fvcry  bad  Play  wilt  hope  for  Damning  too.  I 
You  might  Damn  this,  if  it  were  worth  your\ 

iiains,  20 1 

Here  s  nothing  you  will  like  ;  no  fustian  I, 

Scenes,  i 

And  nothing  too  of — you  know  what  hej 

means.  .' 


I.ovE  Triumphant,  1694. 


Nodouble£M/ir>irfWj,whichyouSparks  allow, 
To  make  the  Ladies  look— they  know  not 

how  ; 
Simply  as  'twerc,and  knowing  both  together, 
Seeming  to  fan  their  Faces  in  cold  Weather. 
But  here's  a  Storv,  w'aich  no  Books  relate, 
Coin'd  from  our  own  Old  Poet's  Addle-Pate. 
The  Fable  has  a  Moral  100,  if  sought :  . 
But    let    that    go ;     for,    upon    second 

Thought,  30 

He  ftars  but  few  come  hither  to  be  Taught. 
Yet  if  you  will  be  profited,  you  may  ; 
And  he  would  Bribe  you  too,  to  like  his  Play, 
fie  Dies,  at  least  to  us,  and  to  the  Stage, 
And  what  he  has  he  leaves  this  Noble  Age. 
He  leaves  you,  first,  all  Plays  of  his  Inditmg, 
The  whole  Estate  which  he  has  got  by 

Writing. 
The  Beaux  may  think  this  nothing  but  vain 

Praise  ; 
They'l  find  it  something,  the  Testator  says: 
For  half  their  Love  is  made  from  scraps 

of  Plays.  40 

To  his  worst  Foes,  he  leaves  his  Honesty  ; 
That  they  may  thrive  upon't  as  much  as  he. 
He  leaves  his  Planners  to  the  Rouring  Boys, 
Who  come  in  Drunk  and  fill  the  House  with 

noi    . 
He  leaves  to  the  dire  Critiques  of  his  Wit 
His  Silence  and  Contemp*  of  all  they  V/rit. 
To  Shakes l>ear's    ritique  he  bequeaths  the 
I         Curse, 

I  To  find  his  faults  ;   and  yet  himself  make 
1         worse ; 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


A  iirccKHis  Kcadt-r  in  roetiouc  Sdiools 
Who   bv    l»i»  own    lixumplct   damn*   \m 

RuIct.  ,     50 

Last,  lor  the  Fair,  he  winhe*  you  may  Iw 
I'fom  your  dull  Criliiiucs,  the  Lam|>oo»jcr» 

free. 
TIk   he  inctcnUs  no  Legacy  to  leave  you. 
All  Old  Man  may  at  Uasl  good  wishes  give 

you.  .   ' 

\ciir  Beauty  names  the  Play  ;  and  may  it  ^ 

prove, 
To  each,  an  Omen  of  Triumphant  Love. 

EPILOGUE. 

'-'ow,  in  good  Manners,  nothing  shou'd  be 

Skid 
Against    this   Play,   becaiuw    the    Poets 

dead, 
the  Prologue  told  u*  of  a  Moral  lu     : 
Wou'd  I  cou'd  find  it,  but  the  De\..  ;nows 

where. 
If  in  my  Part  it  lyes,  1  fear  he  means 
To  warn  us   of    the   Sparks   behind    our 

For,  if  you'il  take  it  on  Dalinda's  Word, 
'Tis  a  hard  Chapter  to  refuse  a  Lord. 
The  Poet  niiglit  jiretend  this  Moral  too, 
That  when  a  Wit  and  Fool  together  woo,  lo 
The  Damsel  (not  to  break  an  Ancient  Rule) 
Sliou'd  leave  the  Wit,  and  take  the  Wealthy 
FooL 


This  lie  might  mean  ;  but  there's  a  Truth  \ 

behind, 
And,  since  it  touches  none  ot  all  our  Kind  \ 
Uut .  Insks  and  Misses,  faith.  Pic  s|H;ak  my  i 

Mind.  I 

What  if  he  Taught  our  Sex  mure  cautiuiK 

Carriage, 
And  not  to  be  too  Coming  before  Marriucv ; 
For  fcai  of  my  Misfortune  in  the  Play, 
A  Kid  brought  home  upon  the  Wedding  clay! 
1  fear  there  are  few  Saneho's  in  the  Pit,   20 
So  good  as  to  forgive  and  to  forget, 
Tliat  will,  like  bins,  restore  us  into  Favour, 
And  take  us  alter  on  our  good  fkhnviour. 
Few,  when  they  find  the  Mony  Dag  is  rmt, 
Will  take  it  for  gvud  Payment  on  content. 
I3ut  in  the  TtllinR,  there  the  diflerciicc  is, 
.Sometimes  they  lind  it  more  than  they  cuu'd 

wish. 
Therefore  be  warn'd,  you  Misses  and  you 

Masks, 
Look  to  your  hits,  nor  give  the  first  that  a^ks 
Tears,  Sighs,  and  Oaths,  no  truth  of  Pas!>iun 

prove ;  3" 

True  Settlement  ak>nc,  declares  true  Love. 
For  him  that  Weds  a  Puss,  who  ktjrt  her  first, 
I  sav  but  little,  but  I  doubt  the  worst : 
The  Wife,  that  was  a  Cat,  may  mind  litr, 

houbC,  ' 

.And  prove  an  Ilo.ncst  and  a  Careful Si>oiiii ; 
But,  faith,  1  wou'd  not  trust  her  will,  i" 

Mouse.  ^ 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  HUSBAND  HIS  OWN  CUCKOLD. 

Sf>oken  by  Mrs.  Bii.\cegirdle. 

Like  some  raw  Sophistcr  that  mounts  the  |  Nor  is  the  Puny  Poet  void  of  Care ;         \ 

PjjJ.jJj  j  For  Authors,  such  as  our  new  Authors  arc! 

"^o  trembles  a  voung  Poet  at  a  full  Pit.         j  Have  not  much  Tvcarning,  nor  imich  Wit  to ' 

Unus'd  to  Crowds,  the  Parson  quakes  for  |         spare ;  „   ,    ^     ,     , 

fg„^  1  And  as  for  G';    %  to  tell  the  Truth,  tlicn's 

And  wonders  how  the  Devil  he  durst  come  j        scarce  10 

Ijjgjg  .  I  But  has  as  little  as  the  very  Parson  : 

Wanting   three   Talents    needful    for    the  '  Both  say  they  Preach  and  W  rite  for  your 


Place, 


Instruction : 


Some  Beard,  some  Learning,  and  some  little  •  But  'tis  for  a  Third  Day,  and  for  Iiuluctioa 


Grace. 


IxiVE  TRIUMI'HANT,   l6y4. 

Upilocue  I  ihou'dl  Chrislit  and  other  tdttors 
abturilh/  givt  shall 
lu  woo/l  woo ;  t()Q4- 


The  difference  is,  that  tho'  you  like  the 

Play, 
The  Poet's  Gain  is  ne'er  bevoud  his  Dav. 


The  Husband  his  own  Cuckoi.u,  i6g6. 
play  it  by  John  Dryduo  the  yonnger. 


Th» 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


s6i 


Uiit  with  the  Paraon  'th  another  Ciitr, 

He,     without     Mohnoi,     may     riv     to 
Gnvt : 

Tlic  Poet  has  one  disodvantasie  more, 

Thtt  i{  his  Play  be  dull,  he 's  Damn'd  all 
o'er, 

Not  only  a  damiiM  Rlockhoncl,  but  dnmn'il 
Poor.  »o 

Hut  Dullness  well  becomes  the  Sable  Gar- 
ment; 

I  warrant  that  ne'er  spoil'd  a  Priest's  Pre- 
ferment ! 

\Vit'«  not  his  Business,  and  as  Wit  now\ 

«nes. 
SiK.  'ti*  not  so  much  yours  as  you  suppov,  V 
F\>r  you  like  nothing  now  but  nauseous 

Ueaux. 


Yoii  laufih  not  ,r>allan  t  !<  ,as  by  proof  appean, 
At  what  his  Ueauship  says,  but  wi.at  he 

wears ; 

So 'tis  your  Eyes  are  ticklcd,not  your  Ean.j 
The  Taylor  and  the  Furrier  fincl  the  Stuff, 

;  TlieVVit  lies  in  the  Drcssand  monstrous  Mulf. 

'  The  Truth  on't  is,  the  Payment  of  the  Pit   31 
Is  like  for  like,  Clipt  Money  for  Clipt  Wit. 
Yo«i  cannot  from  our  ahucnt  Author  hone 
lie  ^houlil  cquin  the  Stage  with  such  a  Fop 
Fools  Change  m  England,  and  new  Fooir 

arise; 
For,  tho'  th'  Immortal  Species  never  dies. 
Yet  ev'ry  Year  new  Uagsots  make  new 

Flies. 
But  where  he  lives  abroad,  he  scarce  can  find 
One  Fool,  (or  ^lillion  that  he  left  behind. 


PROLOGUE  AND  EPILOGUE 

OM   THE   OCCASION    OF   A   HEPRESENTATION    FOR   DIYDEN's   BENEFIT, 

MARCH  25,  1700. 


PROLOGUE. 

How  wretched  is  the  Fate  of  those  who 

write  1 
BrouRht  muzl'd  to  the  Stage,  for  fear  they 

bite ; 
Where,  like    Tom   Dove,   they   stand   the 

Common  Foe, 
LuRg'd  by  the  Critique,  Bnitel  by  the  Bean. 
Yet,  worse,  their  Brother  Poets  damn  the 

Plav. 
And  Roar  the  loudest,  tho'  they  never  pay. 
The  Fops  are  proud  of  Scandal,  for  they  cry. 
At  every  Icwcl,  low  Character,— That's  I. 
lie  who  writes  Letters  to  himself  wou'd 

Swear, 
Tlie  World  forgot  him  if  he  was  not  there.  10 
What  shou'd  a  Poet  do  ?  'Tis  hard  for  One \ 
To  pleasure  all  the  Fools  that  wou'd  be  I 

shown :  f 

And  yet  not  Two  in  Ten  will  pass  the  Town. ) 
Most  Coxcombs  are  not  of  thel^aughing  kind ; 
More  goes  to  make  a  Fop,  than  Fops  can 

find. 
Quack  Maurus,  tho'  he  never  took  Degrees 
In  cither  of  our  Universities, 


At  Dkvden's  Benefit.    To»t  of  170a 


Yet  to  be  shown  by  some  kind  Wit  he  looks. 
Because  he  plai'd  the  Fool,  and  writ  Three 

Books. 
But  if  he  wou'd  be  worth  a  Poet's  Pen,   so 
lie  must  be  more  a  Fool,  and  write  again : 
For  all  the  former  Fustian  stuff  ^<i  wrote 
Was  Dead-uorn  Doggrei.  or  is  qu.     forgot ; 
His  Man  of  Vz,  stript  of  his  Hebrew  Robe, 
Is  just  the  Proverb,  and  As  poor  as  Job 
One  would  have  thought  he  could  no  lontji-r 

JoR  > 
But  Arthur  was  a  Itvel,  Job''  a  Bog. 
There,  tho'  he  crept,  yet  -:•.!•  he  kept  in 

sight ; 
But  here,  he  founders  in,  and  sinks  down- 

right. 
Had  he  prepar'd  us,  and  been  dull  by  Rule, 
TobU  had  first  been  turned  to  Ridicule  ;  31 
But  our  bold  Brillon,  without  Fear  or  Awe, 
O'er-leaps  at  once  the  whole  Apocrypha ; 
Invades  the  Psalms  with  Rhymes,  and  leaves 

no  room 
For  any  Vandal  Hopkins  yet  to  come. 

But  when.,  if,  after  all,  this  Godly  Geer 
Is  not  so  Sencelcss  as  it  would  appear  ? 
Our  Mountebank  has  laid  a  deeper  Train  O 
His  Cant,  like  Merry  Andrew's  Noble  V  .n,| 
Cat-call's  the  Sects  to  draw  'em  in  again.^ 
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PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


At  leisure  Hours  in  Epjc|ue  Song  he  deals,  41 
Writes   to   the    rumbling   of   his  Coaches 

Wheels ; 
Prescribes  in  hast,  and  seldom  kills  by  rule. 
But  rides  Triumphant  between  Stool  and 
Stool. 
Well,  let  him  ro  ;  'tis  yet  too  early  day 
To  get  himself  a  Place  iri  Farce  or  Play  ; 
We  know  not  by  what  Name  we  should 

Arraign  him, 
For  no  one  Category  can  contain  him  ; 
A  Pedant,  canting  Preacher,  and  a  Quack, 
Are  load  enough  to  break  one  Asses  Back  :  50 
At  last,  grown  wanton,  he  presum'd  to  write, 
Traduc'd  Two  Kings,  their  kindness  to  re- 
quite ; 
One  made  the  Doctor,  and  one  dubb'd  the 
Knight. 

EPILOGUE. 

Perhaps  the  Parson  stretch'd  a  point  too  far. 

When  with  our  Theatres  he  wag'd  a  War. 

He  tells  you,  that  this  very  Moral  Age 

Rereiv'd  the  first  Infection  from  the  Stage  ; 

But  sure,  a  banisht  Court,  with  Lewdness 
fraught. 

The  Seeds  of  open  Vice  returning  brought. 

Thus  lodg'd,  (as  Vice  by  great  Example 
thrives,) 

It  first  debauch'd  the  Daughters  and  the 
Wives. 

London,  a  fruitful  Soil,  yet  never  bore 

So  plentiful  a  Crop  of  Horns  before.  10 

The  Poets,  who  must  live  by  Courts  or 
starve. 

Were  proud,  so  sjood  a  Government  to  serve  ; 

And,  mixing  with  Hufioons  and  Pimps  pro- 
fain. 

Tainted  the  Stage  for  some  small  Snip  of 
Gain  ; 


For  they,  like  Harlots,  under Bawrffprofess't, 
Took  all  the  ungodly  pains,  and  got  the 

least. 
Thus  did  the  thriving  Malady  prevail ; 
The  Court  it's  Head,  the  Poet"  jUt  the  Tail. 
The  Sin  was  of  our  Native  Growth,  'tis 

true ; 
The  Scandall  of  the  Sin  was  wholly  new.  20 
Misses  there  were,  but  modestly  conccal'd ; 
White-hall  the  naked  Venus  first  reveal'd, 
Who  standing  as  at  Cyprus  in  her  Shrine, 
The  Strumpet  was  ador  d  with  Rites  Divine. 
E're  this,  if  Saints  had  any  Secret  Motion. 
' Twas  Chamber  Practice  all,  and  Close  Devo- 
tion. 
I  pass  the  Peccadillo's  of  their  time ; 
Nothing  but  open  Lewdness  was  a  Crime. 
A  Monarch's  Blood  was  venial  to  the  Nation, 
Compar'd  with  one  foul  Act  of  Fornication. 
Now,  they  wou'd  Silence  us,  and  shut  the 

Door  ^\ 

That  let  in  all  the  barefac'd  Vice  before. 
As  for  reforming  us,  which  some  pretend,  | 
That  Work  in  England  is  without  an  end  : 
Well  we  may  change,  but  we  shall  never ; 

mend.  ' 

Vet,  if  you  can  but  bear  the  present  Stage, 
We  hope  much  better  of  the  coming  Age. 
What  wou'd  you  say ,  if  we  should  first  begin  j 
To  Stop  t  heXrade  of  Love  behind  theSccne ; 
Where  Actresses  make  bold  with  married 

Men  ■••  ^0 ' 

For  while  abroad  so  prodigal  the  Doll  i«, 
Poor  Spouse  at  Home  as  ragged  as  a  Colt  is. 
In  short,  we'll  grow  as  Moral  as  we  can, 
Save,  here  and  there,  a  Woman  or  a  Man : 
But  neither  you,  nor  we,  with  all  our  pains 
Can  make  clean  work ;   there  will  be  some 

Remains, 
While  you  have  still  your  Oats,  and  we  our 

Hains. 
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TO 
HIS  GRACE 

THE 

.  DUKE  OF  ORMOND. 

My  Lord,— Some  Estates  are  held  in  England  by  paying  a  Fine  at  the  change  of  every 
Lord :  I  have  enjoy'd  the  Patronage  of  your  Family,  from  the  lime  of  your  excellent 
Grandfather  to  this  present  Day.  I  have  dedicated  the  Lives  of  Plutarch  to  the  first 
Duke  ;  and  have  celebrated  the  Memory  of  your  Heroick  Father.  Tho'  I  am  very  short 
of  the  Age  of  Nestor,  yet  I  have  liv'd  to  a  third  Generation  of  your  House  ;  and  by  your 

10  Grace's  Favour  am  admitted  still  to  hold  from  you  by  the  same  Tenure. 

I  am  not  vain  enough  to  boast  that  I  have  descrv'd  the  value  of  so  Illustrious  a  Line ; 
but  my  Fortune  is  the  greater,  that  for  three  Descents  they  have  been  pleas'd  to  distinguish 
my  Poems  from  those  of  other  Men,  and  have  accordingly  made  me  their  peculiar  Care. 
May  it  be  permitted  me  to  say.  That  as  your  Grandfather  and  Father  were  cherisli'd 
and  adorn'd  with  Honours  by  two  successive  Monarchs,  so  I  have  been  csteem'd  awl 
patronis'd  by  the  Grandfather,  the  Father,  and  the  Son,  descended  from  one  of  the  most 
Ancient,  most  Conspicuous,  and  most  Deserving  Families  in  Europe. 

'Tis  true,  that  by  delaying  the  Payment  of  my  last  Fine,  when  it  was  due  by  yo\ir  Grace's 
Accession  to  the  Titles  and  Patrimonies  of  your  House,  I  may  seem  in  rigour  of  Law 

20  to  have  made  a  forfeiture  of  my  Claim  ;  yet  my  Heart  has  always  been  devoted  to  your 
Service  ;  and  since  you  have  been  graciously  pleas'd,  by  your  permission  of  this  Address, 
to  accept  the  tender  of  my  Duty,  'tis  not  yet  too  late  to  lay  these  Poems  at  your  Feet. 

The  World  is  sensible  that  you  worthily  succeed  not  only  to  the  Honours  of  your  Ances- 
tors, Jjut  also  to  their  Virtues.  The  long  Chain  of  Magnanimity,  Courage,  easiness  of 
Access,  and  desire  of  doing  Good,  even  to  the  Prejudice  of  your  Fortune,  is  so  far  from 
being  broken  in  your  Grace,  that  the  precious  Metal  yet  runs  pure  to  the  newest  Link  of  it : 
which  I  will  not  call  the  last,  because  I  hope  and  pray  it  may  descend  to  late  Posterity : 
And  your  flourishing  Youth,  and  that  of  your  excellent  Dutchess,  are  happy  Omens  of 
my  Wish. 

30  'Tis  observ'd  by  Livy  and  by  others.  That  some  of  the  noblest  Roman  Families  retain'd 
a  resemblance  of  their  Ancestry,  not  only  in  their  Shapes  and  Features,  but  also  in  their 
Manners,  their  Qualities,  and  the  distinguishing  Characters  of  their  Minds :  Some  Lines 
were  noted  for  a  stern,  rigid  Virtue,  salvage,  haughty,  parcimonious,  and  unpopular: 
Others  were  more  sweet,  and  affable ;  made  of  a  more  pliant  Past,  humble,  courteous, 
and  obliging  ;  studious  of  doing  charitable  Offices,  and  diffusive  of  the  Goods  which  they 
enjoy'd.  The  last  of  these  is  the  proper  and  indelible  Character  of  your  Grace's  Family. 
God  Almighty  has  endu'd  you  with  a  Softness,  a  Beneficence,  an  attractive  Behaviour 
winning  on  the  Hearts  of  others  ;  and  so  sensible  of  their  Misery,  that  the  Wounds  of 
Fortu'^e  seem  not  inflicted  on  them,  but  on  your  self.    You  are  so  ready  to  redress,  that 

40  you  almost  prevent  their  Wishes,  and  always  exceed  their  Expectations :  As  if  what 
was  yours,  was  not  your  own,  and  not  given  you  to  possess,  but  to  bestow  on  wanting 
Merit.  But  this  is  a  Topick  which  I  must  cast  in  Shades,  lest  I  offend  your  Modesty, 
which  is  so  far  from  being  ostentatious  of  the  Good  you  do,  that  it  blushes  even  to  have 
it  known  :  And  therefore  I  must  leave  you  to  the  Satisfaction  and  Testimony  of  your  own 
Conscience,  which,  though  it  be  a  silent  Panegyrick,  is  yet  the  best. 

You  are  so  easy  of  Access  that  PopUcola  was  not  more,  whose  Doors  were  open'd  on  the 
Outside  to  save  the  people  even  the  common  Civility  of  asking  entrance  ;  where  all  were 
equally  admittr  ^  ;  where  nothing  that  was  reasonable  was  deny'd,  where  Mi=fori!ne 
was  a  powerful  Recommendation,  and  where  (I  can  scarce  forbear  saying)  that  Want 

50  it  self  was  a  powerful  Mediator,  and  was  next  to  Merit. 
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The  History  of  Peru  assures  u.,  That  tlicir  Inca's,  above  all  their  Titles,  esteem'd  that 
the  highest,  which  called  them  Lovers  of  the  Poor :  A  Name  more  glorious  than  the  Felix, 
Fius,  and  Augustus  of  the  Roman  Emperors  ;  which  were  Epithets  of  Flattery,  deserv'd 
by  few  of  them  ;  and  not  running  in  a  Blood  like  the  perpetual  Gentleness  and  inherent 
Goodness  of  the  Ormond  Family. 

Gold,  as  it  is  the  purest,  so  it  is  the  softest  and  most  ductile  of  all  Metals :  Iron,  which 
is  the  hardest,  gathers  Rust,  corrodes  its  self ;  and  is  therefore  subject  to  Corruption : 
It  was  never  intended  for  Coins  and  Medals,  or  to  bear  the  Faces  and  Inscriptions  of  the 
Great.  Indeed  'tis  lit  for  Armour,  to  bear  off  Insults,  and  preserve  the  Wearer  in  the 
Day  of  Battle  ;  but  the  Danger  once  repell'd,  it  is  laid  aside  by  the  Brave,  as  a  Garment  10 
too  rough  for  civil  Conversation  ;  a  necessary  Gi'  rd  in  War,  but  too  harsh  and  cumber- 
some in  Peace,  and  which  keep  of!  the  embraces  of  a  more  human  Life. 

For  this  reason,  my  Lord,  though  you  have  Courage  in  a  heroical  Degree,  yet  I  ascribe 
it  to  you  but  as  your  second  Attribute :  Mercy,  Beneficence,  and  Compassion,  claim 
Precedence,  as  they  are  first  in  the  divine  Nature.  An  intrepid  Courage,  which  is  inherent 
in  your  Grace,  is  at  best  but  a  Holiday-kind  of  Virtue,  to  be  seldom  exercis'd,  and  never 
but  in  Cases  of  Necessity  ;  Affability,  Mildness,  Tenderness,  and  a  Word,  which  I  would 
fain  bring  back  to  its  original  Signification  of  Virtue,  I  mean  good  Nature,  are  of  daily 
use :  They  are  the  Bread  of  Mankind  and  Staff  of  Life :  Neither  Sighs,  nor  TearsJ  nor 
Groans,  nor  Curses  of  the  vanquish'd  follow  Acts  of  Compassion,  and  of  Charity :  But  20 
a  sincere  Pleasure  and  Serenity  of  Mind,  in  him  who  performs  an  Action  of  Mercy,  which 
cannot  suffer  the  Misfortunes  of  another,  without  redress  ;  lest  they  should  bring  a  kind 
of  Contagion  along  with  them,  and  pollute  the  Happiness  which  he  enjoys. 

Yet  since  the  perverse  Tempers  of  Mankind,  since  Oppression  on  one  sid»,  and  Ambition 
on  the  other,  are  sometimes  the  unavoidable  Occasions  of  War ;  that  Courage,  that 
Magnanimity,  and  Resolution,  which  is  bom  with  you,  cannot  be  too  much  commended  : 
And  here  it  grieves  me  that  I  am  scanted  in  the  pleasure  of  dwelling  on  many  of  your 
Actions :  But  aliiofuu  Tpjias  is  an  Expression  which  TuUy  often  uses,  when  he  would 
do  what  he  dares  not,  and  fears  the  Censure  of  the  Ronmns. 

I  have  sometimes  been  forc'd  to  amplify  on  others  ;  but  here,  where  the  Subject  is  so  30 
fniitful  that  the  Harvest  overcomes  the  Reaper,  I  am  shorten'd  by  my  Chain,  and  can 
only  see  what  is  forbidden  me  to  reach :  Since  it  is  not  permitted  me  to  commend  you 
according  to  the  extent  of  my  Wishes,  and  much  less  is  it  m  my  Power  to  make  my  Com- 
mendations equal  to  your  Merits. 

Yet  in  this  Frugality  of  your  Praises,  there  are  some  Things  which  I  cannot  omit,  without 
detracting  from  your  Character.  You  have  so  form'd  your  own  Education,  as  enables  you 
to  pay  the  Debt  you  owe  your  Country,  or,  more  properly  speaking,  both  your  Countries : 
Because  you  were  born,  I  may  almost  say  in  Purple  at  the  Castle  of  Dublin,  when  your 
Grandfather  was  Lord-Lieutenant,  and  have  since  been  bred  in  the  Court  of  England. 

If  this  Address  had  l>een  in  Verse,  I  might  have  call'd  you,  as  Claudian  calls  Mercury,  40 
Kumen  commune,  Gemino  faciens  commercia  mundo.  The  tetter  to  satisfy  this  double 
01  nation,  you  have  early  cultivated  the  Genius  you  have  to  Arms,  that  when  the  service 
of  Mtain  or  Ireland  shall  require  your  Courage  and  your  Conduct,  you  may  exert  them 
both  to  the  Benefit  of  either  Country.  You  tiegan  in  the  Cabinet  what  you  afterwards 
practis'd  in  the  Camp ;  and  thus  both  Lucullus  and  CeFsar  (to  omit  a  crowd  of  shining 
Romans)  form'd  them  selves  to  the  War  by  the  Study  of  History,  and  by  the  examples  of 
the  greatest  Captains,  both  of  Gree  \  and  Italy,  before  their  time.  I  name  those  two 
Commanders  in  particular,  lierause  they  were  better  read  in  Chronicle  than  any  of  the 
Roman  Leaders ;  and  that  Lucullus  in  particular,  having  only  the  Theory  of  War  from 
Books,  was  thought  fit,  without  Practice,  to  be  sent  into  the  Field  against  the  most  50 
formidable  Enemy  of  Rome.  Tully  indeed  was  call'd  the  learn'd  Consul  in  derision ;  but  then, 
he  was  not  born  a  Soldier :  His  Head  was  turn'd  another  way :  When  he  read  the  Tactics, 
he  was  thinking  on  the  Bar,  which  was  his  Field  of  Battle.    The  Knowledge  of  Warfare 
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tho-  atchievcd  by  *^«  "^"*^;,*i,\' ^^"^tes  whL  u^^  we  call  Heroes.    C.rs'd 

V  ;"  .V.i.,,  mv  «.|f  10  the  Sevtritv  o(  Tralh.  «nd  to  «hat  u  becommg  me  to  say,    rnua 
M  S  S  Z,  rnVln.ta»S  ol  you,  Miiitao'  Skill,  but  also  those  ot  yoor  assrt,™, 

SSK  ItLXranl-SSs^i^Sfepftlolrmore,  But  al,  this  U  Mo,» 

-  •°krr.oKry'si&r.,5'';fr^^^^^^  s;Say"'r|ie  o„  o„.  a,,,, 

fransDor  ed  you  ^  your  Friends  that  they  were  unable  to  follow  much  less  0 

succour  you  fwhen  you  were  not  only  dangerously,  but  in  all  appearance  rnortally  woundetl; 
whenTn  thatSerate  Condition  you  were  made  Prisoner,  and  earned  to  Aa«mr    t 
That  time  in  PMseS  of  the  French;  then  it  was,  my  Lord,  that  you  took  a  considmbk 
Part  of  what  i^s  remitted  to  you  of  your  own  Revenues,  and  as  a  memorable  Instan  coi 
vour  HeS  Charity  put  it  into  the  Hands  of  Count  Guiscard,  who  was  Governor  of  t  e 
«  &  to  1^  distribut^Famong  your  Fellow-Prisoners.    The  French  Commander,  charm 
^    wkh^he  eSatSs  o  >^ur  Soul,  accordingly  consign'd  it  to  the  Use  for  which  it  was  ,n  en  e 
by  the  Donor:    By  "Inch  means  the  Lives  of  so  many  miserable  Men  were  sav  d  an 
a  comfortable  Provision  made  for  their  Subsistance,  who  had  otherwise  Penshd,  had 
vou  been  the  Companion  of  their  Misfortune :  or  rather  sent  by  Providence,  like  another 
7°«jr  to  keep  out  Famine  from  invading  those,  «hom  in  Humility  you  called  your 
ferXn     How  happy  was  it  for  those  po^r  Creatures  that  your  Grace  was  made  th«r 
FelWSuBerer?    And^lOW  glorious  for  \'ou,  that  you  chose  to  want,  rather  than  not 
S  the  Wants  of  others?    The  Heathen  Poet,  in  commending  the  charity  of  M 
lo  the  TroiZs,  spoke  like  a  Christian:   Nan  ignara  mali,  mserts  succurrered.sco  J^ 
40  r^en  even  thc^e  of  a  different  Interest,  and  contrary  Principles,  must  praise  this  Ac,  n 
M  the  m^t  eminent  for  Piety,  not  onlv  in  this  degenerate  Age,  but  almost  in  any  of  the 
former?  wheTMen  were  made  de  meliore  luto  ;  when  Examptes  of  Charity  were  frequ 
and  when  there  were  in  being.   Teucri,  pulcherrima  proles    M„,nanm^^^^^ 
melioribus  amis.    No  Envy  can  detract  from  this :  it  will  ^»^'»« '"  "'f  ^.,',  ^fJJ^ 
Swans,  grow  whiter  the  longer  it  endures:    and  the  Name  of  Okmond  ^Mll  be  more 
celebrated  in  his  Captivity  than  in  his  greatest  Triumphs.  r  t.  •  r 

But  in  Actions  oFyour'^Grace  arc  of  a  piece  ;  as  Waters  keep  the  Tenour  of  the.r  Foun- 
tains •  your  Compassion  is  general,  and  has  the  same  Effect  as  well  on  Enemies  as  H.  J. 
S;  much  in  your  Nature  to  do  Good,  that  your  Life  is  but  one  continued  Ac  of  plac 
SO  BenefitHn  many,  as  the  Sun  is  always  carrying  his  Light  to  sorne  Part  or  oth  0 
World  •  And  were  it  not  that  your  Reason  guides  you  where  to  give,  I  might  ihno^t  s ; 
Jhat  you  could  not  help  bestowing  more,  than  is  consisting  with  the  Fortune  of  a  pnvate 
Man,  or  with  the  Will  of  any  but  an  Alexander. 
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What  Wonder  is  it  then,  that  being  born  for  a  Blessing  to  Mankind,  your  suppos'd 
Death  in  that  Engagement,  was  so  generally  lamented  through  the  Nation  ?  The  Concern- 
ment for  it  was  as  universal  as  the  Loss :  And  though  the  Gratitude  mi;;ht  be  counterfeit 
in  some ;  yet  the  Tears  of  all  were  real :  Where  every  man  deplor'd  bis  private  Part  in 
that  Calamity,  and  even  those  who  had  not  tasted  of  your  Favours,  yet  built  so  much 
on  the  Fame  of  your  Beneficence,  that  they  bemoan'd  the  Loss  of  their  Frpectations. 

This  brought  the  untimely  Death  of  your  Great  Father  into  fresh  remembrance ;  as 
if  the  same  Decree  had  pass  d  on  two  short  successive  Generations  of  the  Virtuous  ;  and 
I  repeated  to  my  self  the  same  Verses,  which  I  had  formerly  apply'd  to  him :  Osltndunt 
terns  kunc  lantum  Jala,  nee  ultra  Esse  sinunl. 

But  to  the  Joy  not  only  of  all  good  Men,  but  of  Mankind  in  general,  the  unhappy  Omen 
took  not  place.  You  are  still  living  to  enjoy  the  Blessings  and  Applause  of  all  the  Good 
vou  have  perform'd,  the  Prayers  of  Multitudes  whom  you  have  oblig'd,  for  your  long 
Prosperity,  and  that  your  Power  of  doing  generous  and  charitable  Actions  may  be  as 
extended  as  your  Will ;  which  is  by  none  more  zealously  desir"  than  by 

Your  Grace's  mof  t  humble, 

most  oblig'd,  and  most 

obedient  servant, 

John  Drvden. 
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'Tis  with  a  Poet  as  with  a  Man  who  designs  to  build,  and  is  very  exact,  as  he  supposes, 
in  casting  up  the  Cost  beforehand  :  But,  generally  spf  aking,  he  is  mistaken  in  his  Account, 
and  reckons  short  of  the  Exj  t^nse  he  first  intended :  He  alters  his  Mind  as  the  Work  pro- 
ceeds,  and  will  have  this  or  t.iat  Convenience  more,  of  which  he  had  not  thought  when  he 
began.  So  has  it  hapned  to  me ;  I  have  built  a  Flouse,  where  I  intended  but  a  Lodge : 
Yet  with  better  Success  than  a  certain  Nobleman,  who,  beginning  with  a  Dog-kennil 
never  liv'd  to  finish  the  Palace  he  had  contriv'd. 

From  translating  the  First  of  Homer's  lUaus  (which  I  intended  as  an  Essay  to  the  whole 
Work)  I  proceeded  to  the  Translation  of  the  Twelfth  Book  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  because 
it  contains,  among  other  Things,  the  Causes,  the  Beginning,  and  Ending  of  the  Trojan  30 
War :  Here  I  ought  in  reason  to  have  stopp'd ;  but  the  speeches  of  Ajax  and  Ulysses 
lying  next  in  my  way,  I  could  not  balk  'em.  When  I  had  compass'd  them,  I  was  so  taken 
witii  the  former  Part  of  the  Fifteentlx  Book  (which  is  the  Master-piece  of  the  whole  Meta- 
morphoses)  that  I  enjoyn'd  myself  the  pleasing  Task  of  rendring  it  into  English.  And 
now  I  found  by  the  Number  of  my  Verses,  that  they  b^an  to  swell  into  a  little  Volume  ; 
wiiich  gave  me  an  Occasion  of  looking  backward  on  seme  Beauties  of  my  Author,  in  his 
former  Books  :  There  occur'd  to  me  the  Hunting  of  the  Boar,  Cinyras  and  Myrrha,  the 
good-natured  story  of  Baucis  and  PhiUmon,  with  the  rest,  which  I  hope  I  'lave  translated 
closely  enough,  and  given  them  die  same  Turn  of  Verse  which  they  h-.a  in  the  Original ; 
and  this,  I  may  say  without  vanity ,.  is  not  tha  Talent  of  every  Poet :  He  who  has  arriv'd  40 
the  nearest  to  it  is  the  Ingenious  and  Learned  Sandys,  the  best  Versifier  of  the  former  Age  ; 
if  I  may  properly  call  it  by  that  Name,  which  was  the  former  Part  of  this  concluding 
Century.  For  Spenser  and  Fairfax  both  flourished  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Elisabeth  ;  Great 
Masters  in  our  Language  ;  and  who  saw  much  farther  into  the  Beauties  of  our  Numbers, 
than  those  who  immediately  followed  them.  Milton  was  the  Poetical  son  of  Spencer, 
and  Mr.  Waller  of  Fairfax  ;  for  we  have  our  Lineal  Descents  and  Clans,  as  well  as  other 
Families:  Spencer  more  than  once  insinuates,  that  the  Soul  of  Chaueer  was  transfus'd 
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They  who  think  too  well  of  their  own  Performances  arc  apt  to  boast  in  their  Prefaces 
»•  jw  little  Time  their  Works  have  cost  them,  and  what  other  liuciness  of  more  im^rtan  :e 
interfer'd :  but  the  Rcaaer  will  be  as  apt  to  ask  the  Question,  Why  they  allow  <1  not  a 
loncer  Tim  to  make  their  Works  more  perfect,  and  why  they  had  so  dcsjwcablc  an  Opmion 
o(  'heir  Judges  as  to  thrust  their  indigested  Stuff  ui>on  them,  as  if  they  dcscrv'd  no  better  ?  '■ 

With  this  Account  of  my  present  Undertaking  I  conclude  the  first  Part  of  this  Discourse : 
in  the  second  Part,  as  at  a  second  Sitting,  though  1  alter  not  the  Draught,  1  must  touch 
the  same  Features  over  again,  and  change  the  Dead-colourmg  of  the  Whole.    In  f.jneral 
1  will  only  say,  that  I  have  written  nothing  which  savours  of  Immorality  or  ProMneness  ; 
at  least,  I  am  not  conscious  to  my  self  of  any  such  Intention.    If  there  happen  to  be  10 
found  an  irreverent  Txpression,  or  a  Thought  too  wanton,  they  are  crept  into  my  Verses 
through  my  Inadvertency ;   If  the  Searchers  find  any  in  the  Cargo,  let  them  be  stav  d 
Of  forfeited,  like  Counterbanded  Goods  ;  at  least,  let  their  Authc*  be  answerable  for  their.. 
as  being  but  imported  Merchandise,  and  not  of  my  own  Manufacture.    On  the  other 
Side,  1  nave  endeavour'd  to  chuse  such  Fables,  both  Ancient  and  Modern,  i.    contain  m 
each  of  them  some  instructive  Moral,  which  i  could  prove  by  Induction,  but  the  Way  is 
tedious ;   and  they  leap  foremost  into  sight,  without  the  Reader's  Trouble  of  lookmg 
alter  them.    I  wish  I  could  affirm  with  a  safe  Conscience,  that  I  had  taken  the  same  Care 
in  all  my  former  Writings ;   for  it  must  be  own'd,  that  su[)[)0sing  Verses  are  never  so 
beautifx'l  or  pleasing,  yet  if  they  contain  any  thing  which  shocks  Religion,  or  Good  Manners,  20 
1    tt>cy  are  at  best,  what  Horace  says  of  good  Numbers  without  good  sense,  Vers'is  vtopes 
r(rum,nugaque canora:  Thus  far, I  hope,  I  am  Right  in  Court, without  renouncmg  to  my 
other  Right  of  Self-defence,  where  I  have  been  wrongfully  accus'd,  and  my  Sense  wire- 
drawn into  Blasphemy  or  Bawdry,  as  it  has  often  been  by  a  Religious  Lawyer,  hi  a  late 
Pleading  against  the  Stage;    in  which  he  mixes  Truth  v iih  Falsehood,  and  has  not 
forgotten  the  old  Rule  of  calumniating  strongly,  that  something  may  remain. 

I  resume  the  Thrid  of  my  Discourse  with  the  first  of  my  Trunilations,  which  was  the 

First  Iliad  of  Homer.    If  it  shall  please  God  to  give  me  longer  Li  %  and  moderate  Health, 

I    my  Intentions  are  to  translate  the  whole  Ilias ;   provided  still,  that  I  meet  with  those 

Encouragements  from  the  Publick,  which  may  enable  me  to  proceed  in  my  Undertaking  30 
I    with  some  Chearfulness.    And  this  I  dare  assure  the  World  before-hand,  that  I  have 
I    found  by  Trial,  Homer  a  more  pleasing  Task  than  VirgU  (the  igh  I  say  not  the  Translation 
I    will  be  less  laborious).    For  the  Grecian  is  more  according  10  my  Genius  than  the  Latm 
I    Poet.    In  the  Works  of  the  two  Authors  we  may  read  their  Manners  and  natural  Inclina- 
I    tions,  which  are  wholly  different.    Virgil  was  of  a  quiet,  sedate  Temper ;   Homer  was 
I    violent,  impetuous,  and  full  of  Fire.    The  chief  Talent  of  Virgil  was  I'roi  iriety  of  Thoughts, 
I    and  Ornament  of  Words :   Homer  was  rapid  in  his  Thoughts,  and  took  all  the  Liberties 
I    both  of  Numbers  and  of  Expressions,  which  his  Language,  and  the  A52  in  which  he  liv  d 
I    allow'd  him.    Homer's  Invention  was  more  copious,  VirgiVs  more  confin'd :  So  th^  if 
I    Uoma  had  not  led  the  Way,  it  was  not  in  Virgil  to  have  begun  Heroick  Poetry :   For,  40 
I    nothing  can  be  more  evident,  than  that  the  Roman  Poem  is  but  the  Second  Part  of  the 
I    Uias ;  a  Continuation  of  the  same  Story :  And  the  Persons  already  form'd  :  The  Manners 
I    of  JEneas,  are  those  of  Hector  superadded  to  those  which  Homer  gave  him.    The  Adventures 
I    of  Ulysses  in  the  Odysseis,  are  imitated  in  the  first  Six  Books  of  Virgil's  Mneis  :  and  though 
I    the  Accidents  are  not  the  same  (which  would  have  argu'd  him  of  a  servile,  copying,  and 
I    total  Barrenness  of  Invention),  yet  the  Seas  were  the  same  in  which  both  the  Heroes 
I    wander'd ;   and  Dido  cannot  be  deny'd  to  be  the  Poetical  Daughter  of  Calypso.    The 
I    Six  latter  books  of  Virgil's  Poem  are  the  Four  and  twenty  Iliads  contracted :  A  Quarrel 
I    occasion'd  by  a  Lady,  a  Single  Combate,  Ba*    "s  fought,  and  a  Town  bcsieg'd.    I  say 
I    not  this  in  derogation  to  Virgil,  neither  do  I  contradict  anything  which  I  have  {ormcrly  50 
I    said  in  his  just  Praise :  for  his  Episodes  are  aUnost  wholly  of  his  own  Invention ;  and  the 


1.1  Counlrrbanded]  Some  edi/ors  wroftj^ly give  conirahnnilri 


til 


•  • 


f. 


2/0 


PREFACE. 


!:'• 


Form  which  he  has  given  to  the  Telling,  makes  the  Tale  his  own,  even  though  the  Original 
Story  had  been  the  same.  But  this  proves,  however,  that  Homer  taught  Virgil  to  design : 
And  if  Invention  be  the  first  Vcrtuc  of  an  Epick  Poet,  then  the  ImIih  Poem  can  onlv  be 
allow'd  the  second  Place.  Mr.  Hobbs,  in  the  Preface  to  his  own  bald  Translation  of  Hit 
llias  (stutlyii.g  Poetry  as  he  did  Matliematicks,  when  it  was  too  laic),  Mr.  Hobbs,!  say, 
begins  the  Praise  of  Ilotiur  where  he  should  have  ended  it.  He  tells  us,  that  the  lirst 
Beauty  of  an  Epick  Poem  consists  in  Diction,  that  is,  in  the  Choice  of  Words,  and  Harmony 
of  Numbers  ;  Now,  the  Words  are  the  Colouring  of  the  Work,  which  in  the  Order  of  Nature 
is  last  to  be  consider'd.    The  Design,  the  DisiKwition,  the  Manners,  and  the  Thoughts  are 

10  all  before  it :  Where  any  of  those  are  wantint  or  imperfect,  so  much  wants  or  is  imperfect 
in  the  Inmation  of  Humane  Life ;  which  is  in  the  very  Definition  of  a  Poem.  Words 
indeed,  like  glaring  Colours,  are  the  first  Beauties  that  arise,  and  strike  the  Sight :  but  if 
the  Draught  be  false  or  lume,  the  Figures  ill  dis|X)s'd,  the  Manners  obscure  or  nieon- 
sistent,  or  the  Thoughts  unnatural,  then  the  finest  Colours  are  but  D&wbing,  and  the  Piece 
is  a  beautiful  Monster  at  the  best.  Neither  Virgil  nor  Homer  were  deficient  m  ary  of  the 
former  Beauties ;  but  in  this  last,  which  is  Expression,  the  Roman  poet  is  at  least  equal 
to  the  Grecian,  as  I  have  s,  id  elsewhere ;  supplying  the  poverty  of  his  Language  by  liii 
Musical  Ear,  and  bv  his  Diligence.  But  to  return :  Our  two  Great  Poets,  being  ,m>  diflcrent 
til  their  Temi^rs,  one  Cholerick  and  Sanguin,  the  other  Phlegmatick  and  Melancholick : 

20  tiuU  which  makes  them  excel  in  their  several  Ways  is,  that  each  of  them  has  follow  d  his 
own  natural  Inclination,  as  well  in  Forming  the  Design  as  in  the  Execution  of  it.  The 
very  Heroes  show  their  Authors :  Achilles  is  hot,  im|)atient,  revengeful,  Impiger,  iracmdm, 
inexorabilis,  acer,  &c.  jEneas  patient,  considerate,  careful  of  his  People  and  merciful  to  his 
Enemies  ;  ever  submissive  to  the  Will  of  Heaven,  quo  fala  trahunt  retrahunlque  sequamur. 
I  could  please  my  self  with  enlarging  on  this  Subject,  but  am  forc'd  to  defer  it  ti.  a  fitter 
Time.  From  all  I  have  said  I  will  only  draw  this  Inference,  That  the  Action  of  Uomcr 
being  more  full  of  Vigour  than  that  of  Virgil,  according  to  the  Temjwr  of  the  Writer,  is  of 
consequence  more  pleasing  to  the  Reader.  One  warms  you  by  Degrees  ;  the  other  sets 
you  on  fire  all  at  once,  and  never  intermits  his  Heat.    'Tis  the  same  Difference  winch 

30  Longinus  makes  betwixt  the  effects  of  eloquence  in  Demosthenes,  and  Tully.  One  persuades ; 
the  other  commands.  You  never  cool  while  you  read  Homer,  even  not  in  the  Second  Book 
(a  graceful  Flattery  to  his  Countrymen) ;  but  he  hastens  from  the  Shijis,  and  concludes 
not  that  Book  till  he  has  made  you  an  Amends  by  the  violent  playing  of  a  new  Machine. 
From  thence  he  hurries  on  his  Action  with  Variety  of  Events,  and  ends  it  in  less  Conifass 
than  Two  months.  This  Vehemence  of  his,  I  confess,  is  more  suitable  to  my  Tciii|)er : 
and  therefore  1  have  translated  his  First  Book  with  greater  Pleasure  than  any  Part  of 
Virgil ;  But  it  was  not  a  Pleasure  without  Pains :  The  continual  Agitations  of  the  Spirits, 
must  needs  be  a  Weakning  of  any  Constitution,  especially  in  Age  ;  and  many  Pauses  arc 
required  for  Refreshment  betwixt  the  Heats ;   the  Hiad  of  its  self  being  a  third  part 

40  longer  than  all  VirgiPs  Works  together. 

This  is  what  I  thought  needful  in  this  Place  to  say  of  Homer.  I  proceed  to  Omd,  and 
Chaucer ;  considering  the  former  only  in  relation  to  the  latter.  With  Ovid  ended  thp 
Golden  Age  of  the  Roman  Tongue :  From  Chaucer  the  purity  of  the  English  Tongue  began, 
The  Manners  of  the  Poets  were  not  unlike :  Both  of  them  were  well-bred,  wellnatur'd, 
amorous,  and  Libertine,  at  least  in  their  Writings,  it  may  be  also  in  their  Lives.  Their 
Studies  were  the  same,  Philosophy  and  Philology.  I3oth  of  them  were  knowing  in 
Astronomy,  of  which  Ovid's  Books  of  the  Roman  Feasts,  and  Chaucer's  Treatise  of  the 
Astrolabe,  are  sufficient  Witnesses.  But  Chaucer  was  likewise  an  Astrologer,  as  were 
Virgil,  Horace,  Persius,  and  Manilius.    Both  writ  with  wonderful  Facility  and  Clearness: 

50  reither  were  great  Inventors :  For  Ot'id  only  copied  the  Grecian  Fables ;  and  most  of 
:  laucer's  Stories  were  taken  from  his  Italian  Contemporaries  or  their  Predecessors: 
boccace  his  Decameron  was  first  publish'd  ;  and  from  thence  our  Englishman  has  borrow  d 
many  of  his  Canterbury  Talcs ;  Vet  that  of  Palamon  and  Arcile  was  written.in  all  probability, 
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bv  some  Italian  Wit,  in  a  former  Age,  as  I  shall  prove  hereafter :  J^«  T»l«  of  CrmW 
Jm  the  invention  of  Petrarch  ;  by  him  sent  to  Doceace  ;  Itom  yihom  it  came  to  Chauttr . 
TTr,ilu!mdCn.  ida  was  also  written  by  a  Lombard  Author  ;  but  much  amplified  by  our 
IS  translatour,  as  well  as  bcuutilied ;  the  Genius  of  our  Countrymen  in  general 
kne  rather  to  improve  an  Invention,  than  to  invent  themselves  ;  as  is  evident  not  only 
S^  oSr  pSy,  but^n  many  of  our  Manufactures.     I  find  I  have  anticipated  already, 

Kl  takcrup^from  Boccace  Gcfore  1  come  to  him  ;  But  there  »  so  much  less  behind  ;  and 
I  am  of  the  temijer  of  most  Kings,  uho  love  to  be  m  debt,  are  all  for  present  Money,  no  matter 

ow  they  pay  it'afterwards :  Iksides,  the  Nafure  of  a  preface  U  feamb  ing ;  never  wholly 
ou   of  the  VVay,  nor  in  it.    This  I  have  Icarn'd  from  the  Prac  ice  of  honest  Af«.<ajpi.  lo 
and  return  at  my  pleasure  to  Ovid  and  Chaueer,  of  whom  I  have  little  inore  to  say.    Both 

0  them  built  on  the  Inventions  of  other  Men ;  yet  since  aii««T  had  something  ol  htt 
own  S  The  Wile  of  Baths  Tale,  The  Cock  a,ui  the  Fox.  which  I  have  translated, 
!!,  Vnme  others  I  may  justly  give  our  Countryman  the  Precedence  m  that  Part ;  smce 

i,  Temembe"  noS  of  Ovid  which  was  wholly  hU.  Both  of  them  understood  the 
irn  crr^.n^S Vhich  Name  I  comprehend  the  Passions,  and  in  a  larger  Sense  ^Dejcnp. 
S"  of  Persons,  and  their  very  Habits.  For  an  Example,  I  see  ^"'""^^ff^. 
as  perfectly  before  me,  as  if  some  ancient  Painter  had  drawn  them  ;  and  all  the  Pilgnroi 
t  ZSterbury  Tal«,  their  Humours,  their  Features,  and  the  very  Dress,  as  distinctly 

1  f    had  sVpn'd  with  Uiem  at  the  Tabard  in  Soulhwark ;  Vet  even  there  too  the  Figure.  30 
I  Chaucer  are  much  more  lively,  and  set  in  a  better  Light :  which  though  I  have  not  Tune 

to  nrove  vet  I  appeal  lo  the  Reader,  and  am  sure  he  will  clear  me  from  Partality.    The 
S^ouS  and  \vS  remain  to  be  considered,  in  the  Comnarison  of  the  two  Poet. ;  and 
lu^c  s^v'd  my  self  one  half  of  that  Labour,  by  owning  tdat  Ovtd  hv'd  when  the  Rowai. 
Toncue  was  in  its  Meridian  ;  Chaucer,  in  the  Dawning  of  our  Language:  Jberefow  that 
Sn  o  the  Comparbon  stands  not  on  an  equal  Foot  any  more  than  the  D'ct.on  of  £„«/« 
Zot'id,  or  of  Chaucer,  and  our  present  English.    The  >yords  are  givei.  "P  "  «  P"|  "J 
?obe  defended  in  our  Poet,  bccaus^  he  wanted  the  Modern  Art  of  Forti  ying.    The  Thought. 
rm^in  to  bTconsider'd :  And  they  are  to  be  measur'd  only  by  their  Propriety  ;  that  u, 
^s^hev  flow  mo"e  or  less  naturally  Lm  the  Persons  describ'd,  on  .uch  and  such  Occasion..  30 
T!    VulgaT  Judg^   which  are  Nine  Parts  in  Ten  of  all  Nations,  who  caUConcefs  and 
InlL  Wit  who  see  Ovid  full  of  them,  and  Chaucer  altogether  without  them,  will  think 
lelS  Sian  mad  for  preferring  th;  EngUsl^an  to  the  f-««  =  ^'t  ^th  the«  l«ve 
1  must  nrcsume  to  say,  that  the  Things  thev  admire  are  only  glittering  Trifles,  a°a  w  »' 
rom  S  WMy! that  in  a  serious  P^em  tliey  are  nausejus,  because  they  are  unnatural. 
Zm  an?  Man/who  is  ready  to  die  for  Love,  describe  hU  pa^ion  like  Narassus?    Wou  d 
ho  thrnk  oVW"«  me  copil lecit,  and  a  Dozen  more  of  ^"^J  E''P«»(0™;.P^«  J  l\^l 
Neck  of  one  another,  and  signifying  all  the  same  Thing  ?  If  this  *"?^WiJ,  was  ^h^'  a  im^^^ 
to  be  witty,  when  the  poor  Wretch  was  in  the  Agony  of  Death  ?   Thus  w  just  JonnjLta^nou 
n  Ba7holmewFair,  who  had  a  Conceit  (as  he  tells  you)  left  him  in  his  Misery  J  »  ni««rable  40 
CoS     On  these  Occasions  the  Poet  shou'd  endeavour  to  raise  P>tv  ;  b"t  instead  of 
ihlsMd  btlckUnc  you  to  laugh.    Virgil  never  made  use  of  such  Machines,  when  he  WM 
Lt'iS  4u  to  SSrate  theLath  of W :  He  wou^^^ 

C/,fl».^r  makes  Arcite  violent  in  his  Love,  and  unjust  in  the  Pursuit  of  it .    Yet  when  he 
came  to  die,  he  made  him  think  more  reasonably :   He  repents  not  ofhis  Love,  lor  mat 
^ad  nlterM  his  Character ;  but  acknowledges  the  Injustice  of  l*"  P'f^'^SS.  «id  r«jg^ 
EmUia  to  Palamor,.    What  would  Orri  have  done  on  this  O'i'^^"/'/  "%*X 
have  made  Arcite  witty  on  his  Death-bed.    He  had  complain ^ ^^."^J"^"^!?^^ 
Possession,  bv  being  so  near,  and  a  thousand  such  Boyisms,  ^^Y'^ ^1'?^"^^!^^  „ 
below  the  bit'    tv  of  the  Subject.     They  who  think  otherwise,  would,  by  the  saine  Reason,  50 
m  Ir  Lwan  .md  Ovid  to  Homer  and  Virgil,  and  Martial  to  all  Four  of  them.    As 
Ferine  Turn  of  Worfs,  in  which  (?.«  particularlv  "cels  aU  Poets  ;  they  are^^^^^ 
a  Fault,  and  sometimes  a  Beauty,  as  they  arc  used  properly  or  improperly  ,   but  m  strong 
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Passions  always  to  be  shunn'd,  because  PusiolU  an  terious,  and  wU!  admit  no  Playing. 
The  Frtntk  have  a  high  Value  for  them  {  and  I  confess,  they  art  often  what  they  call 
Delicate,  when  they  arc  introdt-ced  with  Judgment ;  but  Chaucer  writ  with  more  Sim- 
plicity, and  follow'd  Nature  more  closely,  than  to  use  them.  I  have  thus  far,  to  the  best 
of  my  Knowledge,  been  an  upright  Judge  betwixt  the  Parties  in  Competition,  not  medling 
with  the  Design  nor  the  Dis|)osition  of  it ;  because  the  Design  was  not  their  own,  and  in 
the  disixMiiig  of  it  they  were  equal.  It  remains  that  I  say  somewhat  of  Chauter  io 
inrticular.  ....  »» 

In  the  first  place,  As  he  is  the  father  of  EHglish  Poetry,  so  I  hold  him  in  the  same  Degree 

10  of  Vcncnttion  as  the  Grecians  held  Hotner,  or  the  liomans  Virgil :  He  is  a  perpetual  Fountain 
of  good  Sense  ;  learn'd  in  ull  Sciences ;  and  therefore  speaks  properly  on  all  Subjects: 
As  he  knew  what  to  say,  so  he  knows  also  >vhen  to  leave  off ;  a  Continence  which  is  practis'd 
by  few  Writers,  and  scarcely  by  any  of  the  Ancients,  excepting  VirgU  and  Horaa.  One 
of  our  late  great  Poets  is  sunk  in  his  Reputation  because  he  cou  d  never  forgo  any  conceit 
which  came  in  his  way  ;  but  swept  like  a  Drag-net,  great  and  small.  There  was  plenty 
enough,  but  the  Dishes  were  ill-sorted  j  whole  pyramids  of  Sweet-meaU,  for  Hoys  and 
Women ;  but  little  of  solid  Meat,  for  Men :  All  this  proceeded  not  from  any  want  of 
Knowledge,  but  of  Judgment ;  neither  did  he  want  that  in  discerning  the  Beauties  and 
Faults  of  other  PoeU ;  but  only  indulg'd  himself  in  the  Luxury  of  Writing  ;  and  perhaps 

ao  knew  it  was  a  Fault,  but  hop'd  the  Reader  would  not  find  it.  For  this  Reason,  though 
he  must  always  be  thought  a  great  Poet,  he  is  no  longer  esteem'd  a  good  Writer :  and  for 
Ten  Impressions  which  his  Works  have  had  in  so  many  successive  Years,  yet  at  present 
a  hundred  Books  are  scarcely  purclias'd  once  a  Twelve  month :  For  as  my  last  Lord 
Rochester  said,  though  somewhat  profanely.  Not  being  of  God,  he  couU  not  stand. 

Chaucer  follow'd  Nature  every  where  ;  but  was  never  so  bold  to  go  beyond  her :  And 
there  is  a  great  Difference  of  being  Poeta  and  nimis  Poeta,  if  we  may  Ixlieve  Catullus, 
as  much  as  betwixt  a  modest  Behaviour  and  Affectation,  llie  Verse  of  Chaucer,  I  confess, 
is  not  Harmonious  to  us ;  but  'tis  like  the  Eloquence  of  one  whom  Tacitus  commends, 
it  was  auribus  islius  temboris  accommodata  ;  they  who  li"'d  with  him,  and  some  time  after 

30  him,  thought  it  Musical ;  and  it  continues  so  even  in  our  Judgment,  if  compar'd  with 
the  Numbers  of  Lidgate  and  Gower,  his  Contemporaries :  there  is  the  rude  Sweetness  of 
a  Scotch  Tune  in  it,  which  is  r.-'tural  and  pleasing,  though  not  jicrfect.  'Tis  true,  1  cannot 
go  so  far  as  he  who  publish'd  the  last  Edition  of  him  ;  for  he  would  make  us  believe  the 
Fault  is  in  our  Ears,  and  that  there  were  really  Ten  Syllables  in  a  Verse  where  we  find 
but  Nine :  But  this  opinion  is  not  worth  confuting  ;  'tis  so  gross  and  obvious  an  Errour, 
that  common  Sense  (which  is  a  Rule  in  every  thing  but  Mcttcrs  of  Faith  and  Revelation) 
must  convince  the  Reader,  that  Equality  of  Numbers  in  every  Verse  which  we  call  Heroick, 
was  either  not  known,  or  not  always  practis'd  in  Chaucer's  Age.  It  were  an  easie  Matter 
to  produce  some  thousands  of  his  Verses,  which  are  lame  for  want  of  half  a  foot,  and 

40  sometimes  a  whole  one,  and  which  no  prcnunciation  can  make  otherwise.  We  can  only 
say,  that  he  liv'd  in  the  Infancy  of  our  Poetry,  and  that  nothing  is  brought  to  Perfection 
at  the  first.  We  must  be  Children  before  we  grow  Men.  There  was  an  Ennius,  and  in 
process  of  Time  a  Lucilius,  and  a  Lucretius,  before  Virgil  and  Horace ;  even  after  Chaiteer 
there  was  a  Spencer,  a  Harrington,  a  Fair/ax,  before  Waller  and  Denham  were  in  beini;: 
And  our  Numbers  were  in  their  Nonage  till  these  last  appear'd.  I  need  say  little  of  his 
Parentage,  Life,  and  Fortunes :  they  are  to  be  found  at  large  in  all  the  Editions  of  his 
Works.  He  was  employ'd  abroad  and  favoured  by  Edward  the  Third,  Richard  the  Second, 
and  Hertry  the  Fourth,  and  was  Poet,  as  I  suppose,  to  all  Three  of  them.  In  Richard's 
time,  I  doubt,  he  was  a  little  dipt  in  the  Rebellion  of  the  Commons  ;  and  being  Brother- 

50  in-Law  to  John  of  Ghant,  it  was  no  wonder  if  he  follow'd  the  Fortunes  of  that  Family ; 


14  forgo  »ny  ronceitl  foreive  any  conceit  1700.    This  can  karMy  be  right,  though  mostedilars 
print  it  without  comment.    Christie,  alto  without  comment,  prints  forego 
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and  WM  well  with  Utnry  the  Fourth  when  he  had  depos'd  his  FredeccMor.    Neither  n 
it  to  be  admir'd,  that  Henry,  who  wai  a  wise  as  well  as  a  valiant  Prince,  who  claim  d  by 
Succession,  and  was  sensible  that  his  Title  was  not  sound,  but  was  riahtfully  in  Mortimer, 
who  had  married  the  Heir  of  York  ;  it  was  not  to  be  admir'd,  I  say,  if  that  great  Politician 
should  be  pleas'd  to  have  the  greatest  Wit  of  those  Times  in  his  Interests,  and  to  be  the 
Tninipet  of  his  Praises.    Augustus  had  given  him  the  Example,  by  the  Advice  of  Mceanas, 
who  recommended  Virgil  and  Horate  to  him  ;  whose  Praises  hclp'd  to  make  him  popular 
while  he  was  alive,  and  after  his  Death  have  made  him  Precious  to  Posterity.    As  for 
the  Religion  of  our  Poet,  he  seems  to  have  some  little  Byas  towards  tla-  Opinions  of  Wiekliff, 
thajohn  of  Gaunt  his  Patron  ;  somewhat  of  which  appears  in  the  Tale  of  Piers  Plowman  :  lo 
Yet  1  cannot  blame  him  for  inveighing  so  sharply  against  the  \'icis  of  the  Clergy  in  his 
Age:  Their  PrWe,  their  Ambition,  their  Pomp,  their  Avarice,  their  Worldly  Interest, 
descrv'd  the  Lashes  which  he  gave  them,  both  in  that,  and  in  most  of  his  Canterbury  Tales : 
Neither  has  his  Contemporary  Boecace,  spar'd  them.    Yet  both  those  Potts  lived  in  much 
esteem  with  good  and  holy  ilen  in  Orders :  For  the  Scandal  which  is  given  by  particular 
Priests,  reflects  not  on  the  Sacred  Function.    Chaucer's  Monk,  his  Chanon,  and  his  h'ryar 
took  not  from  the  Character  of  his  Good  Parson.    A  Satyrical  Poet  is  the  Check  of  the 
Laymen  tm  bad  Priests.    We  are  only  to  take  care,  that  we  involve  not  the  Innocent 
with  the  Guilty  in  the  same  Condemnation.    The  Good  cannot  be  too  much  honour  d, 
nor  the  Bad  too  coursely  us'd :  For  the  Corniption  of  the  Best,  becomes  the  Worst.  When  a  ao 
Clergyman  is  whipp'd,  his  Gown  is  first  taken  off,  by  which  the  Digiiitv  of  his  Order  is 
secur'd :  If  he  be  wrongfully  accus'd,  he  has  his  Action  of  Slander ;  and  tis  at  the  Poet's 
Peril,  if  he  transgress  the  Law.    But  they  will  tell  us,  that  all  kind  of  Satire,  though  never 
so  well  deserv'd  by  particular  Priests,  yet  brings  the  whole  Order  into  Contempt.    Is  then 
the  Peerage  of  England  anything  dishonour'd,  when  a  peer  suffers  for  his  Treason  ?    If 
he  be  libell'd,  or  any  way  defam'd,  he  has  his  Scandalum  Magnattm  to  punish  the  Oftendor. 
They  who  use  this  kind  of  Argument,  seem  to  be  conscious  to  themselves  of  somewhat 
which  has  deserv'd  the  Poet's  !  ash  ;  and  are  less  concem'd  for  their  Publick  Capacity, 
than  for  their  private :  At  least  there  is  Pride  at  the  bottom  of  their  Reasoning.    If  the 
FaulU  of  Men  in  Orders  are  only  to  be  judg'd  among  themselves,  they  are  all  in  some  sort  30 
Parties :   For,  since  they  say  the  Honour  of  their  Order  is  concem'd  in  every  Member 
of  it,  how  can  we  be  sure,  that  thev  will  be  impartial  Judges  ?  Ilow  far  I  may  be  allow'd 
to  speak  my  Opinion  in  this  Case, 'I  know  not :  But  I  am  sure  a  Dispute  of  this  Nature 
caused  Mischief  in  abundance  betwixt  a  King  of  England  and  an  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  ; 
one  standing  up  for  the  Laws  of  his  Land,  and  the  other  for  the  Honour  (as  he  called  it), 
of  God's  Church  ;  which  ended  in  the  Murther  of  the  Prelate,  and  in  the  whipping  of  his 
Majesty  from  Post  to  Pillar  for  his  Penance.    The  Learn'd  and  Ingenious  Dr.  Drake  has 
sav'd  me  the  Labour  of  inquiring  inti    he  Esteem  and  Reverence  which  the  Priests  have 
had  of  old :  and  I  would  rather  extend  than  diminish  any  part  of  it :  Yet  I  must  needs 
say,  that  when  a  Priest  provokes  me  -vithout  any   Occasion  given  him,  I  have  no  40 
Reason,  unless  it   be  tht   Charity  of  a  Christian,   to  forgive  him:    Prior  lasit  is 
Justification  sufficient  in  the  Civil  Law.    If  I  answer  him  in  his  own  Language,  Self- 
defence,  I  am  sure,  must  be  allow'd  me ;  and  if  I  carry  it  farther,  even  to  a  sharp  Recrimina- 
tion, somewhat  mav  be  indulged  to  Humane  Frailty.    Yet  my   Resentment  has  not 
wrought  so  far  but  that  I  have  follow'd  Chaucer  in  his  Character  of  a  Holy  Man,  and  have 
enlarg'd  on  that  Subject  with  some  Pleasure,  reserving  to  my  self  the  Right,  if  I  shall 
think  fit  hereafter,  to  describe  another  sort  of  Priests,  such  as  are  more  easily  to  be  found 
than  the  Good  Parson  ;  such  as  have  given  the  last  Blow  to  Christianity  in  this  Age,  by 
a  Practice  so  contrary  to  their  Doctrine.    But  this  will  keep  cold  till  another  time.    In 
the  mean  while,  I  take  up  Chaucer  where  1  left  him.    He  must  have  been  a  Man  of  a  most  50 
wonderful  comprehensive  Nature,  because,  as  it  has  been  truly  observ'd  of  him,  he  has 
taken  into  the  Compass  of  his  Canterbury  Tales  the  various  Manners  and  "  -"ours  (as 
we  now  call  them)  of  the  whole  English  Nation  in  his  Age.    Not  a  sin.  ter  has 
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eK«n'd  him.  All  his  PilRriiM  kk  KveraUy  di«tingtii«h'd  from  each  other !  and  not  on  y 
in  their  Inclinations,  but  in  their  very  I'hisioBnomies  and  Persons.  Baptiila  Porta  anM 
not  have  described  their  Natures  better,  than  by  the  Miirks  which  tiie  Poet  rivw  them. 
The  Matter  a  I  Manner  of  their  Tales,  and  of  their  Telling  are  so  suited  to  their  diflernit 
Educations  ..umours  and  CallinRS,  that  each  of  them  would  be  improper  m  any  other 
Mouth.  EviiithcKraveand  Krious  Characters  are  dUtinRuiih  d  by  their  several  wh 
of  Gravity :  ITiei'  Discourse*  are  such  as  belong  to  iheir  Age,  their  Calling,  and  tlmr 
Breeding  j  such  m  are  becoming  of  them,  and  of  them  only.  Some  of  his  Persons  arc  Vicioik, 
and  sonw  vertuous;  some  are  unlearn'd  or  (as  Chauetr  calls  them)  Lewd,  and  sotnc  an 

10  Learn'd.  Even  the  Ribaldry  of  'Se  Low  Characters  is  different :  r\xeRm>e,  thcMilUr,  ami 
the  Coo*  are  several  Men,  and  uistinguUh'd  from  each  other,  as  much  as  the  minang  LaHj 
Prioress  and  the  broad-srKaking  gn|vloothed  Wife  of  lialhe.  Hut  enough  «>f  this :  I  here 
b  such  a  Variety  of  Game  simiiging  up  before  me,  that  I  am  distracted  m  my  Ihoicf, 
and  know  not  which  to  follow.  'Tis  sufficient  to  say,  according  to  the  Proverb,  that  htr. 
b  God's  Plenty.  We  have  our  Forp-fathers  and  Great  Grandames  all  before  us,  as  they 
were  in  Chaucer's  I>a.s;  their  general  Characters  arc  still  remaining  m  Mankind,  ami 
even  in  England,  though  they  are  callwl  by  other  Names  thari  those  of  Moneks  and  Fryars, 
and  ChanoHs.an^  Lady  Abbesses,  and  Nuns :  For  Mankind  is  ever  the  same,  and  no  l.ini; 
lost  out  of  Nature,  though  every  thing  is  altcr'd.    May  I  have  leave  to  do  myself  the 

30  Fustice  (since  my  Enemies  will  do  me  none,  and  are  so  far  from  granting  me  to  be  a  good 
Poet  that  thev  will  not  allow  mc  so  much  as  to  be  a  Christian,  or  a  Moral  Man),  may  Uiavc 
leave,  I  ssiy,  to  inform  my  Reader,  that  I  have  confin'd  my  Choice  to  sjch  Talcs  of  Chau((r 
as  savour  nothing  of  Immodesty.  If  I  had  desir'd  mo'c  to  please  than  to  instruct,  the 
Reve,  Mjc  Miller,  the  Shiptnan,  the  Merchant,  the  Sumner,  and.  above  all,  the  »Vi/«  «/ 
Bathe,  in  the  Prologue  to  her  Tale,  would  have  procur'd  me  as  many  Iriends  and  KeaUcrs, 
as  there  are  Beaux  and  Ladies  of  Pleasure  in  the  "^own.  But  I  will  no  more  oflcnd  against 
GocJ  Manners :  I  am  sensible,  as  I  ought  to  be,  of  the  Scandal  I  have  given  by  my  loose 
Writings ;  and  make  wliat  Reparation  I  am  nbl  ■  by  this  Publick  Acknowledgment. 
If  anvthing  of  tiiis  Nature,  or  of  Profaneness,  be  crept  into  these  Poems,  I  am  so  far  from 

30  defending  it,  that  1  disov  n  it.  Totum  hoe  indicium  volo.  Chaucer  makes  another  manner 
of  Apologia  for  his  broav.  speaking,  and  Boceaee  makes  the  like  ;  but  I  will  follow  neither 
of  them.  Our  Countrv-man,  in  the  end  of  his  Characters,  before  the  Canterbury  laxs, 
thiu  excuses  the  Ribaldry,  which  is  very  gross  in  many  of  his  Novels : 

But  first,  1  pray  you  of  your  courtesy. 
That  ye  ne  arrete  it  nought  my  villany, 
Though  that  I  plainly  speah  in  this  maltert 
To  tellen  you  her  words,  and  ehe  her  chert : 
Ne  though  I  speak  her  words  properly. 
For  this  ye  knowen  as  well  as  1, 
Who  shall  tellen  a  tale  after  a  man 
He  mole  rehearse  as  nye  as  ever  he  can 
Everich  word  of  it  been  in  his  charge. 
All  speke  he,  never  so  rudely,  ne  large. 
Or  else  he  mote  tellen  his  tale  untrue, 
Or  feine  things,  or  find  words  new  : 
He  may  not  spare,  allho  he  were  his  brother. 
He  mote  as  well  say  o  word  as  another. 
Chrbt  spake  kimselj  full  broad  in  holy  writ, 
And  well  I  wole  no  villany  is  it. 
Eke  Plato  sailh,  who  so  can  him  rede. 
The  words  mote  been  cousin  to  the  dede. 

Yet  if  a  Man  should  have  enquir'd  .    Joccaee  or  of  Chaucer,  what  need  they  had  of 
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introducing  such  chancten,  where  oliKene  Wonfa  wen  proper  in  their  Mouths,  but  very 
umlecent  to  be  heard,  I  know  not  what  Answer  tlwy  could  have  made :  For  that  KeaiOD, 
luch  Tales  shall  be  left  untold  by  me.  You  haw  here  a  Spetimtn  of  L'liauttr's  Laiwoa^, 
which  ik  so  obsolete,  that  his  Sense  is  scarce  to  be  understood ;  and  you  liave  likewise 
more  than  one  Example  of  his  une<|ual  Numbers,  which  were  mention'd  before.  Yet  many 
of  Un  Verses  consist  of  Ten  Svllablrs,  and  the  Words  not  much  behind  our  uri-scnt  English  t 
At,  fur  Example,  tbcK  two  lines,  in  tlic  Dcsaiption  of  the  Car|jeutct's  Young  Wife : 

Witieing  she  iitir,  as  is  a  jolly  Coll, 
Long  as  a  Ma  si,  and  upright  as  a  Boll. 

I  have  almost  done  with  Chautrr,  when  1  have  iiiswer'd  some  Objections  relate  i^  to  lo 
my  present  Work.    1  find  some  I'coiile  arc  cflviided  that  I  have  turned  these  Tales  mlo 
rooclirn  Enelish  ;  beruusc  they  think  tlicin  unworthy  of  my  I'ains,  and  look  on  Chauter 
at  a  dry,  oid'fashion'd  Wit,  not  worth  rvviviii|;.    I  have  often  heard  the  late  Earl  of 
Uktiltr  SUV,  that  Mr.  Cowlty  himself  wits  of  that  opinion  ;  who  having  read  him  over 
at  iiiv  Lord's  Request,  declared  he  had  no  Taste  of  him.    I  dure  not  advance  my  Opinion 
atFiiiist  the  Judgment  of  so  great  an  Author :   Dut  I  think  it  fair,  however,  to  leave  the 
Decision  to  the  I'ublick :   Mr.  Couiey  was  too  mo<lcst  to  Mt  up  for  a  Dictatour ;  and 
UiiiK  shock'd  iwrlups  with  his  old  Style,  never  cxaniiu'd  into  the  depth  of  his  good  Sense. 
Ckaiufr,  1  confess,  is  a  rough  Diamond  ;  and  must  lirst  be  polish'd  c  er  he  shuies.    I  deny 
iiut  likewise,  that,  living  in  our  early  Days  of  I'octry,  he  writes  not  always  of  a  piece  ;  but  ao 
scnietinics  mingles  triviul  a  hings  with  those  of  greater  Moment.    Sometimes  also,  though 
not  often,  he  ;        riot,  like  Ort</,and  knows  not  when  he  has  said  enough.    But  there 
are  ni'^rc  great  Wits  beside  Chauctr,  whose  Fault  is  their  Excess  of  Conceits,  and  those 
ill  sort         An  Autlior  is  not  to  write  all  he  can,  but  only  all  he  ought.    Having  obscrv'd 
iliis  H     indancy  in  Chaucer  (as  it  is  an  easie  Matter  for  a  Man  of  ordinary  larts  t"  fmd 
a  Fiuilt ...  one  of  greater)  1  have  not  ty'd  myself  to  a  Literal  Translation  ;  but  have  often 
oniiitcd  wh.it  I  judged  unnecessary,  or  not  of  Dignity  enough  to  api>car  in  the  Company 
ol  better  Thoughts.    I  Imve  prcsum'd  farther  in  some  Places ;   and  added  somewhat 
of  my  own  where  I  thought  my  Author  was  deficient,  and  had  not  given  his  Thoughts 
liieir  true  Lustre,  for  want  of  Words  in  ihe  Ikginning  of  our  Language.    And  to  this  I  was  3© 
the  more  emboldcn'd,  because  (if  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  it  of  my  self)  I  found  I  had 
a  Soul  congenial  to  his,  and  that  I  had  been  conversant  in  the  s^anic  Studies.    Another 
Poet,  in  another  Age,  may  take  the  same  Lilierty  with  my  Writings  ;  if  at  least  they  live 
long  enough  to  deserve  Correction.    It  was  also  necessary  sometimes  to  restore  the  Sense 
oi  Chaucer,  which  was  lost  or  mangled  in  the  Errors  of  the  Press.    Let  this  Example  sufiice 
at  present :  in  the  Story  of  Palafon  and  Areile,  where  the  Temple  of  Diana  is  dcsaib'd, 
you  find  these  Verses  in  all  the  Editions  of  our  Autiior : 

There  saw  1  Dan^,  turned  unio  a  Tree, 
1  mean  not  tlie  Goddess  Diane, 

But  Venus  daughia,  which  that  highi  Dant-.  4© 

Which  after  a  little  Consideration  I  I'lew  was  to  be  reform'd  into  this  Sense,  that  Daphne,  the 
Daughter  of  Peneus,  was  turn'd  into  a  Tree.  I  durst  not  make  thuu  bold  with  Ovid ;  lest  some 
future -Vi/ioMi-w  should  arisc.and  sav.Ivaried  from  my  Author,  because  I  understood  him  not. 
But  there  are  other  Judges  who  think  I  ought  not  to  have  translated  Chaucer  into  English, 
out  of  a  quite  contrary  Notion :  They  supi)osc  there  is  a  certain  Veneration  due  to  his 
old  Language  ;  and  that  it  is  little  less  than  Profanation  and  Sacrilege  to  alter  it.  They 
are  farther  of  opinion,  that  somewhat  of  his  good  Sense  will  suffer  in  this  Transfusion, 
and  much  of  the  Beauty  of  his  Thoughts  will  infallibly  be  lost,  which  appear  with  more 
Grace  in  their  old  Habit.  Of  this  Opinion  was  that  excellent  Person  whom  I  mention'd, 
the  late  Ea'l  of  Leicester,  who  valu'd  Chaucer  ai  much  as  Mr.  Cowley  despis'd  him.    My  5© 

1.4  beside  Chauctr]  Most  editors  give  besidea  Chanur 
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Lord  dissuaded  me  from  this  Attempt  (for  I  was  thinking  of  it  *,7« J«»«  ^J,"!^^^^ 
and  his  Authority  prevail'd  so  far  with  me  as  to  d?^«i;7y.,V"*^Kl?ft.r^'d  acalnst  it' 
in  deference  to  him:  Yet  my  Reason  was  not  convmc'd  with  what  he  urg d  aBainst  it. 
i"  3ie  first  End  of  a  Writer  be  to  be  understood,  then  as  his  Language  grows  ob.-.ete, 
hs  Thouchts  must  grow  obscure:   mulla  renascuntur  qua:  nunc  ceciderc;  cadcntque  qm 

When  an  ancient  Word  for  its  Sound  and  Significancy  d^''^^^.^,  U /u^saUon  ^  W^^^^ 

reasonable  Veneration  for  Antiquity,  to  restore  it     All  beyond  »^«  «  ^uperf  tm^^^^ 

are  not  lilce  Land-marks,  so  sacred  as  never  to  be  remov  u :  Customs  are  chang  a,  ww 

10  even  StauL  are  slenti;  repcalM,  when  the  Reason  ceases  for  wh  ch  they  were  enactd. 
As  for  he  other  Pa  of  the  Argument,  that  his  Thoughts  wUl  lose  of  their  original  Beauty, 
fy  the  innovaton  of  Words;  in  the  first  place,  not  only  their  B«iuty.  bu  their  lie^g 
is  lost  where  they  are  no  longer  understood,  which  is  the  present  Case.  I  grant,  tha 
omethil  r^ust  be  lost  in  all  Transfusion,  that  is.  in  all  Tmnslations  ;  but  the  Sense  ^.U 
reman  which  would  otherwise  be  lost,  or  at  least  be  maim'd,  when  it  is  scarce  intejligibk ; 
and  that  but  to  a  few.  How  few  are  there  who  can  read  Chaucer,  so  as  to  understand 
him  perfectly  !  And  if  imperfectly,  then  with  less  Profit,  and  no  Pleasure.  'Tis  not  for  the 
S  of  some  old  ia:,^«  Friends  thkt  I  have  taken  these  Pains  with  hmi :  Let  them  neglect 
mvVersrn,  because  they  have  no  need  of  it.    I  made  it  for  their  sakes  who  understand 

.0  SeLrand  Poetrv  as  well  as  they  ;  when  that  Poetry  and  Sense  is  put  into  Words  which  they 
understand  1  V  I  go  farther,  and  dare  to  add,  that  what  Beauties  I  lose  in  some  Places, 
I  dv^to  others  which  had  them  not  originally :  But  in  t.iis  I  may  be  partial  to  my  sel  ; 
let  the  Reader  judge,  and  I  submit  to  h^  Decision.  Yet  I  think  have  just  Occasion  to 
complain  Jthemr  who,  because  they  understand  C/m«.«',  would  deprive  the  greater 
partoHheir  Countrymen  of  the  same  Advantage,  and  hoord  him  up,  as  Misers  do  the.r 
Grandan  Gold,  only  to  look  on  it  themselves,  and  hinder  others  from  making  use  of  it. 
In  sum  I  seriously  i^rotest,  that  no  Man  ever  had.  or  can  have,  a  greater  Veneration  for 
Chc^uc'r  than  my  self.  I  have  translated  some  part  of  his  Works,  only  that  I  ni.ght  per 
petuate  his  Memory,  or  at  least  refresh  it.  amongst  my  Countrymen.    If  I  have  alter  d 

30  Cnywhere  for  th;  better.  I  must  at  the  same  time  acknowledge,  that  I  could  have  done 
nothing  ■  ithout  him  :  Facile  est  inventis  addere,  is  no  great  Commendation  ;  and  I  am 
no  so  vain  to"hink  I  have  deserv'd  a  greater.  I  will  conclude  what  I  have  to  «ay  0  h.m 
sincly.  with  this  one  Remark :  A  Lady  of  my  Acquaintance,  who  keeps  a  kind  "f  Co  res 
ZK  with  some  Authors  of  the  Fair  Sex  in  France,  has-been  .nform'd  by  them.  tl,a^ 
TSmoiselle  de  Scudery,  who  is  as  old  as  Sibyl,  and  insp.r'd  like  ^^^^ '^^^^l^^^ 
of  Poetry,  is  at  this  time  translating  Chaucer  into  modern  French.  From  which  I  gather, 
that  he  L;s  been  formedy  translated  into  the  old  Prove,v:all  (ior,  how  she  should  con,  to 
understand  Old  English,  1  know  rot).  But  the  Matter  of  Fact  being  true.  1  makes  me  «. 
that  there  is  something  in  it  like  Fatality  ;  that,  after  certain  Periods  of  Time,  the  Fame 

40  md  Memory  of  Great  Wits  should  be  renew'd.  as  Chaucer  is  both  m  France  and  Lnskni. 
if  this  be  wholly  Chance,  'tis  extraordinary  ;  and  I  dare  not  call  it  more,  for  fear  of  being 

'''S.;S^orstitTo  be  conslder-d.  who,  living  in  the  same  Age  with  «««.«-.  had  the 
same  Genius,  and  follow'd  the  same  Studies.    Both  writ  Novels,  and  each  of  them  cult. 
vaTed  his  Mother-Tongue.    But  the  greatest  Resemb  ance  of  our  two  Modem  Autte 
being  in  their  familiar  Style,  and  pleasing  way  of  relating  Comical  Adventures,     m^ 
pass  it  over,  because  I  have  translated  nothing  from  Boccace  of  that  Nature,     n  the 
serious  Part  of  Poetry,  the  Advantage  is  wholly  on  Chaucer's  Side;  for  though  the  £«g/ 
1«  has  borrow-d  many  Tales  from  the  llalian,  yet  t  appears,  ^^at  those  of  to  w 
ro  not  generally  of  his  own  making,  but  taken  from  Authors  of  former  Ages,  and  by  1  m  od 
•^    modell'd  :  So  that  what  there  was  of  invention  m  either  o   them,  may  he   "dp  d  u^ia  ■ 
But  Chaucer  has  refin'd  on  Boccace.  and  has  mended  the  Stones  which  he  has  borroM 
in  his  way  of  tellmg  :  though  Prose  allows  more  Liberty  of  Thought,  and  th:  Expression 
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u  more  easie  when  unconfin'd  by  Numbers.    Our  Countryman  carries  Weight,  and  yet 
wiriL  Ra<;e  at  dirdvantagc.     I  desire  not  the  Reader  should  take  my  Word  ;  and 
Eefore  I  wTll  it  two  of  their  Discourses  on  the  same  Subject,  in  the  same  L.ght  for 
very  Man  to  judge  betwixt  them.    1  translated  CAaw.fl- hrst ;  and  amongst  the  re  t 
3d  on  The  Wife  of  Bath's  Tale ;  not  daring,  as  I  have  said  to  adventure  on  her  Prologue ; 
Cuse Tt  s  too  licentious :  There  Chaucer  introduces  an  old  Woman  of  mean  Parentage 
Sm  a  youthful  Knight  of  Noble  Blood  was  forc'd  to  marry,  and  S""^^"^"*'^  J^'ii„^ 
her:  The  Crone  being  in  bed  with  him  on  the  wedding  Night,  and  finding  his  Aversion, 
Skvours  to  win  his  Affection  by  Reason,  and  speaks  a  good  Word  for  her  self  (as  who 
could  blame  her  ?)  in  ho.K  to  mollifie  the  sullen  Bridegroom.  She  takes  her  Topiques  from  lo 
he  Benefits  of  Poverty  the  Advantages  of  old  Age  and  Ugliness,  the  Vanity  of  Youth, 
nd^e  silly  Pride  of  Ancestry  and  Titles  without  inherent  Vertue.  which  ,s  the  true 
Vnhi  itv     When  I  had  dos'd  Chaucer,  I  retum'd  to  Ovid,  and  translated  some  more  of 
hiSl^s  ;  and  by  this  tTme  had  so  far  forgotten  The  Wife  of  Ba/AV  Tale,  that,  wlien 
U^k^Boccace,  unawares  I  fell  on  the  same  Argument  of  preferring  Vertue  to  Nobility 
if  WoJd  and  Tit  es.  in  the  Story  of  Sigismonda  ;  which  I  had  certainly  avoided  for  the 
Sice  of  hi  two  DiscourL.  if  my  Memory  had  not  fail'd  me.    Let  the  Reader 
STSem  both  ;  and  if  he  thinks  me  partial  to  Chaucer,  'tis  m  him  to  right  Boccace. 

"preferTn  our  Countryman,  fa.  above  all  hisbther  Stories,  the  Noble  Poem  of  Paamon 
andS  which  is  of  the  Epique  kind,  and  perhaps  not  much  mferiour  to  the  //,«  or  20 
Z  /S     The  Story  is  more  pleasing  than  either  of  them,  the  Manners  as  perfect  the 
Diction^  poetical,  the  Learning  as  deep  and  various  ;  and  the  Disposition  full  as  art  ul : 
0  J  it  i^clSL  a  greater  ienglh^f  time  ;  as  taking  up  seven  years  at  least ;  but  Artslotle 
hslet  undecided  the  Duration  of  the  Action  ;  which  yet  is  easily  reducM  into  the  Compaq 
0  a  year,  by  a  Narration  of  what  preceded  the  Return  0    Palamo^i  to  A,her,s.    I  had 
lu"ht  for  the  Honour  of  our  Nation,  and  more  particu  arly   or  his,  whose  Laurel  tho 
unworthy,  I  have  worn  after  him,  that  this  Story  was  oiEnglnh  Growth  ai^d  Chaucer  s 
ZT&t  I  was  undeceiv'd  by  Boccace  ;  for  casually  looking  on  the  End  of  his  seventh 
cZnata    I  found  Dioneo  (under  which  name  he  shadows  himsel  )  and  Ftametla  (who 
Sjesnis  his  Mistress,  the  natural  Daughter  of  7?oW/.  ^^-^ -^  .^"P^f/j^^^"^-'^','?  ^° 
Words  are  spoken.    Dioneo  e  Fiametia  Rran  pezza  canlarono  imxeme  d  ArcUa  e  dt  Pala 
r    by  which  it  appears  that  this  Story  was  written  before  the  t""^  "f  »."«"«  ;„5" 
e  Name  of  its  Author  being  wholly  lost.  Chaucer  is  now  become  »"  Original ;   and  I 
auestion  not  but  the  Poem  has  receiv'd  many  Beauties  by  passing  through  his  Noble 
Hands     Besides  this  Tale,  there  is  another  of  his  own  Invention,  after  the  rrianner  of  the 
'    PmrncauT^^TThe  Power  and  the  Leaf;  with  which  I  was  so  particularly  ple^d. 
toth  for  Se^nvention  and  the  Moral ;  that  I  cannot  hinder  my  self  from  recommendmg 

"  Jsa  Co^routry  to  this  Preface,  in  which  I  have  done  Justice  to  others,  1  owe  somewhat 
tomv  self:  not  that  1  think  it  worth  my  time  to  enter  the  Lists  with  one  M or  40 

r^— _.  but  barely  to  take  notice,  that  such  Men  there  are  who  have  written  scurnl- 
ou  Iv  acainst  me.  without  any  Provocation.    M .  who  is  in  Orders,  pretends  amongst 

he  Ss  Quarrel  to  me.  that  I  have  fallen  foul  on  Priesthood  ;   If  I  have.  I  am  only 

0  asTpa  don  of  good  Priests,  and  am  afraid  his  part  of  the  Reparation  will  come  to  little. 
Le  him  rsatUlfed  that  he  shall  not  be  able  to  force  himself  "P^" -"^J^^"  Adve.^^^^^^^ 

1  contemn  him  too  much  to  enter  into  Competition  with  him.  His  own  Translations  o 
Viml  have  answer'd  his  Criticisms  on  mine.  If  (as  they  say  he  has  declar  d  »n  pnnt 
he  prefers  the  Version  of  Ogilby  to  mine,  the  World  has  made  h.m  the  same  Complinient 
K  rgleed  on  all  hands,  th'at  he  writes  even  below  Ogilby:  That,  you  7>."  ^aV  's  no* 

easily  to  be  done  ;  but  what  cannot  M bring  about  ?   I  am  satisfy  d   however,  50 

that  while  he  and  I  live  together.  I  shall  not  be  thought  the  worst  Poet  of  the  Age.  It 
looks  as  if  I  had  desir'd  him  underhand  to  write  so  ill  against  me :  But  upon  my  honest 
word  I  have  not  brib'd  him  to  do  me  this  Service,  and  am  wholly  puiUlcss  of  his  1  amphlet. 
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Tis  true  I  should  be  glad  if  I  could  persuade  him  to  continue  his  good  Offices,  and  write 
such  another  Critique  on  any  thing  of  mine :  For  I  find  by  Experience  he  has  a  great 
Stroke  with  the  Reader,  when  he  condemns  any  of  my  Poems,  to  make  the  World  have 
a  better  Opinion  of  them.  He  has  taken  some  Pains  with  my  Poetry  ;  but  no  body  will 
be  persuacfed  to  take  the  same  with  his.  If  I  had  taken  to  the  Church  (as  he  affirms, 
but  which  was  never  in  my  Thoughts)  I  should  have  had  more  Sense,  if  not  more  Grace, 
tluin  to  have  turn'd  myself  out  of  my  Benefice  by  writing  Libels  on  my  Parishioners. 
But  his  Account  of  my  Manners  and  my  Principles,  are  of  a  Piece  with  his  Cavils  and 
his  Poetry :  And  so  I  have  done  with  him  for  ever. 

10  As  for  the  City  Bard  or  Knight  Physician,  I  hear  his  Quarrel  to  me  is,  that  I  was  the 
Author  of  Absalom  and  Achilophel,  which  he  thinks  is  a  little  hard  on  his  Fanatique  Patrons 
in  London. 

But  I  will  deal  the  more  civilly  with  his  two  Poems,  because  nothing  ill  is  to  be  spoken 
of  the  Dead :  And  therefore  peace  be  to  the  Manes  of  his  Arthur  *.  I  will  only  say,  that 
it  was  not  for  this  Noble  Knight  that  I  drew  the  plan  of  an  Epick  Poem  on  King  Arlhur, 
in  my  Preface  to  the  Translation  of  Juvenal.  The  Guardinn  Angels  of  Kingdoms  were 
Machines  too  ponderous  for  him  to  manage ;  and  therefore  he  rejected  them,  as  Dares 
did  the  Whirl-baU  of  Eryx,  when  they  were  thrown  before  him  by  Enlellus :  Yet  from 
that  Preface  he  plainly  took  his  Hint?  For  he  began  immediately  upon  the  Story; 

20  tiiough  he  had  the  Baseness  not  to  acknowledge  his  Benefactor,  but  in  stead  of  it,  to 
traduce  me  in  a  Libel. 

I  shall  say  the  less  of  Mr.  Collier,  because  in  many  Things  he  has  tax'd  me  justly  ;  and 
I  have  pleaded  Guilty  to  all  Thoughts  and  Expressions  of  mine,  which  can  be  truly  argu'd 
of  Obscenity,  Profaneness,  or  Immorality  ;  and  retract  them.  If  he  be  my  Enemy,  let 
him  triumph  {  if  he  be  my  Friend,  as  I  have  given  him  no  Personal  Occasion  to  be  other- 
wise, he  will  be  glad  of  my  Repentance.  It  becomes  me  not  to  draw  my  Pen  in  the  Defence 
of  a  bad  Cause,  when  I  have  so  often  drawn  it  for  a  good  one.  Yet  it  were  not  difficult 
to  prove,  that  in  many  Places  he  has  perverted  my  Meaning  by  his  Glosses ;  and  inter- 
preted my  Words  into  Blasphemy  and  Baudry,  of  which  they  were  not  guilty.    Besides 

30  that,  he  is  too  much  given  to  Horse-play  in  his  Raillery  ;  and  comes  to  Battel,  like 
a  Dictatour  from  tlie  Plough.  I  will  not  say.  The  teal  of  God's  House  has  eaten  him  up ; 
but  I  am  sure  it  has  devour'd  some  Part  of  his  Good  Manners  and  Civility,  It  might 
also  be  doubted,  whether  it  were  altogether  Zeal,  which  prompted  him  to  this  rough 
manner  of  Proceeding  ;  perhaps  it  became  not  one  of  his  Function  to  rake  into  the  Rubbish 
of  Ancient  and  Modern  Plays  ;  a  Divine  might  have  employ'd  his  Pains  to  better  purpose 
than  in  the  Nastiness  of  Plautus  and  Aristophanes  ;  whose  Examples,  as  they  excuse 
not  me,  so  it  might  be  possibly  suppos'd,  that  he  read  them  not  without  some  Pleasure. 
They  wlio  have  written  Commentaries  on  those  Poets,  or  on  Horace,  Juvenal,  and  Marlid, 
have  explain'd  some  Vices,  which  without  their  Interpretation  had  been  unknown  to 

40  Modern  Times.    Neither  has  he  judg'd  impartially  betwixt  the  former  Age  and  us. 

There  is  more  Baudry  in  one  Play  of  Fletcher's,  called  The  Custom  of  the  Country,  than  in 
all  ours  together.  Yet  this  has  been  often  acted  on  the  Stage  in  my  remembrance.  Are  tlie 
Times  so  much  more  reform'd  now,  than  they  were  Five  and  twenty  Years  ago  ?  If  they 
are,  I  congratulate  the  Amendment  of  our  Morals.  But  I  am  not  to  prejudice  the  Cause  of 
my  Fellow-Poets,  though  I  abandon  my  own  Defence :  They  have  some  of  them  answet'd 
for  themselves,  and  neither  they  nor  I  can  think  Mr.  CoUier  so  formidable  an  Enemy, 
that  we  should  shun  him.  He  has  lost  Ground  at  the  latter  end  of  the  Day,  by  pursuing 
his  Point  too  far,  like  the  Prince  of  CondedX  the  Battel  of  Senneph :  From  immoral  I'lays, 
to  no  Plays  ;  ai  abusu  ad  usum,  non  valet  consequentia.    But  being  a  Party,  I  am  not  to 

50  erect  myself  into  a  Judge.    As  for  the  rest  of  those  who  have  written  against  me,  they  are 

such  Scoundrels,  that  they  deserve  not  the  least  Notice  to  be  taken  of  them.    B 

and  M are  only  distinguish'd  from  the  Crowd  by  being  remember'd  to  their  Infamy. 

Demetri,  Teque  Tigelli 
Discipularum  inter  jtd>eo  plorare  cathedras. 
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TO 
HER  GRACE 

THE 
DUTCHESS 

OF 
ORMOND, 

WITH  THE  FOLLOWING   POEM  OF 

PALAMON  AND  ARCITE 

FROM 

CHAUCER. 

TO 
HER  GRACE 

THE 
DUTCHESS 

OF 
ORMOND. 


Madam  _    . 

The   Bard   who  first   adorn'd  our   Native 

Tongue  | 

Tuii'd  to  his  Brilish  Lyre  this  ancient  Song  : 
Which  Homer  might  without  a  Blush  reherse, 
And   leaves   a  doubtful  Palm    in    Virgil's  j 

Verse :  i 

He  match'd  their  Beauties,  where  they  most  i 

Of  Love  sung  better,  and  of  Arms  as  well. 

Vouchsafe,  Illustrious  Ormond,  to  behold 
What  Pow'r  the  Charms  of  Beauty  had  of 

old; 
Xar  wonder  if  such  Deeds  of  Arms  were  done, 
Inspir'd  by  two  fair  Eyes  that  sparkled  like 
vour  own.  '** 

If  Chaucer  by  the  best  Idea  wrought. 
And  Poets  can  divine  each  other's  Thought, 
The  fairest  Nymph  before  his  Eyes  he  set ; 
And  then  the  fairest  was  Plantagenet ; 
Who  three  contending  Princes  made  her 

Prize, 
And  rul'd  the  Rival-Nations  with  her  Eyes : 
Who  left  Immortal  Trouhies  of  her  Fame, 
And  to  the  Noblest  Order  gave  the  Name. 


Like  Her,  of  equal  Kindred  to  the  Throne, 
You  keep  her  Conquests,  and  extend  your 

own :  ,  „      20 

As  when  the  Stars,  in  their  Ethenal  Race, 
At  length  have  roU'd  around  the  Liquid 

Space,  . 

At  certain  Periods  they  resume  their  Place,  j 
From  the  same  Point  of  Heav'n  their  Course 

advance. 
And  move  in  Measures  of  their  former  Dance; 
Thus,  after  length  of  Ages,  she  returns, 
Restor'd  in  you,  and  the  same  Place  adorns : 
Or  you  perform  her  OfTice  in  the  Sphere, 
Born  of  her  Blood,  and  make  a  new  Platonick 

Year. 
O  true  Planlagenet,  0  Race  Divine,       30 
(For  Beauty  still  is  fatal  to  the  Line,) 
Had  Chaucer  Uv'd  that  Angel-Face  to  view, 
Sure  he  had  drawn  his  Emily  from  You  ; 
Or  had  You  Uv'd  to  judgethe  doubtful  Right, 
Your  Noble  Pcdamon  had  been  the  Knight : 
And  Conqu'ring  Theseus  from  his  Side  had 

sent  .     -,.  t 

Your  Gen'rous  Lord,  to  guide  the  Theban 
Government 
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Time  sh-11  accomplish  that ;  and  I  shall 

see 

A  Palamon  in  him,  in  You  r  ,i  Emily. 

Already  have  the  Fate*;  your  Path  pre- 

par'd,  ^40 

And  sure  Presage  your  future  Sway  dedar'd  : 

When  Westward,  like  the  Sun,  you  took 

your  Way, 
And  from  benighted  Britain  bore  the  Day, 
Ulue  Trilon  gave  tlio  Signal  from  the  Shore, 
The  ready  Nereids  heard,  and  swam  before 
To  smooth  the  Seas  ;  a  soft  Etesian  Gale 
liut  just  inspir'd,  and  gently  swell'd  the  Sail ; 
Portunus  took  his  Turn,  whose  ample  Hand  | 
Heav'd  up  the  lighten'd  Keel.and  sunk  the  I 
Sand,  49 | 

And  steer'd  the  sacred  Vessel  safe  to  Land.  / 
The  Land,  if  not  restrain'd,  had  met  Your 

Way, 
Projected  out  a  Neck,  and  jutted  to  the  Sea. 
Ilihernia,  proNiratc  at  your  Feet,  ador'd 
In  You  the  '   vdge  of  her  expected  Lord  ; 
Due  to  hei  l^le  ;  a  venerable  Name  ; 
His  Father  and  his  Grandsire  known  to 

Fame  ; 
Aw'd  by  that  House,  accustom'd  to  com- 
mand. 
The  sturdy  Kerns  in  due  subjection  stand. 
Nor  hear  the  Reins  in  any  Foreign  Hand. 
At  Your  Approach,  they  crowded  to  the 
Port ;  6o 

And  scarcely  Landed,  You  create  a  Court : 
As  Ormond's  Harbinger,  to  You  they  run, 
For  Venus  is  the  Promise  of  the  Sun. 
The  Waste  of  Civil  Wars,  their  Towns 
destroy'd. 
Pales  unhonour'd,  Ceres  unemploy'd, 
Were  all  forgot ;  and  one  Triumphant  Day 
Wipd  all  the  Tears  of  three  Campaigns  aw^y. 
Blood,   Rapines,  Massacres,  were  cheaply 
bought,  (>^ 

Somighty  Recompense  YourBeautybrought. 

As  when  the  Dove  returning  bore  the  Mark 
Of  Earth  restor'd  to  the  long-lab'ring  Ark, 
The  Relicks  of  Mankind,  secure  of  Rest, 
Op'd  every  Window  to  receive  the  Guest, 
And  the  fair  Bearer  of  the  Message  blessM  ; 
So,whenYoucame,withloudrepeatedCries,% 
The  Nation  took  an  Omen  from  your  Eyes,  [ 
AndGod  advanc'd  his  Rainbow  in  theSkies, ' 
To  sign  inviolable  Peace  restor'd  ; 
The  Saints  with  solemn  Shouts  proclaim'd 
the  new  accord. 


When  at  Your  second  Coming  You  appear, 
(For  I  foretell  that  Millenary  Year)  8i 

The  sharpen'd  Share  shall  vex  the  Soil  no 

more. 
But  Earth  unbidden  shall  produce  her  Store : 
The  Land  shall  laugh,  the  circling  Ocean 

smile. 
And  Heav'n's  Indulgence  bless  the  Holy  Isle. 
Heav'n  from  all  Ages  has  reserv'd  for  You 
That   happy   Clime,   which   Venom  never 

knew  ; 
Or  if  it  had  been  there.  Your  Eyes  alone 
Have  Pow'r  to  chase  all  Poyson,  but  their 
own.  89 

Now  in  this  Interval,  which  Fate  has  cast 
Betwixt  Your  Future  Glories  and  Your  Past, 
This  Pause  c!  Pow'r,  'tis  Irelands  Hour  to 

mourn ; 
While  England  celebrates  Your  safe  Return, 
By  which  You  seem  theSeasons  to  command, 
And  bring  our  Summers  back  to  their  for- 
saken Land. 
The  Vanquish'd  Isle  our  Leisure  must 
attend. 
Till  the  Fair  Blessing  we  vouchsafe  to  send; 
Nor  can  we  spare  You  long,  though  often 

we  may  lend. 
The  Dove  was  twice  employ'd  abroad,  before 
The  World  was  dry'd  ;  and  she  return'd  no 
more.  100 

Nor  dare  we  trust  ?a  soft  a  Messenger, 
New  from  her  Sickness,*:o  that  Northern  Air; 
Rest  here  a  while.  Your  Lustre  to  restore, 
That  they  may  see  Ycu,  as  You  shone  before; 
For  yet,  th'  Eclipse  not  wholly  past,  You 

wade 
Thro'  some  Remains  and  Dimness  of  a  Shade. 
A  Subject  in  his  Prince  may  claim  a  Right, 
Nor  suffer  him  with  Strength  impair'd  to 

fight; 
Till  Force  returns,  his  Ardour  we  restrain, 
And  curb  his  Warlike  Wish  to  cross  the  Main. 
Now  past  the  Danger,  let  the  Learn'd 
begin  J" 

Th'  Enquiry,  where  Disease  could  enter  in ; 
How  those  malignant  Atoms  forc'd  their 

Way, 
What  in  the  Faultless  Frame  they  found  to 

make  their  Prey  ? 
Where  ev'ry  Element  was  weigh'd  so  well, 
That  Heav  n  alonp,  who  mix'd  the  Mass,  . 

could  tell 
Which  of  the  Four  Ingredients  could  rebel; 
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Anl  where,  imprison'd  in  so  sweet  a  Cage, 
A  Soul  might  well  be  pleas'cl  to  pass  an  Age. 
AnJ  yet  the  fine  Materials  made  it  weak  ; 
Porcelain  by  being  Pure,  is  apt  to  break.  i2i 
Ev'n  to  Your  Breast  the  Sickness  durst  | 
aspire,  I 

An<l  forc'd  from  that  fair  Temple  to  retire,  1 
I'mtan-lv  set  the  Holy  Place  on  Fire.        /  | 
In  vain  Vour  Lord,  like  young  Vespasian, 
I       mourn'd, 

[  Wlienthe  fierce  Flames  theSanctuary  burnM, 
I  Ami  I  prepar'd  to  pay  in  Verses  rude 
A  most  detested  Act  of  Gratitude  : 
Ev'n  this  had  been  Your  Elegy,  which  now 
Is  oller'd  for  Your  Health,  the  Table  of  my 
Vow.  1.30 

Your  Angel  sure  our  Morley's  Mind  in- 
spir'd, 

I  To  find  the  F      edy  Youi  111  requir'd  ; 
As  onre  the  MuceJon,  by  Jove's  Decree, 
Was  taught  to  dream  an  Herb  for  Ptolomee : 
t  Or   lUav'n,    which    had    such    Over-cost 
bestow'd 

scarce    it    could  afford    to  Flesh  and 
Blood, 

So  lik'd  the  Frame,  he  would  not  work  anew. 
To  save  the  Charges  of  another  You. 
I  0'  by  his  middle  Science  did  he  steer,       \ 
And  saw  some   great    contingent   Good  I 
appear,  i-^of 

Well  worth  a  Miracle  t  ^  keep  You  here,     j 
Ami  for  that  End  i.oserv  d  the  precious 

Mould, 
Which  all  the  Future  Ormonds  was  to  hold  ; 


the 


And  meditated,  in  his  better  Mind 
An  Heir  from  You  who  may  redeem 
failing  Kind. 
Bless'd  be  the  Power  which  has  at  once 
restor'd 
The  Hopes  of  lost  Succession  to  Your  Lord  ; 
Toy  to  the  first,  and  last  of  each  Degree,   \ 
Vertue  to  Courts,  and,  what  I  long'd  to  see,  ^ 
To  You  the  Graces,  and  the  Muse  to  me.   ' 
0  daughter  of  the  Rose,  whose  Cheeks 
';nitc  15' 

The  >!if('ring  Titles  of  the  Red  and  White  ; 
Who  Heav'ns  alternate  Beauty  well  display. 
The  Blush  of  Morning,  and  the  Milky  Way  ; 
Whose  Face  is  Paradise,  but  fenc'd  from  Sin : 
For  God  in  either  Eye  has  placed  a  Cherubin. 
All  is  Your  Lord's  alone  ;  ev'n  absent.  He 
Employs  the  Care  of  Chast  Penelope. 
For  him  You  waste  in  Tears  Your  Widow'd 

Hours, 
For  him  Your  curious  Needle  paints  the 
Flow'rs ;  160 

Such  Works  of  Old  Imperial  Dames  were 

taught, 
Such  for  Ascanius,  fair  Elisa  wrought. 

The  soft  Recesses  of  Your  Hours  improve 
The  Three  fair  Pledges  of  Your  Happy  Love : 
All  other  Parts  of  Pious  Duty  done. 
You  owe  Your  Ormond  nothing  but  a  son, 
To  fill  in  future  Times  his  Father's  Place. 
And  wear  the  Garter  of  his  Mother's  Race. 


145  who]  Derrick  and  tdiiors  till  Christie 
■wrongly  give  which 


,  ( 


> 

•■Ji  , 

"1 

^*4rM\ 

*iifcltl 

^^BH 

'"il 

B 

1— 

•II 

;<«•* 

•"» 

J ' 

S.*: 

1 

I 

x 

*>»■ 

i 


.  I 


if 


lii 


PALAMON 

AND 

ARCITE : 

OR 

The  Knight's  Tale 

FROM 

CHAUCER 

In  Three  Books. 


BOOK  I. 


In  Days  of  old,  there  liv'H,  of  mighty  Fame 
A  valiant  Prince;  an'J  Theseus  was  hisName: 
A  Chief,  who  more  m  Feats  of  Arms  excell'd 
The  Rising  nor  the  Setting  Sun  beheld. 
Of  Athens  he  was  Lord  ;  much  Land  he  won, 
And  added  Foreign  Countrys  to  his  Crown. 
InScylhia  with  tiie  VVarriourQueen  he  strov  c. 
Whom  first  by  Force  he  conquer'd,  then  Ws 

Love  ; 
lie  brought  in  Triumph  back  the  beauteous 

Dame, 
With  whom  her  Sister,  fair  Emilia,  came.  lo 
With  Honour  to  his  Home  let  Theseus  ride, 
Witii  Love  to  Friend,  and  Fortune  for  his 

Guide, 
And  his  victorious  Army  at  his  Side. 
I  pass  iheir  warlikePomp, their  proudArray, 
Their  Shouts,  tiieir  Songs,  their  Welcome  on 

the  Way : 
But,  were  it  not  too  long.  I  would  recite 
The  Feats  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  Fight 
Betwixtthehardy  Queen  and  IleroeKm^^xt 
The  Town  besicji'd,  and  how  much  IMood  it 

cost 
The  Female  Armv.and  th'  Athenian  Host  ; 
The  Spousals  of  Ilil^polila  the  Queen  ;      2 1 
What  Tilts,  and  Turneys  at  the  Feast  were 

seen  ; 
The  Storm  at  their  Return,  the  Ladies  Fear  : 
But  these  and  other  Things  I  must  forbear. 


Pai.amon  and  Arcite  TIip  trxt  is  that  of  till- 
first  .-inii  onlv  contt'inporary  odliioti,  I7>x>,  except 
for  the  variaiits  liere  noted.  There  are  some  false 
stops  in  the  original. 


The  Field  is  spacious  I  design  to  sow, 
With  Oxen  far  unfit  to  draw  the  Plow : 
The  Remnant  of  my  Tale  is  of  a  length 
To  tire  your  Patience,  and  to  waste  ml 

St.ength  ; 
And  trivial  Accidents  shall  be  forborn, 
That  others  may  have  time  to  take  theii 
Turn;  30 1 

As  was  at  first  enjoin'd  us  by  mine  Host: 
That  he  whose  Tale  is  best,  and  [)kxti[ 
most,  1 

j  Should  win  his  Supper  at  our  commonCost. 
I     And  therefore  where  I  left,  I  will  pursue ) 
]  This  ancient  Story,  whether  false  or  true,- 
i  In  hope  it  may  be  mended  with  a  new. 
!  The  Prince  I  mentioned,  full  of  high  lienonA 
I  In  this  Array  drew  near  th'  Athenian  Town; 
I  When,  in  his  Pomp  and  utmost  of  his  Pride,! 
Marching,  he  chanc'd  to  cast  his  Eye  a-ide,| 
And  saw  a  Quire  of  mourning  Diiincs,  »h 

lay  .  41  i 

By  Two  and  Two  across  the  common  \^ ay; 
At  his  Approach  they  rais'd  a  rueful  Cry, 
And  beat  their  Breasts,  and  held  their  Hands  | 

on  high. 
Creeping  and  crying,  till  they  seiz'd  at  last 
His  Coursers  Bridle  and  his  Feet  enibrac'd. 
Tell  me,  said  Theseus,  what  and  whence  you 

urc 
And  why  this  Funeral  Pageant  you  prepare?  | 
Is  this  the  Welcome  of  my  worthy  DeeHs,  fl 
To  meet  my  Triumph  in  lU-omcn'd  Weeds.' 
Or  envy  you  my  Praise,  and  woul  I  destroy 
WithGrief  my  Pleasures,and  pollute  my  joy. 
Or  are  you  injur'd,  and  demand  Relief? 
Name  your  Request,  and  I  will  ease  your  | 
Grief. 
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The  most  in  Years  of  all  the  Mourning 
Train  ,     _  _ 

I  Began  ;  (but  sounded  first  away  for  Pain) 
llhen  scarce  recovered,  spoke :  Nor  envy  we 
IThv  Ereat  Renown,  nor  grudge  thy  Victory  ; 
I  Tis  thine,  0  King,  th'  Afflicted  to  redress, 
[And  Fame  has  fiU'd  the  World  with  thy 
I       Success  I  ^^ 

I  We  wretched  Women  sue  for  that  alone, 
[Which  of  thy  Goodness  is  refus'd  to  none  : 
I  Let  fall  some  Drops  of  Pity  on  our  Grief, 
I  If  what  we  beg  be  just,  and  we  deserve 
I       Relief:  ,     ^         .      , 

I  For  none  of  us,  who  now  thy  Grace  '.mplore, 
I  But  held   the   Rank  of   Sovereign  Queen 
1       before  ; 
I  Till,  thanks  to  giddy  Chance,  which  never 

I  That  Mortal  Bliss  should  last  for  length  of 

I  She  cast  us  headlong  from  our  high  Estate, 
I  And  here  in  hoije  of  thy  Return  we  wait :  70 
1  And  long  have  waited  in  the  Temple  nigh. 
Built  to  the  gracious  Goddess  Clemency. 
I  But  rev'rence  thou  the  Pow'r  whose  Name  it 

I  Relieve  th'  Oppressed,  and  wipe  the  Widows 
I       Tears. 

i  1,  wretched  I,  have  other  Fortune  seen, 
I  The  Wife  of  Capaneiis,  and  once  a  Queen  : 
lAt  Thebes  he  fell ;  curs'd  be  the  fatal  Day  ! 
I  And  all  the  rest  thou  seest  in  this  Array. 
I  To  make  theirMoan  their  Lords  in  Battel  lost, 

I  Before  thatTown  besieg'd  by  ourConfed'rate  1 
Host :  80 

I  But  Creon,  old  and  impious,  who  commands 

I  The  Thehan  City,  and  usurps  the  Lands, 

I  Denies  the  Rites  of  Fun'ral  Fires  to  those 
Whose  breathless  Bodies  yet   he  calls   his 

I        Foes. 
Unburn'd,  unbury'd,  on  a  Heap  they  lie  ; 

I  Such  is  their  Fate,  and  such  his  Tyranny  ; 

I  No  Friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  Dead, 

I  But  with  their  Lifeless  Limbs  his  Hounds  are 
fed. 

I  At  this  she  shriek'd  aloud,  the  mournful 

,        Train 

I  Echo'd  her  Grief,  and  grov'ling  on  the  Plain, 
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With  Groans,  and  Hands  upheld,  to  move 

his  Mind,  yi 

Besough'.  his  Pity  to  their  helpless  Kind  ! 

The  Prince  was  touch'd,  his  Tears  began 

to  flow. 

And,  as  his  tender  Heart  would  break  in  two, 

He  sigh'd  ;   and  could  not  but  their  Fate 

deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  so  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  Steed  he  flew, 
And  raising  one  by  one  the  suppliant  Crew, 
To  comi'nrt  each,  full  solemnly  he  swore. 
That  by  the  Faith  which  Knights  to  Knight- 
hood bore,  100 
And  what  e'er  else  to  Chivalry  belongs. 
He  would  not  cease,  till  he  reveng'd  their 

Wrongs : 
That  Greece  should  see  perform'd  what  he 

declar'd. 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  just  Reward. 
He  said  no  more,  but  shunning  all  Delay 
Rode  on  ;  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  Way  ; 
But  left  his  Sister  and  his  Queen  behind, 
And  wav'd  his  Royal  Banner  in  the  Wind  : 
Where  in  an  Argent  Field  the  God  of  War 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  Iron  Carr  ; 
Red  was  his  Sword,  and  Shield,  and  whole 
Attire,  1 1 « 

And  all  the  Godhead  seem'd  to  glow  with 

Fire ; 
Ev'n  the  Ground  glitter'd  where  the  Stan- 
dard flew. 
And  the  green  Grass  was  dy'd  to  sanguine 

Hue. 
High  on  his  pointed  Lance  his  Pennon  bore 
His  Cretan  Fight,  the  conquer'd  Minoiaure : 
The  Soldiers  shout  around  with  generous 

Rage, 
And  in  that  Victory,  their  own  presage. 
He  prais'd  their  Ardour,  inly  plcas'd  to  see 
His  Host,  the  Flow'r  of  Grecian  Chivalry.  lao 
All  Day  he  march'd  ;   and  all  th'  ensuing 

Night ; 
And  saw  the  City  with  returning  Light. 
The  Process  of  the  War  1  need  not  tell, 
How  Theseus  conquer'd,  and  how  Crenn  fell : 
Or  after,  how  by  Storm  the  Walls  were  won, 
Or  how  the  Victor  sack'd  and  burn'ci  the 

Town  ; 
How  to  the  Ladies  he  restor'd  again 
The  Bodies  of  their  Lords  in  Battel  slain  ; 
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Ami  with   wl'at  ancient   Riles  tlicy   were 

intcrr'fl  ; 
All  these  to  filter  time  shall  be  dcferr'd  :  130 
1  spare  the  Widows  Ttars,  their  wofiil  Cries, 
And  Howling  at  their  Iliishunds  Obsequies  ; 
How  Theseus  at  these  Fun'rals  did  assist, 
And  with  what  Gifts  the  mourning;  Datncs 

dismiss'd. 
Thus  when  the  Victor  Chief  had  Creon 

slain, 
And  coaquer'd  Thebes,  he  pitchM  upon  the 

Plain 
His   mighty   Camp,   and    when    the    Day 

return  d, 
TheCountry  wasted  and  the  Hamlets  burn'd ; 
And  left  the  I'iilasjers,  to  Rapine  bred. 
Without  Controul  to  strip  and  spoil  the 

Dead.  140 

There,  in  a  Heap  of  Slain,  among  the  rest 

Two  youthful  Knif^hts  tiicy  found  beneath 

a  Load  oppress'd 
Of  slaughter'd  Foes,  whom  first  to  Death 

they  sent, 
The  Trophies  of  their  Strength,  a  bloody 

Monument. 
Both  fair,  and  both  of  Royal  Hlood  they 

seeni'd. 
Whom  Kinsmen  to  the  Crown  the  Heralds 

deem'd  ; 
That  Day  in  equal  .\rms  they  fought  for 

Fame ; 
Their  Swords,  their  Shields,  their  Surcoats 

were  the  same. 
Close  by  eacii  other  laid  they  press'd  the 

Ci  round. 
Their   manly   Bosoms   pi^rc'd   with   many 

a  griesly  Wound  ;  150 

Nor  well  alive  nor  wholly  dead  they  were, 
But  some  faint  Signs  of  feeble  Life  a|)pear : 
The  wandring  Breath  was  on  the  Wing  to 

part. 
Weak  was  the  Pulse,  and  hardly  heav'd  the 

Heart. 
These  two  were  Sisters  Sons  ;  and  Arcite  one. 
Much  fam'd  in  Fields,  with  valiant  Palamon. 
From  These  their  costly  Arms  the  Spoilers 

rent, 
And  softly  Iwth  conv!    'd  to  Theseus  Tent : 
Whom,  known  of  Crcon's  Line  and  cur'd 

with  Care,  159 

He  to  his  City  sent  as  Pris'ners  of  the  War, 
Hopeless  of  Ransom,  and  condemn'd  to  lie 
In  Durance,  doom'd  a  lingring  Death  to  die. 


This  done, he  march'd  away  with  warlike, 

Sound,  I 

And  to  his  Athens  turn'd  with  Laurels 

crown'd,  ," 

Where  happy  long  he  liv'd,  much  lov'd, 

and  more  renown'd.  ' 

But  in  a  Tow'r,  and  never  to  be  loos'd. 
The  woful  captive  Kinsmen  are  endos'd. 
Thus  Year  by  Year  they  pass,  and  Day  by 

Day, 
Till  once  ('twas  on  the  Morn  of  chearful  May) 
flic  young  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  seen        i;o 
Than  the  fair  Lilly  on  the  Flow'ry  Green, 
More  fresh  than  May  her  self  in  Blossoms 

new, 
(For  with  the  rosie  Colour  strove  her  Hue) 
I  Wak'd,  as  her  Custom  was,  before  the  Day, 
To  do  th'  Observance  due  to  sprightly  May : 
For  sprightly  May  commands  our  Youth  to 

keep 
The  Vigils  of  her  Night,  and  breaks  their 

sluggard  Sleep : 
Each  gentle  Breast  with  kindly  Warmth  she 

moves  ; 
Inspires  new  Flames,  revives  extinguish'd 

Loves. 
In  this  Remembrance  Emily  e'er  day      180 
Arose,  and  dress'd  her  self  in  rich  Array  ; 
Fresh  as  the  Month,  and  as  the  Mornin;; 

fair: 
Adown  her  Shoulders  fell  her  Length  of 

Hair : 
A  Ribband  did  the  braided  Tresses  bind, 
The  rest  was  loose,  and  wanton'd  in  the 

Wind  : 
Aurora  had  but  newly  chas'd  the  Nifiht, 
I  And  purpl'd  o'er  theSky  with  blushing  Light, 
When  totheGarden-walkshe  took  her  way,. 
To  sport  and  trip  along  in  Cool  of  Day,     ' 
And  offer  Maiden  Vows  in  Honour  of  the  , 

May.  I  go 

At  ev'ry  Turn  she  made  a  little  Stand, 
j  And  thrust  among  the  Thorns  her  Lilly  hand 
I  To  draw  the  Rose  ;  and  ev'ry  Rose  she  drew. 
She  shook  the  Stalk,  and  brush'd  aw.iy  the 

Dew  : 
j  Then  iiarty-colour'd  Flow'rs  of  white  and  red 
j  She  wove,  to  make  a  Garland  for  her  Head : 
This  done,  she  sung  and  caroH'd  out  so  clear, 
That  Men  and  Angels  might  rejoice  to  hear. 
Ev'n  wondring  Philomel  forgot  to  sing, 
And  learn'tl  from  Her  to  welcome  in  the 

Spring.  ,  200 
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Tlie  Tow'r,  of  which  before  was  mention 

made, 
Witliiii  wliose  Keep  the  captive  Knights  were 

laid, 
Built  of  a  large  Extent,  and  stron;;  withnl, 
Was  one  Partition  of  the  I'alace  Wall : 
Die  Garden  was  endos'd  within  the  Square 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  Morning-Air. 
It  luipi>en'd  Pa/amon,  the  I'ris'ncr  Knight, 
Restless  for  Woe,  arose  before  the  Light, 
And  with  his  Jaylor's  leave  desir'd  to  breathe 
An  Air  more  wholcsom  than  the  Damps 

beneath.  310 

This  (jranted,  to  the  Tow'r  he  took  his  way, 
Chcir'il  with  tl»e  Promise  of  a  glorious  Day  : 
Then  cast  a  languishing  Regard  around,    \ 
And  saw  with  hateful  Eyes  the  Temples  I 

crown'd  1- 

With  golden  Spires,  and  all  the  Hostile  i 

Ground.  / 

lie  si;;h'd,  and  turned  his  Eyes,  because  he 

knew 
'Twas  but  a  larger  Jayl  he  had  in  view : 
Then  look'd  below,  and  from  the  Castles 

lioij^ht 
lleiald  a  nearer  and  more  pleasing  Sight ; 
The  Garden,  which  before  he  had  not  seen, 
In  S|)riiig's  new  Livery  clad  of  White  and 

Green,  221 

Fresh  ITow'rs  in  wide  Parlerrts,  and  shady  1 

Walks  between.  ' 

This  view'd,  but  not  enjoy'd,  with  Arms 

across 
He  stood,  reflecting  on  his  Country's  Loss  ; 
Himself  an  Object  of  the  Publick  Scorn, 
And  often  wish'd  he  never  had  been  born. 
Ai  last  (for  so  his  Destiny  requir'd) 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tir'd. 
He  thro'  a  little  Window  cast  his  Sight, 
Tho*  thick  of  Hars,  that  gave  a  scanty  Light: 
But  ev'n  that  Glimmering  serv'd  him  to 

descry  231 

Til'  inevitable  Charms  of  Emily. 
Scarce  had  he  seen,  but,  seiz'd  with  sudden 

Smart, 
Stun;;  to  the  Quick,  he  felt  it  at  his  Heart ; 
Struck  blind  with  overpowering  Light  he 

stood, 
Then  started  back  amaz'd,  and  cry'd  aloud. 
Young  Arcite  heard  ;  and  up  lie  ran  with 

haste. 
To  help  his  Friend,  and  in  his  Arms  cm- 
brac'd ; 


And  ask'd  hitu  why  he  look'd  so  deadly  wan, 
And  whence,  and  how,  his  change  of  Cheer 

began  ?  3.|o 

Or  who  had  done  th'  offence  ?   But  if,  said  he, 
Your  Grief  alone  is  hard  Captivity  ; 
For  Love  of  Ilcav'n,  with  Patience  undergo 
A  cureless  111,  since  Fate  will  have  it  so : 
So  stood  our  Horoscope  in  Chains  to  lie, 
And  Saturn  in  the  Dungeon  of  the  Sky, 
Or  other  baleful  A5i)ect,  rul'd  our  Birth, 
When  all  the  friendly  Stars  were  under  Earth : 
Whate'er  betides,  by  Destiny  'tis  done  ; 
And  better  bear  like  Men,  than  vainly  seek 

to  shun,  250 

Nor  of  my  bonds,  said  Palamon  again, 
Nor  of  unhapjiy  Planets  I  complain  ; 
Hut  when  my  mortal  Anguish  caus'd  my  Cry, 
The  Moment  1  was  hurt  thro'  either  Eye  ; 
Pierc'd  with  a  Random-shaft,  I  faint  away, 
And  |>erish  with  insensible  Decay  : 
A  Glance  of  some  new  Gotldess  gave  the 

Wound, 
Whom,  like  Acteon,  unaware  I  found.      258 
Look  howshe  walks  along  yon  shady  Space ;  \ 
Not /uno  moves  with  more  Ma  jest  ickGrace,  ^ 
And  all  the  Cyprian  Queen  is  in  her  face.   ■• 
If  thou  art  Venus,  (for  thy  Charms  confess 
That  Face  was  form'd  in  Heaven)  nor  art 

thou  less  ; 
Disguis'd  in  Habit,  undisguis'd  in  .Shape, 
0  help  us  Cajjtives  from  our  Chains  to  sca|je  ; 
But  if  our  Doom  be  past  in  Bonds  to  lie 
For  Life,  and  in  a  loathsom  Dungeon  die  ; 
Then  be  thy  Wrath  appcas'd  with  our  Dis- 
grace, 
And  show  Compassion  to  the  Thcban  Race, 
Ojjpress'd  by  Tyrant  Pow'r  !    While  yet  he 

spoke.  270 

Arcite  on  Emily  had  fix'd  his  Look  ; 
The  fatal  Dart  a  ready  Passage  found, 
And  deep  within  his  Heart  infix'd  the  Wound : 
So  that  if  Palamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more  : 
Then  from  his  inmost  Soul  he  sigh'd,  and 

said, 
The  Beauty  I  behold  has  struck  me  dead : 
Unknowingly  she  strikes, and  kills  by  chance; 
Poyson  is  in  her  Eyes,  and  Death  in  ev'ry 

Glance. 
O,  I  must  ask  ;  nor  ask  alone,  but  move   r8o 
Her  Mind  to  Mercy,  or  must  die  for  Love. 
Thus  Arcite :  And  thus  Palamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  Tone,  and  ardent  were  his  Eyes.) 
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S|)cak'sttliou  in  earnest,  or  in  jesting  Vein  ?| 
Jestiii}*,  said  Arcilc,  suits  but  ill  with  Tain,  r 
It  suits  far  worse,  (saiil  I'alamon  acain,  ) 
And  bent  his  lirows)  with  Men  who  Honour 

weigh,  I 

Their  Faith  to  break,  tiieir  friendship  to 

l>etray  ;  2*>8  j 

But  worst  with  Tliec,  of  Noble  Lineage  born,  i 
My  Kinsntan.and  inArms  niyliruthersworn. ', 
Have  we  not  plighted  eaiii  our  holy  Oath. 
That  one  shou'd  be  the  Comnioii  Good  nl 

both  >  I 

One  Soul  shuu'd  both  ins|>ire,  and  neither ; 

prove  I 

His  Fallows  Hindrance  in  pursuit  of  Love  ? 
To  this  before  the  GotU  we  nt.ve  our  Hands, 
And  nothing  but  our  Death  can  break  the 

Bands. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  Design, 
As  1  am  bound  by  Vow  to  farther  thiue  : 
Nor  canst,  nor  dar'st  thou,  Traytor,  on  the 

Plain  2W 

Appcach  my  Honour,  or  thy  own  maintain, 
Since  thou  art  of  my  Council,  and  tlit;  Friend 
Whoso  Faith  I  trust,  and  on  whose  Care 

ilepcnd  : 
And  would'st  tl-ou  court  my  Ladies  Love, 

which  I 
Much  raliicrthan  rck'asc.would  chusc  to  die? 
But  thou,  false  Arfite,  never  shall  obtain. 
Thy  bad  Pretence;    I  told  thee  first  my 

Pain  : 
For  first  my  Love  began  e'er  thine  was  born  ; 
Thou,  as  my  Council,  and  my  Brother  sworn. 
Art  bound  t'assist  my  Eldership  of  Right, 
Or  justly  to  be  decrud  a  per jur'd  Knight.  310 

Thus  Pahimon  :  But  Arcite  with  disdain 
In  haughty  Language  thus  reply'd  again  : 
Forsworn  thy  self :    The  Traytor's  odious 

Name 
I  first  return,  and  then  disprove  thy  Claim. 
If  Love  be  Passion,  and  that  Passion  nurst 
VVith  strong  Desires,  I  lov'd  the  Lady  first. 
Canst  thou  pretend  Desire,  whom  Zeal  in- 

flam'd 
To  worship,  and  a  Pow'r  Coelestial  nam'd  ? 
Thine  was  Devotion  to  the  Blest  above, 
I  saw  the  Woman,  and  desir'd  her  Love  ;  320 
First  owii'd  my  Passion,,  and  to  thee  com- 
mend 
Th'  important  Secret,  as  my  chosen  Friend. 
Sup|)ose  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  Desire 
A  Moment  elder  than  my  Rival  Fire  ; 


Gun  Chance  of  seeing  first  thy  Title  prove  'i 
And  know'st  thou  not,  no  Law  is  made  for 

Love  ? 
Law  is  to  Things  <vhich  to  free  Choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  Choice,  but  in  our  Fate : 
Laws  are  but  positive :  Loves  Pow'r  we  Me 
Is  Natures  Sanition,  and  her  first  Decree.  330 
Each  Day  we  Lreak  the  Bond  of  Humane 

Laws 
For  Love,  and  vindicate  the  Common  Cause. 
Laws  for  Defence  of  Civil  Rights  are  plac'd, 
Love  throws  the  Fences  down,  and  makes 

a  general  Waste : 
.Maids,  Widows,  Wives,  without  distinction 

fall; 
The  sweeping  Deluge,  Love,  comes  on  and 

covers  all. 
If  then  the  Laws  of  Friendship  I  transgress.] 
I  keep  the  Greater,  while  I  break  the  Less ; '. 
And  both  are  mad  alike,  since  neither  can! 

possess.  I 

Both  hopeless  to  be  ransom'd,  never  more 
To  see  the  Sun,  but  as  he  passes  o'er.      341 
Like  Esop's  Hounds  contending  for  the  Done, 
Each  pleaded  Right,  and  wou'd  be  lord 

alone ; 
The  fruitless  Fight  continu'd  all  the  Day, 
A  Cur  came  by  and  snatch'd  the  Prize  away. 
As  Courtiers  tlicrefore  justle  for  a  Grant, 
And  when  they  break  their  Friendship,  plead 

their  Want, 
So  thou,  if  Fortune  will  thy  Suit  advance, 
Love  on  ;  nor  envy  me  my  equal  Chance : 
For  I  nmst  love,  and  am  resolv'd  ♦o  try  350 
My  Fate,  or  failing  in  th'  Adventure  die. 
Great  was  their  Strife,  which  hourly  was 

renew'd, 
Till  each  w  ith  mortal  Hate  his  Rival  view'd : 
Now  Friends  no  more,  not  walking  Hand  in 

Hand  ; 
But  when  they  met,  they  made  a  surly  Stand; 
And  glar'd  like  angry  Lions  as  they  pass'd, 
And  wish'd  that  every  Look  might  be  their 

last. 
It    chanc'd    at    length,   Pcrithous  came 
t'  attend 
This  worthy  Theseus,  his  familiar  Friend : 


Ui  y^'ffifst  edition  hgnn  a  neo)  farafrapl' 
hire.  Thiswasa  mistake,  bulilledsonuedilon 
to  xiippoie  that  Arcilis  speech  ended  vitlh  Ike 
words  passes  o'er.  Tn  fact  it  goes  down  /o  in  th 
Advrntnrc  die,  but  thclinesart  not quile gram- 
iHalical. 
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Their  Love  in  early  Infancy  bc^n,         360 
And  rose  as  Childhood  ripcn'd  into  Man. 
Companioiu  of  the  War;  and  lov'd  so  well,  > 
That  when  one  dy'd.as  ancient  Stories  tell, ' 
His  Fellow  to  redeem  him  went  t  I 

But   to  pursue   my  Talc ;    to    (to-ome 

home 
His  Warlike  Brother,  is  Periihous  come : 
Anil:  of  Thebes  was  known  in  Arms  long 

since, 
And  honour'd   by    tiiis   younK    Thessalian 

I'rinco. 
Theseus,  to  gratifie  his  Friend  and  Guest, 
Who  made  our  Arcitt's  Freedom  his  Request, 
Kestor'd  to  Liberty  the     tplivc  Knight,  371 
But  on  these  hard  Co    litions  I  recite  : 
That  if  hereafter  Arcue  shou'd  be  foui.  1 
Within  the  Compass  of  Athenian  Ground, 
By  Day  or  Night,  or  on  whate'cr  Pretence, 
;iis  Head  shou'd  pay  the  Forfeit  of  th* 

Offence. 
To  this  Periihous  for  his  Friend  agreed. 
And  on  iiis  Promise  was  the  Pris'ner  freed. 
Unpleas'd  and  pensive  hence  lie  takes  his 

way, 
.At  his  own  Peril ;  for  his  Life  must  pay. 
Who  now  but   Areile    mourns   his   bitter 

rate,  381 

Finds  his  dear  Purchase,  and  reiients  too 

late? 
What  have  I  gain'd,  he  said,  in  Prison  pent. 
If  1  but  change  my  Bonds  for  Iknishmcnt  ? 
And  banish'd  from  her  Sight,  I  suffer  more 
In  Freedom  than  I  felt  in  Bonds  before  ; 
Forc'd  from  her  Presence  and  condemn'd  to 

live : 
Unwi.lconi  Freedom  and  unthank'd  Reprieve: 
Heav'n  is  not  but  wher"  Emily  abides,    3S9 
.And  where  she's  absent,  all  is  Hell  besides. 
Next  to  my  Day  of  Birth,  was  that  accurst 
Which  bound  my  Friendshi;>  to  Periihous 

first: 
Had  I  not  known  that  Prince,  I  still  had 

been 
In  Boiulage,  and  had  still  Emilia  seen  : 
For  tho'  1  never  can  her  Grace  deserve, 
Tii  Recompense  enough  to  see  and  serve. 
0  Palamon,  my  Kinsman  and  my  Friend, 
How  much  more  happy  Fates  thy  Love 

attend ! 

;77  To  this  Peri//)Ottx  for  his  Friendl  To  this, 
Itrilkous  tor  his  I'rii-nd,  /70./. 


Thine  is  th'  Adventure  j  thine  the  Victory  s 
Well  has  thy  Fortune  turn'd  the  Dice  for 

thee :  400 

Thou  on  that  AngeU  Face  maist  feed  thy 

Eyes, 
In  Prison,  no  ;  but  blissful  Paradise  ! 
Thou  daily  seest  that  Sun  of  Beauty  shine, 
And  lov'st  at  least  in  Loves  cxtreamest  Line, 
I  mourn  in  Absence,  Loves  Eternal  Night; 
And  wiio  can  tell  but  since  thou  hast  her 

iiiglit. 
And  art   a  comely,  young,   and   valiant 

Knight, 
Fo'.tune  (a  various  Pow'r)  may  cease  to 

frown, 
And  by  some  Ways  unknown  thy  Wishes 

crown : 
But  I,  the  most  forlorn  of  Humane  Kind,  4 10 
Nor  Help  can  hope,  nor  Remedy  can  hnd  ; 
But  doom'd  to  drag  my  loathsom  Life  in 

Care, 
For  my  Reward,  must  eml  it  in  Despair. 
Fire,  Water,  Air,  and  Earth,  and  Force  of 

Fates 
That    governs   all,    and    Heav'n    that    all 

creates. 
Nor  Art,  nor  Natures  Hand  can  ease  my 

Grief ; 
Nothing    but    Death,    the    Wretches    last 

Relief : 
Then  farewel  Youth,  and  all  the  Joys  that 

dvveH 
With  Youth  and  Life,  anu  Life  it  self,  fare- 
well. 
But  why,  alas!  do  mortal  Men  in  vain  420 
Of  Fortune,  Fate,  or  Providence  complain  ? 
God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  Wants 

require. 
And  better  Things  than  those  which  we 

desire : 
Some  pray  for  Riches  ;  Riches  they  obtain  ; 
But  watch'd  by  Robbers,  for  their  Wealth 

are  slain : 
Some  pray  from  Prison  to  be  freed  ;   and 

conie 
When  guilty  of  their  Vows,  to  fall  at  home  ; 
Murdcr'd  by  those  they  trusted  with  their 

Life, 
A  favour'd  Servant,  or  a  Bosom  Wife. 
Such  dear  Dought   Blessings  happen  ev'ry 

Day,  430 

Because  we  know  not  for  what  Things  to 

pray. 


'1 
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Like  drunken  Sol*  about  the  Streets  wc 

roam 
Well  knows  the  Sot  he  hun  n  ccrtnin  Home  ; 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  iind  th'  uncertain 

Place, 
And  blunders  on,  and  stanRers  ev*ry  Pace. 
Thus  all  seek  Happiness  ;  but  few  can  find, 
For  far  the  prcaltr  Part  t'  ''"n  are  blind. 
This  is  my  C  >e,  who  th    ^      our  utmost 

Good 
Was  in  one  Word  of  Freedom  understood  : 
The  fatal  UlwsinK  came  :   From  I'rison  free, 
I   starve   abroad,   and  lose  the   Si^ht   of 

Emily.  44' 

Thus  Areile :  but  if  Areile  thus  deplore 
His  SufT'rinKS,  Palamon  yet  suffers  more. 
For  when  he   knew  his   Rival   freed  and 

Rone, 
We  swells  with  Wrath  ;  he  makes  outrngeons 

Moan : 
He  frets,  he  fumes,  he  stares,  he  stamiw  the 

Ground  ; 
The  hollow  Tow'r    with    Clamours    rings 

around : 
With  briny  Tears  he  bath'd   his   fcller'd 

F'ect, 
And  droppM  all  o'er  with  Agony  of  Sweat. 
Alas!  he  cry'd,  I,  Wretch,  in  Prison  pine,  450 
Too  happy' Rival,  while  the  Fruit  b  thine : 
Thou  liv  St  at  larj,--,  thou  draw'st  thy  Native 

Air, 
Pleas'd  with  thy  F'rcedom,  proud  of  my 

Despair : 
Thou  may'st,  since  thou  hast  Youth  and 

Courage  join'd. 
A  sweet  liehaviou-  '  Mind, 

Assemble  ours,  and  ^  t  Race, 

To  vindicate  on  Alhni.  "e  ; 

And  after  (by  some  Treat>  assess 

Fair  Emily,  the  Pledge  of  lastmg  Peace. 
So  thine  shall  be  the  beauteous  Prize,  while  I 
;.Iust  languish  in  Despair,  in  Prison  die.  461 
Thus  all  th' Advantage  of  the  Strife  is  thine. 
Thy  portion  double  Joys,  and  double  Sorrows 

mine. 
The  Rage  of  Jcalousie  then  fir'd  his  Soul, 
And  his  Face  kindl'd  like  a  burning  Coal : 
Now  cold  Despair,  succee<ling  in  her  stead. 
To  !vid  Paleness  turns  the  glowing  Red. 
His  Blood  scarce  Liquid,  creeps  within  his 

Veins, 
Like  Water  which  the  freezing  Wind  con- 
strains. 


Then  thus  he  said  ;  Eternal  Deities  470 
Who  rule  the  World  with  abcoluic  Iiuru',, 
And  write  whatever  Time  shall  brinj^  lu 

IKISS 

With  Pens  of  Adamant  on  Plates  of  lirass ; 
What  is  the  Race  of  Humane  Kind  yuur 

Care 
Ik-yond  what  all  his  Fellow-l  rcatures  are  ? 
lie'  with  the  rest  is  liable  to  Pain, 
And  like  the  Sheep,  his  Hrother-Bcasf,  is 

slain. 
Cold,  Hunger,  Prisons,  Ills  without  a  Ciin, 
All  these  he  must,  and  guiltless  oft,  cmlurc : 
Or  does  your  Justice,  Pow'r,  or  Prescicme 
fail,  4!h) 

When  the  Good  suffer  and  the  Dad  prevui!  ? 
What  worse  to  wretched  Vertue  could  bifall, 
If  Fate,  or  giddy  F'ortunc  govern'd  all  ? 
Nay,  worse  than  other  IJeasts  is  our  Estate : 
Them,  to  pursue  their  Pleasures  you  create ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  Laws,  nmst  curb  uur 

Will, 
And    your    Commands,    not    our    Desires 

fulfd : 
Then  when  the  Creature  is  unjustly  sl;iiii, 
Vet,  after    Death    at    least,   he   feels  110 

Pain ; 
Hut  Man  in  Life  surclmrg'd  wit'u  *.Vov  '•  loie. 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  Miller 
more.  49' 

.\  Serpent  shoots  his  Sting  at  unaware  ; 
.\n  ambush'd  Thief  forelays  a  Traveller ; 
The  Man  lies  murdcr'd,  while  the  Thief  and 

Snake, 
One  gains  the  Thickets,  and  one  thrids  ihs 

Hrake. 
This  let  Divines  decide  ;  but  well  1  know, 
just,  or  unjust,  I  have  my  Share  of  \\  oe : 
Through  Saturn  seated  in  a  luckless  I'lare. 
And  Juno's  Wrath,   that    pcrsccules    my 

Race  ; 
Or  Mars  and  Venus  in  a  Quartil,  move  jc; 
My  Pangs  of  Jealousie  for  Arctic's  Love. 

Let  Palamon  onpress'd  in  Dondat^e  mourn, 
While  to  his  exil  d  Rival  we  return. 
Hv  thb  the  Sun,  declining  from  his  lleii^ht, 
The  Day  had  shortned  to  prolong  the  Ni},'ht : 
The  lengthen'd  Night  gave  length  of  Misery 
Hnth  to  the  Captive  Lover,  and  the  Free : 
For  Palamon  in  endless  Prison  mourns, 
And  Arcite  forfeits  Life  if  he  returns.      509 
The  Banish'd  never  hopes  his  Love  to  see, 
Nor  hoi)es  the  Captive  Lord  his  Liberty  : 
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Ti«  haid  to  tav  who  tiiflcm  ereaifr  Pain*, 
One  wc*  liiti  Love,  but  cuimot  brcuk  his 

Chain* : 
One  free,  aivl  all  hit  Motions  uncontroulM, 
Ikliolds  whatc'cr  he  wou'd,  but  whut  he 

wou'd  behold. 
luil^c  OS  you  plcow.  for  I  will  haste  to  tell 
What  Fortune  to  the  banish'd  Knight  bcfcl. 
Wlicn  AreiU  was  to  Thebes  return'd  aguin, 
TI1C  Loss  of  her  he  lov'd  rem  w'd  his  I'ain  ; 
What  could  \x  worse  than  never  more  to  sec 
Ills  Life,  his  Soul,  his  charinini;  Emily  ?  531 
lie  niv'd  rtith  nil  the  Madness  of  Despair, 
lie  roar'd,  he  beat  lib  Breast,  he  tore  his 

Iluir. 
Dry  Sorrow  in  his  stupid  Eyes  np[Kar», 
Fi>r  wanting  Nourishment,  he  wanteil  Tears : 
llii  F.ye-balU  in  their  hollow  Sockets  sink, 
Ikrcft  o(  Sleep ;    he  laiths  his  Meat  and 

Drink : 
lie  witliirs  at  his  Heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  tlic  pale  R|TCCtrc  of  a  niurder'd  Man :  529 
Th;it  Pale  turns  Vellow.and  his  Face  receives 
Tlie  faded  Hue  of  sapless  lioxen  Leaves  ; 
In  stlitary  Groves  he  makes  his  Moan, 
Walks  enrly  out,  and  ever  is  alone. 
Nor  niix'd  in  Mirth,  in  youthful  Pleasure 

.nliaris, 
lint  si^;i>s  when  Songs  and  Instruments  he 

iiears. 
His  Spirits  are  so  low,  his  Voice  is  drown'd, 
lie  liiar-  iis  from  afar,  or  in  a  Swound, 
Like  the  deaf  Murmurs  of  a  distant  3ound  : 
I  noMuh'd  his  locks,  and  squalid  his  Attire, 
I'lilike  the  Trim  of  Love  and  gay  I3esirc  ; 
lilt  full  of  nuiseful  Mopings,  which  prc- 
wge  541 

The  loss  of  Reason,  and  conclude  in  Rage. 
This  when  he  had  cndur'd  n  Year  and 
more. 
Nuw  wholly  chang'd   from  .  what  he   was 

Ufore, 
It  happeii'd  once,  that,  slunihring  as  he  lay, 
lie  ilrcuint  (his  Dream  began  at  Ureak  of 

Day) 
That  Hermes  o'er  his  Head  in  Air  appear'd. 
And  with  soft  Words  his  drooping  Spirits 

checr'd : 
HUHrttadorn'dwitliVVingsdisrlos'dthenod, 
And  in  his  liand  he  bore  the  Sleep-com- 
pelling Rod ;  550 
Such  as  he  seem'd,  when  at  his  Sire's  Com- 
mand, 

DR. 


On  Argut  Head  he  laid  the  Snaky  Wand ; 
Arise,  he  said,  to  conqu'rins  Athens  go, 
Thcii!  Fute  appoints  nn  End  of  all  thy  Woe. 
The  fright  awakcn'd  Arcile  with  a  Start, 
Against   his   IkMom   bounc'd   his   heaving 

Heart ; 
Hut  soon   he  said,  with  Karce-rccovcr'd 

ISreath, 
And  thither  will  I  go  to  meet  my  Death, 
Sure  to  be  slain  ;  but  Death  is  my  Desire, 
Since  in  Emilia's  Sight  I  shall  expire.      $60 
By  chance  he  spy' '  1  Mirrour  while  he  spoke. 
And  gazing  then      'icid  his  nlter'd  Look  ; 
Wondring,  he  sa^     .s  Features  and  his  Hue 
.So  much  were  chang'd,  that  scarce  himself  he 

knew. 
A  sudden  Thought  then  starting  in  his  Mind, 
Since  I  in  Ardle  cannot  Arcite  find, 
The  World  may  search  in  vain  with  all  their 

Eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  Disguise. 
Thanks  to  the  Change  which  Grief  and  Sick- 
ness give, 
In  low  Estate  I  may  securely  live,  570 

And  see  unknown  mv  Mistress  Day  by  Day. 
He  said,  and  cloth'd  himself  in  course  Array  ; 
A  lab'ring  Hind  in  shew:  Then  forth  he  went. 
And  to  the  Athenian  Tow'rs  his  Journey 

l)ent : 
One  Squire  attended  in  the  same  Disguise, 
Made  conscious  of  his  Master's  Knterprize. 
Arriv'd  at  Athens,  soon  he  came  to  Court, 
Unknown,  unquestion'd  in  that  thick  Resort; 
Profi'n  R  for  Hire  his  Service  at  the  Gate, 
To  drudge,  draw  Water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 
So  fair  befel  him.  that  for  little  Gain    581 
He  serv'd  at  first  Emilia's  Chamberlain  ; 
And,  watchful  all  Advantages  to  spy. 
Was  still  at  Hand,  and  in  his  Master's  Eye  ; 
And  as  his  Bones  were  big,  and  Sinews  strong, 
Refus'd  no  Toil  that  could  to  Slaves  belonfr ; 
But  from  deep  Wells  with  Engines  W  /"r 

drew. 
And  us'd  his  Noble  Hands  the  Wood  to  hew. 
He  pass'd  a  Year  at  least  attendir^,  Mus 
On  Emily,  and  call'd  Philostratus.  590 

But  never  was  there  Man  of  his  Degree 
So  much  csteetn'd,  so  well  belov'd  as  he. 
So  gentle  of  rr>iiditinn  was  he  known. 
That  through  the  Court  his  Courtesie  was 

blown : 
All  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  Place, 
And  recommend  him  to  the  Royal  Grace ; 
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That  exercis'd  within  a  higher  Sphere, 
His  Vertues  more  conspicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  general  Voice  was  Arcile  prau  d, 
And  by  Great  Theseus  to  high  Favour  raisd; 
Among  his  Menial  Servants  first  enroll  d,  601 
And  largely  entertain'd  with  Sums  of  Gold  : 
Besides   what    secretly    from   Thebes   was 

sent  ' 

01  his  own  Income,  and  his  Annual  Rent, 


This  well  employ'd,  he  purchas'd  Friends 

and  Fame, 
But  cautiously  conceal'd  from  whence  it 

Thus  for  three  Years  he  hv'd  with  large 

Increase,  . 

In  Arms  of  Honour,  and  Esteem  m  Peace ; 
To  Theseus  Person  he  was  ever  near,  O09 
And  Theseus  for  his  Vertues  held  him  dear. 


The  End  of  the  First  Book. 
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Bliss,  the  Story  turns 
-n  Prison  mourns, 
ur'd,  the  captive 


While  Ardte  liver 
Where  hopeless  P 
For  six  long  V' 

Knight 
Had  dragg'd  his  ^1.  ..is,  and  scarcely  seen 

the  Light : 
Lost  Liberty,  and  Love  at  once  he  bore  ; 
His  Prison  pain'd  him  much,  his  Passion 

more: 
Nor  dares  he  hope  his  Fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  wishes  to  be  free  from  Love. 

Butwhenthe  sixth  revolving  Year  vvas  run, 
And  May  within  the  Twins  received  the  Sun, 
Were  it  by  Chance,  or  forceful  Destiny,    1 1 
Which  forms  in  Causes  first  whate'er  shall  be, 
Assisted  by  a  Friend  one  Moonless  Night, 
This  Palamon  from  Prison  took  his  flight : 
A  pleasant  Beverage  he  prepar'd  before 
Of  Wine  and  Honey  mix'd,  with  added  btore 
Of  Opium  ;  to  his  Keeper  this  he  brought. 
Who  swallow'd  unaware  the  sleepy  Draught, 
And  snor'd  secure  till  Morn,  his  Senses  bound 
In  Slumber,  and  in  long  Oblivion  drown  d. 
Short  was  the  Night,  and  careful  Palamon  21 
Sought  the  next  Covert  e'er  the  rising  Sun 
A  thick  spread  Forest  near  the  City  lay,  1 
To  this  with  lengthened  Strides  he  took 

his  Way, 
(For  far  he  cou'd  not  fly,  and  fear  d  the 
Day:)  ,        .    , 

Safe  from  Pursuit,  he  meant  to  shun  the 

Till thebro'wnShadowsof  the  friendly  Night  j 
To  Thdies  might  favour  his  intended  Flight.  1 
When  to  his  Country  come,  his  next  Design 
Was  all  the  Theban  Race  in  Arms  to  join,   30 


And  war  on  Theseus,  till  he  lost  his  Life, 
Or  won  the  Beauteous  Emily  to  Wife. 
Thus  while  his  thoughts  the  lingring  Day 

beguile. 
To  gentle  Arcite  let  us  turn  our  Style  ; 
Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  Care, 
Till  treacherous  Fortune  caught  him  in  the 

Snare. 
The  Morning-Lark,  the  Messenger  of  Day, 
Saluted  in  her  Song  the  Morning  gray  ; 
And  soon  the  Sun  arose  with  Beanisso  bright. 
That  all  th*  Horizon  laugh'd  to  see  the  joyous 
Sight ;  40 

He  with  his  tepid  Rays  the  Rose  renews, 
And  licks  the  dropping  Leaves,  and  tines  the 

Dews  ; 
When  Anile  left  his  Bed,  resolv'd  to  pay 
Observance  to  the  Month  of  merry  May, 
Forth  on  his  fiery  Steed  betimes  he  rode, 
That  scarcely  prints  the  Turf  on  which  he 

trod:  .        , 

At  eaee  he  seem'd,  and  pransing  o  er  the 

Pliins 
Turn'd  only  to  the  Grove  his  Horse's  Reins, 
The  Grove  I  nam'd  before  ;    and  lighting 

there, 
A  Woodbind  Garland  sought  to  crown  his 
Hair;  .        ^     ..     _50 

Then  turned  his  Face  against  the  rising  Day, 
And  rais'd  his  Voice  to  welcom  in  the  May. 
For  thee,  sweet  Month,  the  Groves  green 
Liv'ries  wear : 
If  not  the  first,  the  fairest  of  the  Year : 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  Hour, 
And  Nature's  ready  Pencil  paints  the  Flow  rs: 
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When  thy  short  Reign  is  past,  the  Fev'rish 

Sun 
The  sultry  Tropick  fears,  and  moves  more 

slowly  on. 
So  may  thy  tender  Blossoips  fear  no  Blite, 
Nor  Goats  with  venom'd  Teeth  thy  Tendrils 

bite,  60 

As  thou  shalt  guide  my  wandring  Feet  to 

find 
The  fragrant  Greens  I  seek,  my  Brows  to 

bind. 
His  Vows  address'd,  within  the  Grove  he\ 

stray'd. 
Till  Fate,  or  Fortune,  near  the  Place  con-  ■ 

vey'd 
His  Steps  where  secret  Palamon  was  laid. 
Full  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  Knight, 
Who  flying  Death  had  there  conceal'd  his 

Flight, 
In  Brakes  and  Brambles  hid,  and  shunning 

Mortal  Sight ; 
And  less  he  knew  him  for  his  hated  Foe, 
But  fear'd  him  as  a  Man  he  did  not  know.  70 
But  as  it  has  been  said  of  ancient  Years, 
That  Fields  are  full  of  Eyes,  and  Woods  have 

Ears  ; 
For  this  the  Wise  are  ever  on  their  Guard, 
For,  Unforeseen,  they  say,  is  unprepar'd. 
(Incautious  Arcite  thought  himself  alone. 
And  less  than  all  suspected  Palamon, 
Who,  listning,  heard  him,  while  he  search'd 

the  Grove, 
And  loudly  sung  his  Roundelay  of  Love : 
But  on  the  sudden  stopp'd,  and  silent  stood, 
(As  Lovers  often  muse,  and  change  their 

Mood ;)  80 

Now  high  as  Heav'n,  and  then  as  low  as  Hell, 
Now  up,  now  down,  as  Buckets  in  a  Well : 
For  Venus,  like  her  Day,  will  change  her 

Ciieer, 
And  seldom  shall  we  see  a  Friday  clear. 
Thus  Arcite  having  sung,  with  alter'd  Hue 
Sunk  on  the  Ground,  and  from  his  Bosom 

drew 
A  desp'rate  Sigh,  accusing  Heav'n  and  Fate, 
And  angry  Juno's  unrelenting  Hate. 
Curs'd  be  the  Day  when  first  I  did  appear  ; 
Let  it  be  blotted  from  the  Calendar,      90 
Lest  it  pollute  the  Month,  and  poison  all 

the  Year. 
Still  will  the  jealous  Queen   pursue  our 

Race  ? 
Cadmus  is  dead,  the  Thehan  City  was : 


Yet  ceases  not  her  Hate  :  For  all  who  come 
From  Ca  'ms  are  involv'd  in  Cadmus  Doom. 
I  svT.-  i  12'  iny  i!!ood  :   Unjust  Decree  ! 
Th.  .  punishes  anv-t!,  ,'s  Crime  on  me. 
In  uean  Estate  J  so  e  my  mortal  Foe, 
Th  Ma/i  who  caiu'd  nyCountrysOverthrow 
Thi;'-><o"  ail,  loryir«o,toinyShame,  ico) 
Has  lorc'd  me  i^  f'-rsake  my  former  Name ;  [ 
ArciU  I  was,  Philostralus  1  am,  ' 

That  side  of  Heav'n  is  all  my  Enr my  : 
Mars  ruin'd  Thtbes  ;  his  Mother  ruin'd  me. 
Of  all  the  Royal  Race  remains  but  one 
Beside  my  self,  th'  unhappy  Palamon, 
Whom  Theseus  holds  in  Bonds,  and  will  not 

free  ; 
Without  a  Crime,  except  his  Kin  to  me. 
Yet  these,  and  all  the  rest  I  cou'd  endure  ; 
But  Love's  a  Malady  without  a  Cure  :     1 10 
Fierce  Love  has  pierc'd  me  with  his  fiery 

Dart, 
He  fries  within,  and  hisses  at  my  Heart. 
Your  Eyes,  fair  Emily,  my  Fate  pursue  ; 
I  suffer  for  the  rest,  I  die  for  you. 
Of  such  a  Goddess  no  Time  leaves  Record, 
Who  burn'd   the  Temple   where  she  was 

ador'd : 
And  let  it  burn,  I  never  will  complain, 
Pleas'd  with  my  Sufi'rings,  if  you  knew  my 

Pain. 
At  this  a  sickly  Qualm  his  Heart  assail'd, 
His  Ears  ring  inward,  and  his  Senses  fail'd. 
No  Word  miss'd  Palamon  of  all  he  spoke,  121 
But  soon  todeadly  Pale  hechanged  his  Look: 
He  trembl'd  ev'ry  Limb,  and  felt  a  Smart, 
As  if  cold  Steel  had  glided  through  hisHeart; 
Nor  longer  staid,  but  starting  from  his  Place, 
Discover'd  stood , and  shew'd  his  hostile  Face : 
False  Traytor,  Arcite,  Traytor  to  thy  Blood, 
Bound  by  thy  sacred  Oath  to  seek  my  Good, 
Now  art  thou  found  forsworn  for  Emily  ; 
And  dar'st  attempt  her  Love,  for  whom  I  die. 
So  hast  thou  cheated  Theseus  with  a  Wile, 
Against  thy  Vow,  returning  to  beguile     132 
Under  a  borrow'd  Name  :  As  false  to  me. 
So  false  thou  art  to  him  who  set  thee  free 
But  rest  assur'd,  that  either  thou  shalt  die. 
Or  else  renounce  thy  Claim  in  Emily : 
For  though  unarm  d  I  am,  and  (freed  by 

Chance) 
Am  here  without  my  Sword,  or  pointed 

Lance, 
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Hope  not,  base  Man,  unquestion'd  hence  to 

go. 
For  I  am  Palamon,  thy  mortal  Foe.         140 
Anile,  who  heard  his  Tale  and  knew  the 

Man, 
His  sword   unsheath'd,  and   fiercely   thus 

began :  , 

Now,  by  the  Gods  who  govern  Ilcav  n  above, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  Hunger,  mad  with 

Love,  . 

That  Word  had  been  thy  last,  or  in  this 

Grove 
Tills  Hand  should  force  thee  to  renounce  thy 

Love. 
The  Surety  which  I  gave  thee  I  defie  ; 
Fool,iiot  to  know  that  Love  endures  no  Tie, 
And  Jovebat  lauijhs  at  Lovers  Perjury.  149 
Know,  I  will  serve  the  fair  in  thy  despight ; 
IJut  since  thou  art  my  Kinsman,and.a  Knight, 
Here,  have  my  Faith,  tomorrow  in  this 

Grove 
Our  Arms  shall  jilead  the  Titles  of  our  Love  : 
And  Heaven  so  help  my  Right,  as  I  alone 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  Cause  and  Quarrel 

both  unknown  ; 
With  Arms  of  Proof  both  for  my  self  and  thee ; 

Cluise  thou  the  best,  and  leave  the  worst  to 

And,  that  at  better  Ease  thou  maist  abiile. 
Bedding  andClothes  1  will  thisNight  provide. 
And  needful  Sustenance,  that  thou  maist  be 
A  Conquest  better  won,  and  worthy  me.  161 
His  Promise  Palamon  accepts  ;  but  pray'd. 
To  keep  it  better  than  the  first  he  made. 
Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  Morrows  Dawn; 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  Faith  to  Pawn 
Oh  Love !   Thou  sternly  dost  thy  Pow'r 

maintain,  _        ' 

And  wilt  not  bear  a  Rival  in  thy  Reign, 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  Fellowship  disdain. 
This  was  in  Arcile  prov'd  and  Palamon  : 
Both  in  Despair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  return'd,  and,  as  in  Honour  ty'd,  171 
His  Foe  with  Bedding,  and  with  Food  sup- 

ply'd ; 
Then,  e'er  the  Day,  two  Suits  of  Armour 

sought. 
Which  born  before  him  on  his  Steed  he 

brought : 
Both  were  of  shining  Steel,  and  wrought  so 

pure 
As  might  the  Strokes  of  two  such  Arms 

endure. 


Now,  at  theTime,  and  in  th'  appointed  Place, 
The  Clu-illenger,  andChaUeng'd,Face  toFace, 
Approach  ;  each  other  from  ahr  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  Hatred  chang'd  tlitu 
Hue.        _^  ,  .    ',^ 

So  stands  the  Thracian  Heardsman  with  lus 

Spear, 
Full  in  the  Gap,  and  hopes  the  hunted  Bear, 
And  hears  him  rustling  in  the  Wood,  and  sets 
His  Course  at  Distance  by  the  bending  Trees: 
.\nd  thinks.  Here  comes  my  mortal  Enemy, 
And  either  he  must  fall  in  Fight,  or  I : 
This  while  he  thinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  Dart  ;| 
A  gen'rous  Chillness  seizes  cv'ry  Part ;  I 
The  Veins  pour  back  the  Blood,  and  fortilic  1 
the  Heart.  ' 

Thus  pale  they  meet ;    their  Eyes  with 
Fury  burn;  .      '9o 

None  greets ;    for  none  the  Greeting  will 

return  ;  . ,    . ,  ^ 

But  in  dumb  Surliness,  each  arm  d  with  Care 
His  Foe  profest,  as  Brother  of  the  War ; 
Then  both,  no  Moment  lost,  at  once  advance 
Against  each  other,  arm'd  with  Sword  and 

Lance : 
They  lash,  they  foin,  they  pass,  they  strive 

to  bore 
TiieirCorslels,and  thethinnestParts  explore. 
Thus  two  long  Hours  in  equal  Arms  they 

stood. 
And  wounded,  wound;  till  both  were  hath  d 

in  Blood  ; 
And  not  a  Foot  of  Ground  had  either  got,  200 
As  if  the  World  depended  on  the  S|)ol. 
Fell  Arcite  like  an  anyry  Tyger  far  d, 
And  like  a  Lion  Palamon  appear'd : 
Or  as  two  Boars  whom  Love  to  Battel  draws, 
With  rising  Bristles  and  with  froathy  Jaws, 
Their  adverse  Breasts  with  Tusks  olilique 

they  wound  ; 
With  Grunts  and  Groans  the  Forest  rings 

around.  . 

So  fought  the  Knights,  and  fighting  must 

abide, 
Till  Fate  an  Umpire  sends  their  Diff  reiice  to 
decide.  209 

The  Pow'r  that  ministers  to  God  s  Decrees, 
And  executes  on  Earth  what  Heav'n  foresees. 
Called  Providence,  or  Chance,  or  Fatal  Sway. 
Comes  with  resistless  Force,  and  finds  or 

makes  her  Way.  , 

Nor  Kings,  nor  Nations,  nor  united  Powr 
One  Moment  can  reUrd  th*  appointed  Hour. 
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And  some  one  Day,  some  wondrous  Chance 

appears, 
Which  liappen'd  not  in  Centuries  of  Years : 
For  sure,  whate'cr  we  Mortals  hate  or  love. 
Or  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  Pow'rs  above  : 
They  move  our  Appetites  to  Good  or  III,  220 
Aiul  by  Foresight  necessitate  the  Will. 
In  Theseus  this  appears  ;  whose  youthful  Joy 
Was  Beasts  of  Chase  in  Forests  to  destroy  ; 
This  gentle  Knight,  inspir'd  by  jolly  May, 
Forsook  his  easie  Couch  at  early  Day, 
And  to  the  Wood  and  Wilds  pursu'd  his 

Way.  ; 

Beside  him  rode  Hippolita  the  Queen, 
And  Emily  attir'd  in  lively  Green, 
Willi  IIorns,and  Hounds,  and  all  the  tuneful 

Cry, 
To  hunt  a  Royal  Hart  within  the  Covert 

nigh :  230 

And,  as  he  follow'd  Mars  before,  so  now 
lie  serves  the  Goddess  of  the  Silver  liow. 
Tlic  way  that  Theseus  took  was  to  the  Wood, 
Wlicre  ♦'.le  twoKnights  in  cruel  Battel  stood: 
Tlie  Laund  on  which  they  fought,  th'  ap- 
pointed Place 
III  which  th'  uncoupl'd  Hounds  began  the 

Cliace. 
Tiiithcr  forth-right  he  rode  to  rowse  ihePn 
That  siiaded  by  the  Fern  in  Harbour  lay  ; 
And  thence  dislodg'd,  was  wont  to  leave  th 

Wood  239 

For  open  Fields,  and  cross  the  Crystal  Flood. 
A|>i)roacli'd,and  looking  underneath  theSun, 
lie  saw  proud  Arcile,  and  fierce  Palamon, 
In  mortal  Battel  doubling  Blow  on  Blow. 
Like  Lightning  llam'd   their  Fauchions  to 

and  fro, 
And  shot  a  dreadful  Gleam  ;  so  strong  they 

St  rook, 
Tlierc  seeni'd  less  Force  rcquir'd  to  fell  an 

Oak: 
lie  naz'd  with  Wonder  on  their  e<jual  Might, 
Look'd  eager  on,but  knew  not  eitherKnight: 
kosolv'd  to  learn,  he  spurr'd  his  fiery  Steed 
With  goring  Rowels,  to  provoke  his  Speed. 
The  Minute  ended  that  began  the  Race,  251 
So  soon  he  was  betwixt  'cm  on  the  Place  ; 
And  with  his  Sword  unsheath'd,  on  Pain  of 

Life 
Commands  both  Combatants  to  cease  their 

Strife : 
Then  withimperiousTonepursues  hisThrcat; 
What  are  you  ?  Why  in  Arms  together  met  ? 


How  dares  your  Pride  presume  against  my 
Laws, 

As  in  a  listed  Field  to  fight  your  Cause  ? 
Unask'd  the  Royal  Grant ;  no  Marshal  by, 
As  Knightly  Rites  require;   nor  Judge  to 

try  ?  260 

Then  Palamon,  with  scarce  recover'd  Breath, 
Thus  hasty  spoke ;    We  both  deserve  the 

Death, 
And  both  wou'd  die ;   for  look  the  World 

around, 
A  Pair  so  wretched  is  not  to  be  found. 
Our  Life's  a  Load ;    encumber'd  with  the 

Charge, 
We  long  to  set  th'  imprison'd  Soul  at  large. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  Sovereign  Judge,  decree 
The  rightful  Doomof  Death  to  him  and  me. 
Let  neither  find  thy  Grace,  for  Grace  is 

Cruelty. 

Me  first,  0  kill  me  first,  and  cure  my  Woe  ; 
Then  sheath  the  Sword  of  Justice  on  my 

Foe:  271 

Or  kill  him  first,   for  when  his  Name  is 

heard. 
He  foremost  will  receive  his  due  Reward. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  is  he  ;  thy  mortal  Foe,     ' 
^  I  whom  thy  Grace  did  Liberty  bestow, 

first  contracted,  that,  if  ever  found 

)ay  or  Night  u|)on  th'  Athenian  Ground, 
.i«a   Head  should   pay   the   Forfeit :    See 

return'd 
The  perjur'd  Knight,  his  Oath  and  Honour 

scorn'd.  279 

For  this  is  he,  who,  with  a  borrow'd  Name 
And  profer'd  Service,  to  thy  Palace  came. 
Now  call'd  Philoslralus :  retain'd  by  thee,\ 
A  Traytor  trusted,  and  in  high  Degree,  r 
.\spiring  to  the  Bed  of  beauteous  Emily.  ' 
My  Part  remains,  from  Thebes  my  Birth 

I  own. 
And  call  myself  th'  unhappy  Palamon. 
Think  mc  not  like  that  Man  ;  since  no  Dis- 
grace 
Can  force  me  to  renounce  the  Honour  of  my 

Race. 
Know  me  for  what   I  am :    I  broke  thy 

Chain, 
Nor  promis'd  I  thy  Pris'ncr  to  remain  :     290 
The  Love  of  Liberty  with  Life  is  giv'n. 
And  Life  it  self  th'  infcriour  Gift  of  Heaven. 
Thus  without  Crime  I  fled  ;    but  farther 

know, 
I  with  this  .ircite  am  thy  mortal  Foe : 
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Then  give  me  Death,  since  I  thy  Life  pursue  ; 
Kor  Safeguard  of  thy  self.  Death  is  my  Due. 
More  would'st  thou  know  ?    1  love  bright 

Emily, 
And   for  her   sake  and  in   her  Sight  will 

die : 
But  kill  my  Rival  loo  ;  for  he  no  less        \ 
Deserves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  Doom  will  [ 

bless,  300  j- 

Assur'd  that  what  I  lose,  he  never  shall  j 

possess.  ' 

To  this  reply'd  the  stern  Athenian  Prince, 
;\nd  sow'rly  smild,  In  owning  your  Offence 
You  judge  your  self,  and  I  but  keep  record 
In  place  of  Law,  while  you  pronounce  the 

Word. 
Take  your  Desert,  the  Death   you   have 

decreed  ; 
I  seal  your  Doom,  and  ratifie  the  Deed. 
Uv  Mars,  the  Patron  of  my  Arms,  you  die. 
He  said  ;  dumb  Sorrow  seiz'd  the  Stan^'ors 

by.  J09 

The  Queen,  above  the  rest,  by  Nature  Good, 
(The  Pattern  form'd  of  |ierfect  Womanhood) 
For  tender  Pity  wept :  When  she  began. 
Through   the  bright  Quire   th'    infectious 

Vertue  ran. 
All  dropt  their  Tears,  ev'n  the  contended 

Maid ; 
And  thus  among  themselves  they  softly  said : 
What  Eyes  can  suller  this  unworthy  Si;,'lit ! 
Two  Youths  of  Royal  Ulood,  renown'd  in 

Fight, 
The  Mastership  of  Heav'n  in  Face  and  Mind, 
And  Lovers,  far  beyond  their  faithless  Kind: 
Sec  their  wide  streaming  Wounds  ;    they 

neither  came  320 

From  Pride  of  Empire,  nor  desire  of  Fame  : 
Kings   fight   for   Kingdoms,   Madmen   for 

Applause : 
But  Love  for  Love  alone ;  that  crowns  the 

Lover's  Cause. 
This  Thought,  which  ever  bribes  the  beau- 
teous Kind, 
Such  Pity  wrought  in  ev'ry  Ladies  Mind, 
They  left  their  Steeds,  and  prostrate  on  the 

■  Place, 
From  the  fierce  King,  iinplor'd  th'  Offenders 

Grace. 


aq^  pursue  ;1  pursur,  1700 
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He  paus'd  a  while,  stood  silent  in  his  Mood, 
(For  yet  his  Rage  was  boiling  in  his  Blood) 
But  soon  his  tender  Mind  th'  Impression  felt. 
(As  softest  Metals  are  n j  .  slow  to  melt     331 
And  Pity  soonest  runs  in  gentle  Minds :) 
Then  reasons  with  himself ;  and  first  he  finds 
His  Passion  cast  a  Mist  before  his  Sense, 
And  either  made,  or  magnifi'd  th'  Offence. 
Offence !  of  what '{  to  whom  ?    Who  judg'd 

the  Cause  ? 
The  Pris'ner  freed  himself  by  Natures  Laws ; 
Born  free,  he  sought  his  Right :   The  Man 

he  freed 
Was  perjur'd,but  his  Love  excus'd  the  Deed: 
Thus  pond'ring,  he  look'd  under  with  his 

Eyes,  340 

And  saw  the  Womens  Tears,  and  heard  their 

Cries ; 
Which  mov'd  Compassion  more  :   He  .shook 

his  Head, 
And  softly  sighing  to  himself,  he  said, 
Curse  on  th'  unpard'ning  Prii.ce,  whom 

Tears  can  draw 
To  no  Remorse  ;  who  rules  by  Lions  Law ; 
And  deaf  to  Pray'rs,  by  no  Submission 

bow'd. 
Rends  all  alike  ;  the  Penitent,  and  Proud : 
At  this  with  look  serene  he  rais'd  his  Head ; 
Reason  resum'd  her  Place,  and  Passion  fled : 
T  len  thus  aloud  he  spoke  :    The  Pow'r  of 

Love,  350 

In  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  Air,  and  Heav'n 

above. 
Rules,  unresisted,  with  an  awful  Nod  ; 
By  daily  Miracles  declar'd  a  God  : 
He  blinds  the  Wise,  gives  Eye-sight  to  the 

Blind  ; 
And  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  Lover's 

Mind. 
Behold  that  Arcile,  and  this  Palamon, 
Freed  from  my  Fetters,  and  in  Safety  pone, 
Wl.-.t  hinder'd  either  in  their  Native  Soil 
At  ease  to  reap  the  Harvest  of  their  Toil  ? 
But  Love,  their  Lord,  did  otherwise  ordain, 
And  brought  'em,  in  their  own  Despite  again, 
To  suffer  Death  deserv'd  ;    for  well  they 

know  ?f>i 

'Tis  in  my  Pow'r,  and  I  their  deadly  Foe. 
The  Proverb  holds.  That  to  be  wise  and  love. 
Is  liardly  granted  to  the  Gods  above. 
See  howthe  Madmen  bleed:  Behold  the  Gains 
Witli  which  their  Master,  Love,  rewards 
their  Pains : 
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For  sev'n  long  Years,  on  Duty  ev'r;     ^ay, 
Lo   their  Obedience,  and  their   Monarch's 
Pay :  369 

Yet,  as  in  Duty  bound,  they  serve  him  on, 
And  ask  the  Fools,  they  think  it  wisely  done  : 
Nor  Ease  nor  Wealth  nor  Life  it  self  regard. 
For  'tis  their  Maxim,  Love  is  Love's  Reward. 
This  is  not  all ;    the  Fair,  for  whom  they 

strove 
Nor  knew  before,  nor  could  suspect  their 

Love, 
Nor  thought,  when  she  beheld  the  Fight 

from  far. 
Her  Beauty  was  th'  Occasion  of  the  War. 
But  sure  a  gen'ral  Doom  on  Man  is  past, 
And  all  are  Fools  and  Lovers,  first  or  last : 
This  both  by  others  and  my  self  I  know. 
For  I  have  serv'd  their  Sovereign,  long  ago  ; 
Oft  have  been  caught  within  the  winding 
Train  "  382 

Of  Female  Snares,  and  f ilt  the  Lover's  | 

Pain, 
And  leurn'd  how  far  the  God  can  Humane 

Hearts  constrain. 
To  this  Remembrance,  and  the  Pray'rs  of 

those 
Wlio  for  th'  offending  Warriors  interpose, 
I  give  their  forfeit  Lives  ;  on  this  accord. 
To  do  me  Homage  as  their  Scv'reign  Lord ; 
And  as  my  Vassals,  to  their  utmost  Might, 
Assist  my  Person,  and  assert  my  Right.  390 
This  freely  sworn,  the  Knight*  their  Grace 

obtain'd  ; 
Then  thus  the  King  his  secret  Thoughts 

explam'd : 
If  Wealth,  or  Honour,  or  a  Royal  Race, 
Or  c:;ch,  or  all,  may  win  a  Ladies  Grace, 
Then  either  of  you  Knights  may  well  deserve 
A  Princess  born  ;  and  such  is  she  you  serve : 
For  Emily  is  Sister  to  the  Crown, 
And  but  too  well  to  both  her  Beauty  known  : 
But  shou'd  you  combat  till  you  both  were 

dead, 
Two  Lovers  cannot  share  a  single  Bed  :  400 
As,  therefore,  both  are  equal  in  Degree, 
The  Lot  of  both  be  left  to  Destiny. 
Now  hear  th'  Award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 
To  her,  and  him  who  best  dese.  js  her  Love. 
Depart  from  hence  in  peace,  and  free  as  Air, 
Search  the  wide  World,  and  where  you  please 

repair ; 
But  on  the  Day  when  this  returning  Sun 
To  the  samePoint  through  ev'rysign  has  ran, 


for  Champions  so 
420 
either 


Then  each  of  you  his  Hundred  Knights  shall 

bring 
In  I:oyal  Lists,  to  fight  before  the  King  ;  410 
And  then,  the  Kniglit,  whom  Fate  cr  happy 

Chance 
Shall  with  his  Friends  to  Victory  advarice, 
And  grace  his  Arms  so  far  in  equal  Fight, 
From  out  the  Bars  to  force  his  Opposite, 
Or  kill,  or  make  him  Recreant  on  the  Plain, 
The  Prize  of  Valour  and  of  Love  shall  gain  ; 
The   vanquish'd   Party   shall   their  Claim 

release. 
And  the  long  Jars  conclude  in  lasting  Peace. 
The  Charge  be  mine  t'  adorn  the  chosen 

Ground, 
The  Theatre  of  War, 

renown  d ; 
And   cake   the  Patrons  Place  of 

Knight, 
With  Eyes  impartial  to  behold  the  Fight ; 
And  Heav'n  of  me  so  judge,  as  I  shall 

judge  aright. 
If  both  are  satisfi'd  with  this  Accord, 
Swear  by  the  Laws  of  Knighthood  on  my 
Sword. 
Who  now  but  Palamon  exults  with  joy  ? 
And  ravish'd  Arcite  seems  to  touch  the  Sky : 
The  whole  assembl'd  Vroop  was  pleas'd  as 

well, 
Extol'd  the  Award,  and  on  their  Knees  they 

fell 
To  bless  the  gracious  King.    The  Knights 
with  Leave  43° 

Departing  from  the  Place,  his  last  Commands 

receive ; 
On  Emily  with  equal  Ardour  look, 
And  from  her  Eyes  their  Inspiration  took : 
From  thence  to  Thebes  old  Walls  pursue 

their  Way, 
Each  to  provide  his  Champions  for  the  Day. 
It  might  be  deem'd,  on  our  Hbtorian's 
Part, 
Or  too  much  Negligence,  or  Want  of  Art, 
If  he  forgot  the  vast  Magnificence 
Of  Royal  Theseus,  and  his  large  Expence. 
He  first  enclos'd  for  Lists  a  level  Ground,  440 
The  whole  Circumference  a  Mile  around : 
The  For-n  was  Circular  ;  and  all  without 
A  Trer,  ch  was  sunk,  to  Moat  the  Place  about. 
Within,  an  Amphitheatre  appear'd, 
Rais'd  ia  Degrees  ;  to  sixty  Paces  rear'd  : 
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That  when  a  Man  wiis  placM  in  one  DoRrce, 
Height  was  allow'd  for  iiini  abuvu  to  see. 
Eastward   was   built  a   Gate  of   Marble 

white  ; 
The  like  adorn'd  the  Western  oi)posite. 
A  nobler  Object  than  this  Fabrick  was,  450 
Koine  never  saw  ;  nor  of  so  vast  a  Space. 
For,  rich  with  Spoils  of  many  a  conqucr'd 

Land, 
All  Arts  and  Artists  Theseus  could  command ; 
Who  sold  for  Hire,  or  wrought  for  better 

Fame : 
The  Master- Painters,  and  the  (larvcrs  came. 
So  rose  within  the  Compass  of  the  Year 
An  Aijcs  Work,  a  glorious  Theatre. 
Tlien,  o'er  its  Eastern  date  was  raii'd  above 
A  Temple,  sacred  to  tiie  Queen  of  Love  ; 
An  Altar  stood  below  :  On  cither  Hand  4C)o 
A   Priest   with    Koses   crown'd,   who   held 

a  Myrtle  Wand. 
The  Domj  of  Mars   was   on   the   Gate 

oppos'd, 
And  on  the  North  a  Turret  was  cnclos'd. 
Within  the  Wall,  of  Alabaster  white,  ) 

And  crimson  ("oral,  for  the  Queen  of  Night, '. 
Who  takes   in  Sylvan   Sports  her  chaste  I 

Delight.  / 

Within  the^e  Oratories  might  you  sec 
Rich  Carvings,  Pourtraitures,  and  Imagery  : 
Where  ev'ry  Figure  to  the  Life  express'd 
The    Godhead's    Pow'r    to    whom    it    was 

addresi'd.  470 

In  Venus  Temple  on  the  Sides  were  scf  n 
The  broken  Slumbers  of  inamour'd  Mon  ; 
Pray'rs  that  cv'ii  siwkc    and  Pity  seemed 

to  call, 
•And  issuing  Sighs  that  smoak'd  along  the 

Wall ; 
Conjjjlaints  and  hot  Desires,  the  Lover's  ilell, 
And  scalding  Tears,  that  wore  a  Chaiuiel 

where  they  fell ; 
And  all  around  were  Nuptial  Bonds,  the'j 

Ties  ! 

Of  Loves  Assurance,  and  a  Train  of  Lies,  1' 
That,  made  in  Lust,  conclude  in  Perjuries.  I 
beauty,    and    Youth,    and    Wealth,  an  I 

Luxury,  480 

And  sp  Itely  Hojm;,  and  short -enduring  Joy  ; 
And  Sorceries,  to  raise  th'  Infernal  Pov/'rs, 
And  Sigils  frani'd  in  Planetary  Hours; 
iixpense,  and  After-thought,  and  idle  Care, 
And  Do'ibts  of  motley  Hue,  and  dark  De- 
spair ; 


Suspicions,  and  I'antastical  Surmise, 

And  Jealousie  sulfus'd,  with  Jaundice  in  her 

Discolouring    all    she  view'd,  m   Tawncy 

dress' d  ; 
Down-look'd,  and  with  a  Cuckow  on  her  Fist, 
Oppos'd  to  her,  on  t'  other  side  advance  4(^0 
The  costly  Feast,  the  Carol,  and  the  Dance, 
Minstrels^  and  .Musick,  Poetry,  and  Play, 
.And  Balls  by  night,  and  Turnaments  by  Day. 
All  these   rtcre  painted  on  the  Wall,  anJ 

more ; 
With  Acts,  and  Monuments  of  Times  before ; 
.\nd  others  added  by  Prophetick  Doom, 
And  Lovers  yet  unborn, and  Loves  to  come: 
For  there  th'  Idtilian  mount,  and  Cillnnm, 
The  Court  of  Venus,  was  in  Colours  drawn : 
Before  the  Palace-gale,  in  careless  Dress,  500 
And  loose  Array,  sat  Portress  Idleness  ; 
There,  by  the  Fount,  Narcissus  pin'd  alone; . 
There  Samson  was  ;   with  wiser  Sohiiwii, 
And  all  the  miglily  Names  by  Love  inKloiic: ' 
Medfa's  Charms  were  there  ;  Circean  Fcasis, 
With  Bowls  that  turn'd  inamourcd  Vouih 

to  Beasts. 
Here  might  \k  seen,  that  Beauty,  Wculili, 

and  Wit, 
.And  Prowess,  to  the  Pow'r  of  Love  submit ; 
The  spreading  Snare  for  all  Mankin<l  is  luid; 
And  Lovers  all  Ix-tray,  and  are  betray'd.  510 
The  Goddess  self,  some  noble  Hai.d  had 

wrought ; 
Smiling  she  scem'd,  and   full   of  pk'usii.g 

Thought : 
From  Ocean  as  she  first  Ix'gan  to  rise, 
And  smooth'd  the  rulll'd  Seas,  and  cicar'd 

the  Skies  ; 
She   trode   the   Brine,  all   bare   Ixtow  tlif 

Breast, 
And  the  green  Waves  but  ill  concearJ  llit 

Rest ; 
A  Lute  she  held  ;  and  on  her  Head  was  seen 
A  Wreath  of  Hoses  red  and  Myrtles  green; 
Her  Turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  Air  almve: 
And,  by  his  Mother,  stood  an  Infant-I.ove: 
With    \Vings   unHedg'd  ;    his  Fycs  wcrcj 

banded  o'er  ;  5-' ' 

His  Hands  a  Bow,  his  Back  a  Quiver  bore, 
Supply'd    with    Arrows  bright  and  l:een,l 

a  deadly  Store.  ' 
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B  It  in  the  Dome  of  mighty  Mars  the  Red 
With  difl'rent  Figures  ail  the  Sides  were 

spread : 
Tiiis  Temple,  less  in  Form,  with  equal  Grace 
Was  imitative  of  the  first  in  Thrace : 
For  that  cold  Region  was  the  lov'd  Abode, 
And  Sovereign  Mansion  of  the  Warriour-uod. 
The  Landscape  was  a  Forest  wide  and  bare  ; 
Where   neither   Beast   nor  Humane  Kind 

repair ;  531 

The  Fowl,  that  scent  afar,  the  Borders  fly, 
And  shun  t..o  bitter  Blast,  and  wheel  about 

the  Sky. 
A  Cake  of  Scurf  lies  baking  on  the  Ground, 
Andpriokly  Stubs,  instead  of  Trees,are  found; 
Or  VVoods  with  Knots,  and  Knares  deform'd 

and  old. 
Headless  the  most,  and  hideous  to  behold  : 
A  ratling  Tempest  through  the  Branches 

went. 
That  stripp'd  'em  bare,  and  one  sole  way 

they  bent. 
Hcav'n  froze  above,  severe,  the  Clouds  con- 
Real.  540 
And  through  the  Crystal  Vault  appear'd  the 

standing  Hail. 
Such  was  the  Face  without,  a  Mountain  stood 
Thrcatning  from  high,  and  overlook'd  the 

Wood: 
Beneath  the  lowring  Brow,  and  on  a  Bent, 
The  Temple  stood  of  Mars  Armipotent ; 
The  Frame  of  burnish'd  Steel,  that  cast  a 

glare 
From  far,  and  seeni'd  to  thaw  the  freezing 

Air. 
A  streight,  long  Entry  to  the  Temple  led, 
Blind  with  high  Walls ;  and  Horrour  over 

Head: 
Tiience  issu'd  such  a  Blast,  and  hollow  Rote, 
As  threatcn'd  from  the  Hinge,  to  heave  the 

Door ;  551 

In,  through  that  Door,  a  Northern  Light 

there  shone ; 
'Twas  all  it  had,  for  Windows  there  were 

none. 
The  Gate  was  Adamant ;  Eternal  Frame  ! 
Which,  hew'd  by  Mars  himself,  from  Indiatt 

Quanics  came, 
The  Labour  of  a  God  ;  and  all  along 
Tough  Iron  Plates  were  clench'd  to  make 

it  strong. 
A  Tun  about  was  ev'ry  Pillar  there  ; 
A  polish'd  Mirrour  shone  not  half  so  clear. 


There  saw  I  how  the  secret  Fellon  wrought. 
And  Treason   lab'ring   in  the  Traytor's 

Thought ;  561 

And   Midwife  Time  the  ripen'd   Plot    to 

M-rder  brought. 
There,  -e  Red  Anger  dar'd  the  Pallid  Fear  ; 
Next  stood  Hypocrisie,  with  holy  Lear : 
Soft,  signing,  and  demurely  looking  down, 
But  hid  the  Dagger  underneath  the  Gown  : 
Th'  assassinating  Wife,  the  Houshold  Fiend ; 
And  far  the  blackest  there,  the  Traytor- 

Friend. 
On  t'  other  side  there  stood  Destruction 

bare ; 
Unpunish'd  Rapine,and  a  Waste  of  War,  570 
Contest,  with  sharpen'd  Knives  in  Cloysters 

drawn. 
And  all  with  Blood  bespread  the  holy  Lawn. 
Loud  Menaceswereheard,andfoulDisgrace, 
And  bawling  Infamy,  in  Language  base ; 
Till  Sense  was  lost  in  Sound,  and  Silence 

fled  the  Place. 
The  Slayer  of  Himself  yet  saw  I  there, 
The  Gore  congeal'd  was  dotter'd  in  his  Hair : 
With  Eyes  half  dos'd,  and  gaping  Mouth 

he  lay. 
And  grim,  as  when  he  breath'd  his  sullen 

Soul  away. 
In  midst  of  all  the  Dome,  Misfortune  sat,  580 
And  gloomy  Discontent,  and  fell  Debate, 
And  Madness  laughii^g  in  his  ireful  Mood  ; 
And  arm'd  Complaint  on  Theft ;  and  Cries 

of  Blood. 
There  was  the  murder'd  Corps,  in  Covert 

laid. 
And  Violent  Death  in  thousand  Shapes  dis- 

play'd : 
The  City  to  the  Soldier's  Rage  resign'd : 
Successless  Wars,  and  Poverty  behind : 
Ships  burnt  in  Fight,  or  forc'd  on  Rocky 

Shores, 
And  the  rash  Hunter  strangled  by  the  Boers  i 
The  new-born  Babe  by  Nurses  overlaid ; 
And  the  Cook  caught  within  the  raging  Fire 

he  made.  591 

All  ills  of   Mars  his  Nature,  Flame  and 

Steel : 
The  gasping  Charioteer,  beneath  the  Wheel 
Of  his  own  Car  ;  the  ruin'd  House  that  falls 
And  intercepts  her  Lord  betwixt  the  Walls ; 
The  whole  Division  that  to  Mars  pertains. 
All  Trades  of  Death  that  deal  in  Steel  for 

Gains, 
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Were  there !  The  Butcher,  Armoi 

Smith, 
Who  forges  sharpen'd  Fauchions,  or  the 

Scythe.  599 

The  scarlet  Conquest  on  a  Tow'r  was  plac'd, 
With  ShouU,  and  SoldiCi-s  Acclamations 

grac'd : 
A  pointed  Sword  hung  threatning  o'er  his 

Head. 
Sustain'd  but  by  a  slender  Twine  of  Thred. 
lliere  saw  I  Mars  his  Idts,  the  Capitol, 
The  Seer  in  vain  foretelling  Casar's  Fall ; 
The  last  Triumvirs,  and  the  Wars  they  move, 
And  Antony,  who  lost  the  World  for  Love. 
These,  and  a  thousand  more.the  Fane  adorn; 
Their  Fates  were  painted  e'er  the  Men  were 

born,  609 

All  copied  from  theHeav'ns,  and  rulingForce 
Of  the  Red  Star,  in  his  revolving  Course. 
The  Form  of  Mars  high  on  a  Chariot  stood, 
All  sheath'd  in  Arms,  and  gruffly  look'd  the 

God: 
Two  Geomantick  Figures  were 

display'd 
Above  his  Head,  a  'Warriour 

and  a  Maid, 
One  when  Direct,  and  one  when 

Retrograde. 
Tir'd  with  Deformities  of  Death,  I  haste 
To  the  third  Temple  of  Diana  chaste  ; 
A  Sylvan  Scene  with  various  Greens  was 

drawn, 
Shades  on  the  Sides,  and  on  the  midst 

a  Lawn :  620 

The  SilverCy«//i«a,  with  her  Nymphs  arcund, 
Pursu'd  the  flying  Deer,  the  Woods  with 

Horns  resound : 
Calistho  there  stood  manifest  of  Shame, 
And,  tum'd  a  Bear,  the  Northern  Star  be- 
came: 
Her  Son  was  next,  and,  by  {peculiar  Grace 
In  the  cold  Circle  held  the  serotid  Place : 
The  Stag  Acteon  in  the  Stream  liad  spy'd 
The  naked  Huntress,  and,  for  seeing,  dy'd  ; 
His   Hounds,   unknowing   of   his   Change, 

pursue 
The  Chace,  and  their  mistaken  Master  slew. 


*Riibeus,  & 
I'mtlla. 


Peneian  Daphne  too  was  there  to  see,      631 
AtoUo's  Love  before,  and  now  his  Tree  : 
Th'  adjoining  Fane  th'  assemU'd   Greeks 

express'd, 
And  hunting  of  the  Caltdoni    '  beast. 
Oenides  Valour,  and  his  env>  J  Prize  ; 
The  faUl  Pow'r  of  Atalanta's  Eyes  ; 
Diana's  Vengeance  on  the  Victor  shown, 
The  Murdress  Mother,  and  consuming  Son ; 
The  Volscian  Queen  extended  on  the  Plain ; 
The  Treason  punish'd,  and  the  Tray  tor  slain. 
The    rest    were    various    Huntings,    well 

design'd,  641 

And  Salvage  Beasts  destroy'd,of  t\'iy  Kind : 
The  graceful  Goddess  was  array'd  in  Green ; 
About  her  Feet  were  little  Beagles  seen, 
That  watch'd  with  upward  Eyes  the  Motions 

of  their  Queen. 
Her  Legs  were  Buskin'd,and  the  Left  before,  1 
In  act  to  shoot,  a  Silver  Bow  she  bore,  [ 
And  at  her  Back  a  painted  Quiver  wore.  ' 
She  trod  a  wexing  Moon,  that  soon  wou'd 

wane, 
And   drinking   borrowed   Light,   be   fill'd 

again ;  650 

With  down-cast  Eyes,  as  seeming  to  survey 
The  dark  Dominions,  her  alternate  Sway. 
Before  her  stood  a  Woman  in  her  Throws, 
And   call'd  Lucina's  Aid,  her  Burden  to 

disclose. 
All    these   the   Painter   drew   with   such 

Command, 
That  Nature  snatch'd  the  Pencil  from  his 

Hand, 
Asham'd  and  angry  that  his  Art  could  iei^n 
And  mend  the  Tortures  of  a  Mothers  Pain. 
Theseus  beheld  the  Fanes  of  ev'ry  God, 
And   thought   his   mighty   Cost  was  well 

bestow'd :  660 

So  Princes  now  their  Poets  should  regard ; 
But  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

The  Theater  thus  rais'd,  the  Lists  endos'd, 
And  all  with  vast  Magnificence  dispos'd, 
We  leave  the  Monarch  pleased,  and  haste  to 

bring 
The  Knights  to  combatc ;  and  their  Arms 

to  sing. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Book. 


615  si<le  note.  Kubeus\  Christie  reports  Rubens  as  th*  reading  o/ejoo.    My  copy  hat  itvu'Deas 
6/4  CaMouian]  i.  c.  Calydonian 
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The  Day  npproacli'd  when  Fortune  shou'd 

decide 
Til'   important   Enterprize,  and   give   the 

Bride ; 
For  now,  the  Rivals  round  the  World  hud 

sought, 
And   each    liis    Number,    well    appointed, 

brought. 
The  Nations  far  and  near  contend  in  Choice, 
And  send  the  Flow*r  of  War  by  Publick 

Voice ; 
Tha*^  after,  or  before,  were  never  known 
Sucli  Qiiefs  ;  as  each  an  Army  scem'd  alone  : 
Beside  the  Champions  ;  all  of  high  Degree, 
Who    Knighthood    lov'd,    and    Deeds    of 

Chivalry,  10 

Throng'd  to  the  Lists,  and  envy'd  to  behold. 
The  Names  of  others,  not  their  own,  inroli'd. 
Nor  seems   it  strange ;   for  ev'ry  Noble  \ 

Knight 
Who  loves  the  Fair,  and  is  endu'd  with  [ 

Might, 
In  such  a  Quarrel  wou'd  be  proud  to  fight./ 
There  brenths  not  scarce  a  Man  on  Brilisli 

Ground 
(An  Isle  for  Love  and  Arms  of  old  renown'd) 
But  would  have  sold  his  Life  to  purchas< 

Fame, 
To  Palamon  or  ^m to  sent  his  Name  ; 
And  had  the  Land  selected  of  the  bwt,    20 
Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  World 

provide  the  rest. 
A  hundred  Knighte  with  Palamon  there 

came, 
Approv'd  in   Fight,  and   Men  of  Mighty 

Name ; 
Tlieir  Arms  were  sev'ral,  as  their  Nations 

were, 
But  furnish'd  all  alike  with  Sword  and  Spear. 
Some  wore  Coat-armour,  imitating  Scale  ; 
And  next  iheir  Skins  were  stubborn  Shirts 

of  Mail. 
Some  wore  a  Breastplate  and  a  light  Juppon, 
Their  Horses  cloth'd  with  rich  Caparison  ; 
Some  for  Defence  would  Leathern  Bucklers 

use.  30 

Of  folded  Hides;    and  others  Shields  of 

Prucc. 


One  hung  a  Poleax  at  his  Saddle-bow, 
And  one  a  heavy  Muce,  to  stun  the  Foe : 
One  for  his  Legs  and  Knees  provided  well, 
With  Jambeux  arm'd,  and  double  Plates 

of  Steel : 
Tliis  on  his  Helmet  wore  a  Ladies  Glove, 
And  that  a  Sleeve  embroider'd  by  his  Love. 

With  Palamon,  above  the  rest  in  Place, 
Lyctirpts  came,  the  surly  King  of  Thtate; 
Black  was  his  Beard,  and  manly  was  his 

Face :  40 

The  Balls  of  his  broad  Eyes  roH'd  in  his  head, 
And  glar'd  betwixt  a  Yellow  and  a  Red  ; 
He  look'd  a  Lion  with  a  gloomy  Stare, 
And  o'er  his  Eye-brows  hung  his  matted 

Hair ; 
Big-bon'd  and  large  of  Limbs,  with  Sinews 

strong, 
Broad-shouldcr'd,  and  his  Arnu  were  found 

and  long. 
Four  Milk-white  Bulls  (the  Thradan  Use 

of  old) 
Were  yok'd  to  draw  his  Car  of  burnish'd 

Gold. 
Upright  he  stood,  and  bore  aloft  his  Shield, 
Consnicuous  from  afar,  and  over-look'd  the 

Field  50 

His  Surcoat  was  a  Bear-skin  on  his  Back  ; 
His   Hair  hung  long  behind,  and  glossy 

Itaven-black. 
His  ample  Forehead  bore  a  Coronet 
With  sjxirkling  Diamonds,  and  with  Rubies 

set ; 

TcnBrace,and  more,of  Greyhound  .snowy 

fair. 
And  tall  as  Stags,  ran  kwse,  and  cours'd 

around  his  Chuir, 
A  Match  for  Pards  in  Flight,  in  grappling 

for  the  Bear ; 
With  Golden  Muzzles  all  their  Mouths  were 

bound. 
And    Collars   of    the    same    their    Necks 

surround. 
Thus   thro'  the  Fields  Lycurgus  took  his 

^'ay;  60 

His  hundred  Knights  attend  in  Pomp  and 

proud  Kxizy. 
To   match    this   Monarch,   with   strong 

Arcite  came 
Emelrius,  king  of  Inde,  a  mighty  Name, 
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On  a  Bay  Courser,  ijoodly  to  behold. 

The  Trappings  of  his  Horse  cmboss'd  with 

barb'rous  Uold. 
Not  Mars  bestrode  a  Steed  with  greater 

Grace ;  «,    u     i 

His  Surcoat  o'er  his  Arms  was  Cloth  of 

Thrace, 
Adorn'd  with  Pearls,  alt  Orient,  round,  and 

freat ; 
addle  was  of  Gold,  with  Emeralds  set. 
Hi*  Shoulders  large  a  Mantle  did  attire,   70 
With  Rubies  thick,  and  sparkling  as  the 

Fire ; 
His  Amber-colour'd  Locks  in  Ringlets  run, 
With  graceful  Negligence,  and  shone  agamst 

the  Sun. 
His  Nose  was  aquiline,  his  eyes  were  uluc, 
Ruddy  his  Lips,  and  fresh  and  fair  his  Hue : 
Some  sprinkled  Freckles  on  his  Face  were 

seen, 
Whose  dusk  set  of!  the  Whiten    -  of  the 

Skin : 
His  awful  Presence  did  the  Crowa  .,w;iprizc. 
Nor  durst    the    rash    Spectator  meet   his 

Eyes, 
Eyes  that  confess'd  him  born  for  Kingly 

Sway,  ^ 

So  fierce,  they  flash'd  intolerable  Day. 
His  AgtinNature'syouthfulPrime  appeared, 
And  just  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  Beard. 
Whene'er  he  spoke,  his  Voice  was  heard 

Loud  as  a  Trumpet,  with  a  Silver  Sound. 
A  Laurel  wreath'd  his  Temples,  fresh,  and 

green. 
And  Myrtle-sprigs,  the  Marks  of  Love,  were 

mix'd  between. 
Upon  his  Fist  he  bore,  for  his  Delight, 
An  Eagle  well  reclaim'd,  and  Lilly-white. 
His  hundred  Knights  attend  him  to  the 

War,  ,       90 

All  arm'd  for  Battel ;  save  their  Heads  were 

bare.  o,  •  ■  1 

Words,  and  Devices  blaz'd  on  ev  rv  Shield, 
And  pleasing  was  the  Terrour  of  the  Field 
For  Kings,  and  Dukes,  and  Barons  you 

might  see, 
Like  sparkling  Stars,  though  difrrent  in 

Degree,  [ 

All  for  th'  Increase  of  Arms,  and  Love  of  j 

Chivalry. 
Before  the  King,  tame  Leopards  led  the  Way, 
And  Troops  of  Lions  innocently  play. 


So  liaechtis  through  the  conquet'd  Indus 

And  Beasts  in  Gambols  Irisk'd  before  their 
honest  God.  '«» 

In  this  Array  the  War  of  either  side 

Through  Atherts  pass'd  with  Military  Pride. 

At  Prime,  they  entered  on  the  Sunday  Morn  ■, 

Rich  Tap'stry  spread  the  StreeU,  and 
Flowers  the  Posts  adorn. 

The  Town  was  all  a  Jubilee  of  Feasts  ; 

So  Theseus  will'd,  in  Honour  of  his  Guests ; 

Himself  with  open  Arms  the  Kings  embrac  d. 

Then  all  the  rest  i.»  their  Degrees  were  grac  d. 

No  Harbinger  was  needful  for  the  Night, 

For  ev'ry  House  was  proud  to  lodge  a 
Knight.  ,  "0 

I  pass  the  Royal  Treat,  nor  must  relate 

The  Gifts  bestow'd,  nor  how  the  Champions 

sate  ;  ,     «•  •  l 

Who  first,  who  last,  or  how  the  Knights 

address'd 
Their  Vows,  or  who  was  fairest  at  the  Feast ; 
Whose  Voice,  whose  graceful  Dance  did  most 

surprise, 
Soft  amyous  Sighs,  and  silent  Love  of  Eyes. 
The  Rivals  call  my  Muse  another  Way, 
To  sing  their  Vigils  for  th'  ensuing  Day. 
'Twas  ebbing  Darkness,  past  the  Noon  of 
Night:  ^    ^.''9 

And  Phospher  on  the  Confines  of  the  Light, 
Promis'd  the  Sun;  ere  Day  began  to  spring.\ 
The  tuneful  Lark  already  strctch'd  her  I 
Wing,  ^      ^      [ 

Ar.d  flick'ring  on  her  Nest,  made  shortj 
Essays  to  sing. 
When wakefulPa/amon,  preventing  Day,  \ 
Took,  to  the  Royal  Lists,  his  early  way,    1 
To  Venus  at  her  Fane,  in  her  own  House,  l 
to  pray.  ' 

There,  falling  on  his  Knees  before  her  Shrine, 
He  thus  implor'd  with  Pray'rs  her  lowr 

divine. 
Creator  Venus,  genial  Pow'r  of  Love, 
The  Bliss  of  Men  below,  and  Gods  above. 
Beneath  the  sliding  Sun  thou  runn'st  thy 
Race,  '3' 

Dost  fairest  shine,  and  best  become  thy 
Place. 


.     Dr.  Safntsiury  frt- 

; ef.  Cymon  ami  Iph.  561. 

'  the  Streets  were  ihronit'd  arouiid, 
The  Palace  open'd,  and  the  Post*  were  crown  a. 


104  Postsl  Pots  mo. 
fers  this  misprint,  but  Cj 


BOOK  III. 


THE  KNIGHTS  TALE. 


301 


For  thee  the  Winds  their  East'  -n  Bkuts 

forbear, 
Thy  Month  reveals  the  Spring,  and  opens  nil 

the  Year. 
Thee,  Goddess,  thee  tiie  Storms  of  Winter 

fly. 

Earth  smileswith  Flow'rs  renewing;  lauglis 

the  Sky, 
And  Birds  to  Lays  of  Love  their  tuneful 

Notes  apply. 
For  thee  the  Lion  loatl»  the  Taste  of  Blood, 
And  roaring  hunts  his  Female  through  the 

Wood ; 
For  thee  the  Bulls  rebellow  through  the 

Groves,  140 

And  tempt  the  Stream,  and  snufi  their  absent 

Loves. 
'Tis  thine,  whate'er  is  pleasant,  good,  Ofv 

fair; 
All  Nature  is  thy  Province,  Life  thy  Care ;  \ 
Thou  mad' St  the  World,  and  dost  the  World 

repair.  / 

Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cythtron, 
Increase  of  Jove,  Companion  of  the  Sun, 
If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  Heart, 
Have  pity.  Goddess,  for  thou  know'st  the 

Smart :  148 

Alas !  I  have  not  Words  to  tell  my  Grief  ; 
To  vent  my  Sorrow  wou'd  be  some  Relief : 
Li;;ht  Sud'rings  give  us  Leisure  to  complain  ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  Pain. 
0  Goddess,  tell  thy  self  what  I  would  say. 
Thou  know'st  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pray. 
So  Rrant  my  Suit,  as  I  enforce  my  Might, 
In  Love  to  be  thy  Champion,  and  thy  Knight, 
A  Servant  to  thy  Sex,  a  Slave  to  thee, 
A  foe  profess'd  to  barren  Chastity. 
Nor  ask  I  Fame  or  Honour  of  the  Field, 
Nor  chuse  I  more  to  vanquish,  than  to  yield  : 
In  my  Divine  Emilia  make  me  blest,     161 
Let  Fate,  or  partial  Chance,  dispose  the  r:  ■  • 
Find  thou  the  Manner,  and  the  Means  pic- 

pare ; 
Possession,  more  than  Conquest,  is  my  Care. 
Mars  is  the  Warriour's  God  ;  in  him  it  lies 
On  whom  he  favours,  to  confer  the  Prize  ; 
With  smiling  Aspect  you  serenely  move 
In  your  fifth  Orb,  and  rule  the  Realm  of 

Love. 
The  Fates  but  only  spin  the  courser  Clue, 
The  finest  of  the  Wool!  is  left  for  you.     1 7 

i6g  coarser]  i.  e.  coarter 


Spare  -ne  but  one  small  portion  of  the  Twine, 
And  let  the  Sisters  cut  below  your  Line : 
The   rest   among   the   Rubbish  may  they 

sweep, 
Or  add  it  to  the  Yarn  of  some  old  Miser's 

Heap. 
But  if  you  this  ambitious  Pray'r  deny, 
(A  Wish,  I  grant,  beyond  Mortality,) 
Then  let  me  sink  beneath  proud  Areiu's 

Arms, 
And  I  once  dead,  let  him  possess  her  Charms. 
Thus  ended   le ;   then,  with  Observance 

due. 
The  sacred  Inc.  nee  on  her  Altar  threw :  180 
The  curling  Smoke  mounts  heavy  from  the 

Fires  ; 
At  length  it  catches  Flame,  and  in  a  Blase 

expires ; 
At  once  the  gracious  Goddess  gave  the  Sign, 
Her  Statue  shook,  and   trembl'd  all  the 

Shrine : 
Pleas'd  Palamon  the  tardy  Omen  took  ; 
For,  since  the  Flames  pursued  the  trailing 

Smoke, 
He  knew  his  Boon  was  granted  ;   but  the 

Day 
To  distance  driv'n,  and  Joy  adjoum'd  with 

long  Delay. 
Now  Morn  with  Rosie  Light  had  streak'd 

the  Sky, 
Up  rose  the  Sun,  and  up  rose  Emily  190 
Addrcss'd  her  early  Steps  to  Cynthia's  Fane, 
III  State  attended  by  her  Maiden  Train, 
Who  bore  the  Vests  that  Holy  Rites  require, 
I  licence,  and  od'rous  Gums,  and  cover'd  Fire. 
The  plenteous  Horns  with  pleasant  Mead 

they  crown. 
Nor  wanted  aught  besides  in  Honour  of  the 

Moon. 
Now  whilethe  Temple  smoak'd  withhallow'd 

Steam, 
Tliey  v-ash  the  Virgin  in  a  living  Stream  ; 
The  secret  Ceremonies  I  conceal : 
Uncouth  ;  perhaps  unlawful  to  reveal :  aoo 
But  such  they  were  as  Pagan  Use  requir'd, 
Performed  by  Women  when  the  Men  retir'd, 
Whose  Eyes  profane  their  chast  mysterious 

Rites 
Might  turn  to  Scandal,  or  obscene  Delights. 
Well-meaners  think  no  Harm  ;  but  for  the 

rest. 
Things  sacred  they  pervert,  and  Silence  is 

the  best. 
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Her  thininft  Hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loosly 

tprcad, 
A  Crown  of  Mastlcu  Onk  ndorn'd  licr  Head 
When  to  the  Shrine  approacli'd,  the  spotless 

Maid 
Had  kindling  Fires  on  cither  Attar  bid :  aio 
(The  Rites  were  such  as  were  observ'd  of  old, 
l\y  Statins  in  his  Tlubart  Story  told.) 
Then  kncelini;  with  her  Hands  across  her 

Dreast, 
Thus  lowly  she  prcfcrr'd  her  chast  Request. 
O  Goddess,  Haunter  of  the  Woodland 

Green, 
To  whom  both  Heav'n  and  Earth  and  Seas 

are  seen ; 
Queen  of  the  nether  Skies,  where  half  the 

Year 
Thy  Silver  Beams  descend,  and  light  the 

gloomy  Sphere ; 
Goddess  of  Maids,  and  conscious  of  our 

Hearts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  Vengeance  of  thy 

Darts,  320 

Which  Niche's  devoted  Issue  felt. 
When  hissing  through  the  Skies  the  feather'd 

Deaths  were  dealt : 
As  I  desire  to  live  a  Virgin-life, 
Nor  know  the  Name  of  Mother  or  of  Wife. 
Thy  Votress  from  my  tender  Years  I  am. 
And  love,  like  thee,  the  Woods  and  Sylvan 

Game. 
Like  Death,  thou  know'st,  I  loath  the^ 

Nuptial  State, 
And  Man,  the  Tyrant  of  our  Sex,  I  hate, 
A  lowly  Servant,  but  a  lofty  Mate. 
Where  Love  is  Duty  on  the  Female  Side,  330 
On  theirs  mere  sensual  Gust,  and  sought 

with  surly  Pride. 
Now  by  thy  triple  Shape,  as  thou  art  seen 
In  Heav'n,  Earth,  Hell,  and  ev'ry  where  a 

Queen, 
Grant  this  my  first  Desire;  let  Discord  cease, 
And  make  betwixt  the  Rivals  lasting  Peace : 
Quench  their  hot  Fire,  or  far  from  me 

remove 
Tlie  Flame,  and  turn  it  on  some  other  Love. 
Or  if  my  frowning  Stars  have  so  decreed, 
Tliat  one  must  be  rejected,  one  succeed. 
Make  him  my  Lord,  within  whose  faithful 

Breast  340 

Is  fix'd  my  Image,  and  who  loves  me  best. 
But  oh  I  ev'n  that  avert  I  I  chuse  it  not. 
But  take  it  as  the  least  unhappy  Lot. 


A  Maid  I  am.  and  of  thy  Virsin-Tnin  ; 
Oh,  let  mc  still  that  s[)otless  Name  retain  ! 
Frequent  the  Forests,  thy  chast  Will  obey, 
.\nd  only  make  the  Beasts  nf  Chare  my  Prey ! 
The  FLimes  ascend  on  cither  Altar  clear, 
While  thus  the  blameless  Maid  addrcu'd  her 

Pray'r. 
When  lo !   the  burning  Fire  that  shone  so 

bright  350 

Flew  off,  all  sudden,  with  exlinguish'd  Li|  it, 
And  left  one  Altar  dark,  a  little  space  ; 
Which  turn'd  self-kindl'd,  and  renew'd  the 

Blaze : 
Tliat  other  Victour>Flame  a  Moment  stoo<l 
Then  ic»l,  and  lifeless  left  th'  extinguish'd 

Wood; 
For  ever  lost,  th'  irrevocable  Light 
Forsook  the  blackning  Coals,  and  sunk  to 

Night : 
At  either  End  it  whistled  as  it  flew,  \ 

And  as  the  Brands  were  green,  so  dropp'dj 

the  Dew ;  1' 

Infected  as  it  fell  with  Sweat  of  SanguinHuc.  I 
The  Maid  from  tliat  ill  Omen  turned  lier 

Eyes,  261 

And  with  loud  Shrieks  and  Qamours  rent 

the  Skies, 
Nor  knew  what  signifi'd  the  boding  Sign, 
But  found  the  Pow'rs  displeas'd,  and  fi-ur'd 

the  Wrath  Divine. 
Then  shook  the  Sacred  Shrine,  and  sudden 

Light 
Sprung  through  the  vaulted  Roof,  and  made 

the  Temple  bright. 
The  Pow'r,  behold !    the  Power  in  Glory 

shone. 
By  her  bent  Bow  and  her  keen  Arrows 

known ; 
The  rest,  a  Huntress  issuing  from  the  Wood, 
Reclining  on  her  Cornel  Spear  she  stood.  270 
Then  gracious  thus  began ;    Dismiss  thy 

Fear, 
And  Ileav'ns  unchang'd  Decrees  attentive 

hear: 
More  pow'rful  Gods  have  torn  thee  from  my 

Side, 
Unwilling  to  resign,  and  doom'd  a  Bride : 
The  two  contending  Knights  are  weighed 

above ; 
One  Man  protects,  and  one  the  Qu;en  of 

Love : 
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But  which  the  Man  b  in  th«  Thund'nr'i 

Breait. 
Thii  he  pronounc'd,  'tii  he  who  loves  thee 

best. 
The  Fire  that  once  extinct,  reviv'U  aguin 
Forethews  the  Love  allotted  to  rentain.  380 
Farewell  1  she  said,  and  vanish'd  from  the 

Piaoe; 
Tlie  Sheaf  of  Arrows  shook,  and  rattl'd  in 

the  Case. 
A^sut  at  tim,  the  Royal  Virgin  stood, 
Disclaim'd,  and  now  no  more  a  Sister  of  the 

Wood: 
But  tothe  partincGoddesa  thus  she  I*.  .  *':' 
Propitious  still,  be  present  to  my  /  I 

Nor  quite  abandon  your  once  ft  .| 

Maid.  j 

Ttien  sighing  she  return'd ;  but  smil'd  be- 
twixt, 
With  Hopes,  and  Fears,  and  Joys  with 

Sorrows  mixt. 
The  next  returning  Planetary  Hour     300 
Of  MarSfVtho  shar'd  the  Heptarchy  of  Pow  r, 
His  Steps  bold  Arcite  to  the  Temple  bent, 
r  adore  with  Pagan  Rites  the  Pow'r  Armi- 

potent : 
neii  prostrate,  low  before  his  Altar  lay, 
And  rais'd  his  manly  Voice,  and  thus  began 

to  pray. 
Strong  God  of  Arms,  whose  Iron  Scepter 

sways 
The  freezing  North,  and  Uyptthortan  seas. 
And  Seytkian  Colds,  and  thraeia's  Wintry 

Coast, 
Where  stand   thy  Steeds,  and   thou  art 

honour'd  most : 
There  most,  but  ev'ry  where  thy  Pow'r  is 

Icnown,  300 

The  Fortune  of  the  Fight  is  all  thy  own : 
Terrour  is  thine,  and  wild  Amazement  flung 
From  out  thy  Charic^,  withers  ev'n  the 

Strong : 
And  Disarray  and  shameful  Rout  eruue, 
And  Force  is  added  to  the  fainting  Crew. 
Acknowledg'd  as  thou  art,  accept  my  Prayer, 
If  ought  I  have  atchiev'd  deserve  thy  Care : 
If  to  my  utmost  Pow'r  with  Sword  and 

Shield 
Iikr'd  ihe  Death,  unknowing  how  to  yield, 
And  falling  in  my  Rank,  still  kept  the 

Field :  310 

>93  sdore]  Ckritlit  virongly  gives  iAovK 


Then  let  my  Arm*  prevail,  by  thee  sustain'd, 
That  Emily  by  Conoucst  may  be  nin'd. 
Have  pity  on  my  Pains;   not  thoM  un- 


To  Mart,  which,  when  a  Lover,  wen  bis  own. 
Venus,  the  Publick  Care  of  all  above. 
Thy  stubborn  Heart  has  softned  into  Love : 
Now  by  her  Blandishments  and  pow'iful 

Chiurms, 
When  yielded,  she  lay  curling  in  thy  Anas, 
Ev'n  by  thy  Shame,  if  Shame  it  may  be 

cali'd,  ' 

When  Vvicati  had  thee  in  his  net  inthrall'd  ; 
0  envy'd  Ignominv,  sweet  Disgrace,  jai 
When  ev'ry  god  that  saw  thtc  wish'd  thy 

Place ! 
By  those  dear  Pleasures,  aid  my  Arms  in 

Fight, 
And  make  me  conquer  in  my  Patron's 

Right : 
For  I  am  young,  a  Novice  in  the  Trade, 
The  Fool  of  Love,  unpractis'd  to  persuade ; 
And  want  the  soothing  Arts  that  catch  the 

Fair, 
But,  caught  my  self,  lie  strugling  in  the 

Snare ; 
And  she  I  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  Pain 
Or  knows  her  Worth  too  well ;  and  pays  me 

with  Disdain.  330 

For  sure  I  am,  unless  I  win  in  Arms, 
To  stand  excluded  from  Emilia's  Charms : 
Nor  can  my  Strength  avail,  unless  by  thee 
Endu'd  with  force  I  gain  the  Victory : 
Then  for  the  Fire  whicn  warm'd  thy  gen'rous 

Heart, 
Pitv  thv  Subject's  Pams  and  equal  Smart, 
So  be  the  Morrows  Sweat  and  Labour  mine. 
The  Palm  and  Honour  of  the  Conquest 

thine : 
Then  ^hall  the  War,  and  stem  Debate,  and 

Strife 
Immortal,  be  the  Bus'ness  of  my  Life ;    340 
And  in  thy  Fane,  the  dusty  Spoils  among. 
High  on  the  bumish'd  Roof,  my  Banner 

shall  be  hung ; 
Rank'd  with  my  Champions  Bucklers,  and 

below, 
With  Arms  revers'd,  th'  Atchievements  of 

my  Foe: 
And  while  these  Limbs  the   vital   Spirit 

feeds. 
While  Day  to  Night,  and  Night  to  Day 

succeeds, 
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Thy  smoaking  Altar  shall  be  fat  with  Food 
Of  Incence  and  the  grateful  Steam  of  Blood  ; 
Burnt  Ofl'rings  Morn  and  Ev'ning  shall  be 

thine, 
And  Fires  eternal  in  thy  Temple  shine.  350 
This  Bush  of  yellow  lieard,  this  Length  of 

Hair, 
Which  from  my  Birth  inviolate  I  bear, 
Guiltless  of  Steel,  and  from  the  Razour  free. 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  Crop,  reserv'd  for  thee. 
So  may  my  Arms  with  Victory  be  blest, 
I  ask  no  more  ;  let  Fate  dispose  the  rest. 
The  Champion  ceas'd ;  there  follow'd  in 

the  Close 
A  hollow  Grain  ;  a  murm'ring  Wind  arose, 
The  Rings  of  Ir'n,  that  on  the  Doors  were 

hung, 
Sent  out  a  jarring  Sound,  and  harshly  rung 
The  bolted  Gates  flew  open  at  the  Blast,  361 
The  Storm  rush'd  in ;    and  Arcite  stood 

agast : 
The  ^ames  were  blown  aside,  yet  shone 

they  bright, 
Fann'd  by  the  Wind,  and  gave  a  rufH'd 

Light. 
Then  from  the  Ground  a  Scent  began  to 

rise. 
Sweet-smelling  as  accepted  Sacrifice : 
This  Otnen  pleas'd,  and  as  the  Flames  aspire, 
With  od'rous  Incence  Arcite  heaps  the  Fire 
Nor  wanted  Hymns  to  Mars  or  Heathen 

Charms : 
At  length  the  nodding  Statue  clash'd  his 

Arms,  370 

And  with  a  sullen  Sound,  and  feeble  Cry, 
Half  sunk,  and  half  pronounc'd  the  Word  of 

Victory. 
For  this,  with  Soul  devout,  he  thank'd  the 

God, 
And,  of   Success   secure,  return'd   to  his 

Abode. 
These  Vows  thus  granted,  rais'd  a  Strife 

above, 
Betwixt  the  God  of  War,  and  Queen  of  Love. 
She  granting  first,  had  Right  of  Time  to 

Elead ;  377 

e  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus  ;  but  he  fear'd  his  Wife, 
And  seem'd  unwilling  to  decide  the  Strife  ; 
Till  Saturn  from  his  Leaden  Throne  arose, 
And  found  a  Way  the  Difi'rence  to  compose; 
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Though  sparing  of  his  Grace,  to  Mischief 

l^nt. 
He  seldom  does  a  Good  with  good  Intent. 
Wayward,  but  wise ;    by  long  Experience 

taught. 
To  please  both  Parties,  for  ill  Ends,  he 

sought : 
For  this  Advantage  Age  from  Youth  lias 

won. 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  outrun. 
By  Fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  Trin'd, 
And    with   stern  Mars  in  Capricorn   was 

join'd :  390 

Of  him  disposing  in  his  own  Abode, 
He  sooth'd  the  Goddess,  while  he  guU'd  the 

God: 
Cease,  Daughter,  to  complain  ;  and  stint  the 

Strife ; 
Thy  Palamon  shall  have  his  promis'd  Wife : 
And  Mars,  the  Lord  of  Conquest,  in  the 

Fight 
With  Palmand  Laurelshall  adorn  hisKnight. 
Wide  is  my  Course,  nor  turn  I  to  my  Place 
Till  Length  of  Time,  and  move  with  tardy 

Pace. 
Man  feels  me,  when  I  press  th'  Etherial 

Plains  ;  399 

Mjr  Hand  is  heavy,  and  the  Wound  remains. 
Mme  is  the  Shipwreck  in  a  Watry  Sign  ; 
And  in  an  Earthy,  the  dark  Dungeon  mine. 
Cold  shivering  Agues,  melancholy  Care,  ) 
AndbitterblastingWinds,andpoison'dAir,[ 
Are  mine,  and  wilful  Death,  resulting  from  I 

Despair.  / 

The  throtling  Quinsey  'tis  my  Star  appoints, 
And  Rheumatisms  I  send  to  rack  the  Joints: 
When   Churls   rebel  against   their  Native 

Prince, 
I  arm  their  Hands,  and  furnish  the  Pretence ; 
And  housing  in  the  Lion's  hateful  Sign,  410 
Bought  Senates,  and  deserting  Troops  are 

mine. 
Mine  is  the  privy  Pois'ning  ;  I  command 
Unkindly  Seasons,  and  ungrateful  Land. 
By  me  Kings  Palaces  are  push'd  to  Ground, 
And  Miners,  crush'd  beneath  their  Mines 

are  found. 
Twas  I  slew  Samson,  when  the  Pillar'd  Hail 
Fell  down,  and  crush'd  the  Many  with  the 

Fall. 
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My  Looking  is  the  Sire  of  Pestilence, 

That  sweeps  at  once  the  People  and  the 

Prince. 
Now  weep  no  more,  but  trust  thy  Grandsire's 

Art ;  430 

Mars  shall  be  pleas'd,  and  thou  perform 

thy  Part. 
'Tis  ill,  though  diff'rent  your  Complexions 

are. 
The  Family  of  Heav'n  for  Men  should  war. 
Th'  Expedient  pleas'd,  where  neither  lost 

his  Right : 
Mars  had  the  Day,  and   Venus  had  the 

Night. 
The  Management  they  left  to  Chronos  Care. 
Now  turn  we  to  th'  Effect,  and  sing  the  War. 
In  Athens  all  was  Pleasure,  Mirth,  and 

Play, 
Ail  proper  to  the  Spring,  and  spritely  May  : 
Which  every  Soul  inspir'd  with  such  Delight, 
'Twas  Justing  all  the  Day,  and  Love  at 

Night.  ■  431 

Heav'ri  smil'd,  and  gladded  was  the  Heart 

of  Man ; 
And  Venus  had  the  World,  as  when  it  first 

began. 
At  length  in  Sleep  their  Bodies  they  com- 
pose. 
And  dreamt  the  future  Fight,  and  early  rose. 
Now  scarce  the  dawning  Day  began  to 

spring, 
As  at  a  Signal   giv'n,   the   Streets  with 

Clamours  ring : 
Atonce  theCrowd  arose;  confus'd  and  high, 
Even  from  theHcav'n  was  heard  a  shouting 

Cry ;  4.39 

For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rowz'd  the  Sky. 
The  Gods  came  downward  to  behold  the 

Wars, 
Sharpning  their  Sights,  and  leaning  from 

their  Stars. 
The  Neighing  of  the  gen'rous  Horse  was 

heard, 
For  Battel  by  the  busie  Groom  prepar'd  : 
Rustling  of  Harness,  ratling  of  the  Shield, 
Clatt'ring  of    Armour,   furbish'd   for    the 

Field. 
Crowds  to  the    .  istle   mounted    up    the 

Street  ; 
Batt'ring  the  Pavement  with  their  Coursers 

Feet: 
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The  greedy  Sight  might  there  devour  the 

Gold 
Of  glittring  Arms,  too  dazling  to  behold :  450 
And  polish'd  Steel  that  cast  the  View  aside, 
And  Crested  Morions,  with   their  Plumy 

Pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  Retinue  of  their  Squires, 
In  gawdy  Liv'ries  march,  and  quaint  Attires. 
One  lac'd  the  Helm,  another  held  the  Lance : 
A  third  the  shining  Buckler  did  advance. 
The  Courser  pa-v'd  the  Ground  with  restless 

Feet, 
And   snorting   foam'd,   and   champ'd   the 

Golden  Bit. 
The  Smiths  and  Armourers  on  Palfreys  ride. 
Files  in  their  Hands,  and  Hammers  at  their 

Side,  460 

And  nails  for  loosen'd  Spears,  and  Thongs 

for  Shields  provide. 
The  Yeomen  guard  the  Streets,  in  seemly 

Bands ; 
And  Clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  Cudgels 

in  their  Hands. 
The  Trumpets,  next  the  Gate,  in  order 

plac'd. 
Attend  the  Sign  to  sound  the  Martial  Blast : 
The  Palace-yard  is  fill'd  with  floating  Tides, 
And  the  last  Comers  bear  the  former  to 

the  Sides. 
The  Throng  is  in  the  midst :  The  common 

Crew 
Shut  out,  the  Hall  admits  the  better  Few. 
In  Knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  Rank  they 

walk,  470 

Serious  in  Aspect,  earnest  in  their  Talk : 
Factious,  and  fav'ring  this  or  t'other  Side, 
As  their  strong  Fancies,  and  weak  Reason 

guide ; 
Their  Wagers  back  their  Wishes :  Numbers 

hold 
With  the  fair  freckl'd  King,  and  Beard  of 

Gold: 
So  vig'rous  are  his  Eyes,  such  Rays  they 

cast. 
So  prominent  his  Eagles  Beak  is  plac'd. 
But  most  their  Looks  on  the  black  Monarch 

bend. 
His  rising  Muscles,  and  his  Brawn  commend  ; 
His  double-biting  Ax,  and  beamy  Spear,  480 
Each  asking  a  Gygantick  Force  to  rear. 
All   spoke   as   partial   Favour  mov'd   the 

mind ; 
And  safe  themselves,  at  others  Cost  divin'd. 
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Wak'd  by  the  Cries,  th*  Athenian  Chief 

arose', 
The  Knightly  Forms  of  Combate  to  dispose  ; 
And  passing  through  th'  obsequious  Guards, 

he  sate 
Conspicuous  on  a  Throne,  sublime  in  State  ; 
There,  for  the  two  contending  Knights  he 

sent: 
Arm'd  Cap-a-pe,  with  Rev'rence  low  they 

bent; 
He  smil'd  on  both,  and  with  superiour  Look 
Alike  their  ofler'd  Adoration  took.  491 

The  People  press  on  ev'ry  Side  to  see 
Their  awful   Prince,   and    hear    his   high 

Decree. 
Then  signing  to  their   Heralds   with  his 

Hand, 
They  gave  his  Orders  from  their  lofty  Stand. 
Silence  is  thrice  enjoin'd  ;  then  thus  aloud 
TTie  King  at  Arms  bespeaks  the  Knights  and 

listning  Crowd. 
Our  Sovereign  Lord  has  ponder'd  in  his 

Mind 
The  Means  to  spare  the  Blood  of  gentle 

Kind ; 
And  of  his  Grace  and  in-born  Clemency  500 
He  modifies  his  first  severe  Decree  ; 
The  keener  Edge  of  Battel  to  rebate. 
The  Troops  for  Honour  fighting,  not  for 

Hate. 
He  wills,  not  Death  shou'd  terminate  their 

Strife, 
And  Wounds,  if  Wounds  ensue,  be  short  of 

Life; 
But  issues,  e'er  the  Fight,  his  dread  Com- 
mand, 
That  Slings  afar,  and  Ponyards  Hand  to 

Hand, 
Be  banish'd  from  the  Field  ;  that  none  shall 

dare 
With  shortned  Sword  to  stab  in  closer  War  ; 
But   in  Combate   light    with   manly 

Strent,  5 10 

Nor  push  wiih  biting  Point,  but  strike  at 

length. 
The  Tumey  is  allow'd  but  one  Career, 
Of  the  tough  Ash,  with  the  sharp-grinded 

Spear. 
But  Knights  unhors'd  may  rise  from  oS  the 

Plain, 
And  fight  on  Foot,  their  Honour  to  regain. 
Nor,  if  at  Mischief  taken,  on  the  Ground 
Be  slain,  but  Pris'ners  to  the  Pillar  bound. 


At 


either  Barrier  placed ;    nor  (Captives 

made,) 
Be  freed,  or  arm'd  anew  the  Fight  invade : 
The  Chief  of  either  side,  bereft  of  Life,  520 
Or  yielded  to  his  Foe,  concludes  the  Strife. 
Thus  dooms  the  Lord :  Now  valiant  Knights 

and  young, 
Fight  each  his  fill  with  Swords  and  Maces 

long. 
The  Herald  ends:   The  vaulted  Firma- 
ment 
With  loud  Acclaims,  and  vast  Applause  is 

rent: 
Hcav'n  guard  a  Prince  so  gracious  and  so 

good. 
So  just,  and  yet  so  provident  of  Blood ! 
This  was  the  gen'ral  Cry.    The  Trumpets 

sound, 
And  Warlike  Symphony  is  heard  around. 
The  marching  Troops  through  Athens  take 

their  Way,  530 

The  great  Earl-Marshal  orders  their  Array. 
The  Fair  from  high  the  passing  Pomp  behold; 
A  Rain  of  Flow'rs  is  from  the  Windows  roll'd. 
The   Casements  are  with  Golden  Tissue 

spread, 
And  Horses  Hoofs,  for  Earth,  on  silken 

Tap'stry  tread. 
The  King  goes  midmost,  and  the  Rivals  ride 
In  equal  Rank,  and  close  his  either  Side. 
Next  after  these,  there  rode  the  Royal  Wife, 
With  Emily,  the  Cause,  and  the  Reward  of 

Strife. 
The  following  Cavalcade,  by  Three  and 

Three,  54" 

Proceed  by  Titles  marshall'd  in  Degree. 
Thus  through  the  Southern  Gate  they  take 

their  Way, 
And  at  the  Lists  arriv'd  e'er  Prime  of  Day. 
There,  parting  from  the  King,  the  Chiefs 

divide, 
And  wheeling  East  and  West,  before  tiieir 

Many  ride. 
Th'  Athenian  Monarch  mounts  his  Throne 

on  high. 
And  after  him  the  Queen,  and  Emily : 
Next  these,  the  Kindred  of  the  Crown  arc 

grac'd 
With  nearer  Seats,  and  Lords  by  Ladies 

plac'd. 
Scarce  were  they  seated,  when  with  Clamours 

loud  iS^ 

In  rush'd  at  once  a  rude  promiscuous  Crowd, 
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The  Guards,  and  then  each  other  overbare, 
And  in   a   Moment   throng    the  spacious 

Theatre. 
Now  diang'd  the  jarring  Noise  to  Whispers 

low, 
As  Winds  forsaking  Seas  more  softly  blow  ; 
When  at  the  Western  Gate,  on  which  the 

Car 
Is  plac'd  aloft,  that  bears  the  God  of  War, 
Proud  Arcile  entring  arm'd  before  his  Train 
Stops  at  the  Barrier,  and  divides  the  Plain. 
Red  was  his  Banner,  and  display'd  abroad 
The  bloody  Colours  of  his  Patron  God.  561 

At  that  self-moment  enters  Palamon 
The  Gate  of  Venus,  and  the  Rising  Sun  ; 
Wav'd  by  the  wanton  Winds,  his  Banner 

flies, 
All  maiden  White,  and  shares  the  peoples 

Eyes. 
From  East  to  West,  look  all  the  World 

around, 
T«o  Troops  so  match'd  were  never  to  be 

found : 
Such  Bodies  built  for  Strength,  of  equal  Age, 
In  Stature  siz'd  ;  so  proud  an  Eouipage : 
The  nicest  Eye  cou'd  no  Distinction  make. 
Where  lay  th*  Advantage,  or  what  Side  to 

take.  571 

Thus  rang'd,  the  Herald  for  the  last  pro- 
claims 
A  Silence,  while   they  answer'd  to  their 

Names: 
For  so  the  King  decreed,  to  shun  with  Care 
The  Fraud  of  Musters  false,  the  common 

Bane  of  War. 
The  Tale  was  just,  and  then  the  Gates  were 

clos'd ; 
And  Chief  to  Chief,  and  Troop  to  Troop 

oppos'd. 
The  Heralds  last  retir'd,  and  loudly  ciy'd. 
The  Fortune  of  the  Field  be  fairly  try  d. 

At  this  the  Challenger,  with  fierce  Defie 

HisTrumpet  sounds;  theChalleng'd  makes 

.  Reply:  581 

With  Clangour  rings  the  Field,  resounds 

the  vaulted  Sky. 
Their  Vizors  closed,  their   Lances  in  the 

Rest, 
Or  at  the  Helmet  pointed,  or  the  Crest ; 
They  vankh  from  the  Barrier,  speed  the 

Race, 
And  spurring   see    decrease    the   middle 

SiMce. 


I  A  Cloud  of  Smoke  envellops  either  Host, 
'  And  all  at  once  the  Combatants  are  lost : 
I  Darkling  they  join  adverse,  and  shock  un- 
seen, 
.Coursers  with  Coursers  justling.  Men  with 
'        Men :  590 

j  As  lab'ring  in  Eclipse,  a  while  they  stay, 
I  Till  the  next  Blast  of  Wind  restores  the  Day. 
!  They  look  anew :  The  beauteous  Form  of 
I         Fight 

I  Is  chang'd,  and  War  appears  a  grizly  S^ht. 
Two  Troops   in   fair  Array  one  moment 

show' a. 
The  next,  a  Field  with  fallen  Bodies  strow'd : 
Not  half  the  Number  in  their  Seats  are 

found, 
But  Men  and  Steeds  lie  grov'ling  on  the 

Ground. 
The  points  of  Spears  are  stuck  within  the 

Shield, 
The  Steeds  without  their  Riders  sc    r  the 

Field.  600 

The  Knights  unhois'd,  on  Foot  renew  the 

Fi^ht ; 
The  ghtt'ring  Fauchions  cast  a  gleaming 

Light; 
Hauberks  and  Helms  are  hew'd  with  many 

a  Wound ; 
Out  spins  the  streaming  Blood,  and  dies  the 

Ground. 
The  mighty  Maces  with  such  Haste  descend. 
They  break  the  Bones,  and  make  the  sdid 

Armour  bend. 
This  thrusts  amid  the  Throng  with  furious 

Force ; 
Down  goes,  at  once,  the  Horseman  and  the 

Horse: 
That  Courser  stumbles  on  the  fallen  Steed, 
And  floundring,  throws  the  Rider  o'er  his 

Head.  610 

One  rolb  along,  a  Foot-ball  to  his  Foes  ; 
One  with  a  broken  Truncheon  d«ds  his 

Blows. 
This  halting,  this  disabl'd  with  his  Wound, 
In  Triumph  led,  is  to  tlie  Pillar  bound. 
Where  by  the  King's  Award  he  must  abide : 
There  goes  a  Captive  led  on  t'other  Side. 
By  Fits  they  cease ;    and  leaning  on  the 

Lance, 
Take  Breath  a  while,  and  to  new  Fight 

advance. 
Full  oft  the  Rivals  met,  and  neither  spar'd 
His  utmost  Force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
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The  Head  of  this  was  to  the  Saddle  bent,  621 
That  other  backward  to  the  Crupper  sent : 
Both  were  by  Turns  unhors'd  ;  the  jealous 

Blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  Foot  they 

close. 
So  deep  their  Fauchions  bite,  that  ev'ry 

Stroke 
Pierc'd  to  the  Quick ;   and  equal  Wounds 

they  gave  and  took. 
Born  far  asunder  by  the  Tides  of  men, 
Like  Adamant  and  Steel  they  met  agen. 
So  when  a  Tyger  sucks   the  Bullock's 

Blood, 
A  famish'd  Lion  issuing  from  the  Wood  630 
Roars  Lordly  fierce,  and  challenges   the 

Food. 

Each  claims  Possession,  neither  will  obey. 
But  both  their  Paws  are  fasten'd  on  the 

Prey ; 
They  bite,  they  tear  ;  and  while  in  vain  they 

strive, 
The  Swains  ayj.e  arm'd  between,  and  both 

to  Distanci^  drive. 
At  length,  as  Fate  foredoom'd,  and  all 

things  tend 
By  Course  of  Time  to  their  appointed  End  ; 
So  when  the  Sun  to  West  was  far  dedin'd. 
And  both  afresh  in  mortal  Battel  join'd. 
The  strong  Emetriiis  came  in  ArciU's  Aid, 
And  Palamon  with  Odds  was  overlaid  :  641 
For  turning  short,  he  struck  with  all  his 

Might 
Full  on  the  Helmet  of  th'  unwary  Knight. 
Deep  was  the  Wound  ;  he  stagger'd  with  the 

Blow, 
And  turn'd  him  to  his  unexpected  Foe ; 
Whom  with  such  Force  he  struck,  he  fcll'd 

him  down. 
And  cleft  the  Circle  of  his  Golden  Crown. 
But  Arcite's  Men,  who  now   prevail'd   in 

Fight, 
Twice  Ten   at   once   surround   the   single 

Knight : 
O'erpower'd  at  length,  they  force  him  to  the 

Ground,  650 

Unyielded  as  he  was,  and   to  the  Pillar 

bound : 
And  king  Lycurgtis,  while  he  fought  in  Vain 
His  Friend  to  free,  was  tumbl'd  on  the  Plain. 


6u    That!   Derrich,    ChristU,    and    others 
wrotifly  fit>e  Thn 


Who  now  laments  but  Palamon,  compell'd 
No  more  to  try  the  Fortune  of  the  Field ! 
And  worse  than  Death,  to  view  with  hate- 
ful Eyes 
His   Rival's  Conquest,  and   renounce  the 

Prize ! 
The  Royal  Judge  on  his  Tribunal  plac'd, 
Who  liad  beheld  the  Fight  from  first  to  last, 
Bad  cease  the  War ;  pronouncing  from  on 

high  6<io 

Arcite  of   Ththes  had  won  the  beauteous 

Emily. 
The  Sound  of  Trumpets  tothe  Voice  reply'd, 
And  round  the  Royal  Lists  the  Heralds 

cry'd, 
Arcite  of   Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous 

Bride. 
The  People   rend   the  Skies   with  vast 

Applause ; 
All  own  the  Chief,  when  Fortune  owns  the 

Cause. 
Arcite  is  own'd  ev'n  by  the  Gods  above. 
And  conqu'ring  Mars  insults  the  Queen  of 

Love. 
So    laugh'd    he    when    the  rightful  Titan 

fail'd, 
And  Jove's  usurping  Arms  in  Heav'n  pre- 
vail'd. 6;o 
Laugh'd  all  the  Pow'rs  who  favour  Tyrannj- ; 
And  all  the  Standing  Army  of  the  Sky. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  Eyes  appears, 
And  weeping,  on   the  Lists,  distill'd  her 

Tears ; 
Her  Will  refus'd,  which  grieves  a  Womaii 

most. 
And,  in  her  Champion  foil'd,  the  Cause  of 

Love  is  lost. 
Till  Saturn   said.  Fair  Daughter,  now  be 

still, 
The  blustring  Fool  has  satisfi'd  his  Will ; 
His  Boon  is  given  ;   his  Knight  has  gain'J 

the  Day, 
But  lost  the  Prize,  th'  Arrears  are  yet  to 

pay.  6fio 

Thy  Hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  Care  shall  be 
To  please  thy  Knight,  and  set  thy  Promise 

free. 
Now  while   the   Heralds  run  the  Lists 

around. 
And    Arcite,    Arcite,    Heav'n    and   Earth 

resound, 
A  Miracle  (nor  less  it  could  be  call'd) 
Their  Joy  with  unexpected  Sorrow  pall'd. 
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The  Victor  Knight  had  laid  his  Helm  aside, 
Part  for  his  Ease,  the  greater  part  for  Pride : 
Bare-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd, 
And  paid  the  Salutations  of  the  Crowd  ;  690 
Then  spurring,  at  full  speed,  ran  endlong  on 
Where  Theseus  sat  on  his  Imperial  Throne  ; 
Furious  he  drove,  and   upward  cast    his 

Eye, 
Where   next   the   Queen    was    piac'd    his 

Emily  ; 
Then  passing,  to  the  Saddle-bow  he  bent, 
A  sweet  Regard  the  gracious  Virgin  lent : 
(For  Women  to  the  Brave  an  easie  Prey, 
Still  follow  Fortune,  where  she  leads  the 

Way:) 
Just  then,  front  Earth  sprung  out  a  flashing 

Fire, 
By  Plulo  sent,  at  Saturn's  bad  Desire :    700 
The  startling  Steed  was  sci^'d  with  sudden 

Fright, 
And,  bounding,  o'er  the  Pummel  cast  the 

Knight : 
Forward  he  flew,  and  pitching  on  his  Head, 
He  quiver'd  with  his  Feet,  and  lay  for  Dead. 
Black  was  his  Count'nance  in  a  little  Space, 
For  ail  the  Blood  was  gather'd  in  his  Face. 
Help  was  at  Hand  ;   they  rear'd  him  from 

the  Ground, 
And  from  his  cumbrous  Arms  his  Limbs 

unbound ; 
Then  lanc'd  a  Vein,  and  watch'd  returning 

Breath ; 
It  came,  but  dogg'd  with  Symptoms  of  his 

Death.  710 

The  Saddle-bow  the  Noble  Parts  had  prest. 
All  bruis'd  and  mortifi'd  his  Manly  Breast. 
Him  still  entrancd,  and  in  a  Litter  laid. 
They  bore  from  Field,  and  to  his  Bed  con- 

vey'd. 
At  length  he  wak'd ;  and,  with  a  feeble  Cry, 
The  Word  he  first  pronounc'd  was  Emily. 
Mean  time  the  King,  though  inwardly  he 

mourn'd, 
In  Pomp  triumphant  to  the  Town  return'd. 
Attended  by  the  Chiefs  who  fought  the  Field, 
(Now  friendly  mix'd,  and  in  one  Troop 

compell'd ;)  720 

Compos'd  his  Looks  to  counterfeited  Cheer, 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite's  Life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  Warriour 

Train, 
Though  most  were  sorely  wounded,  none 

were  slain. 


The  Surgeons  soon  despoil'd  'em  of  their  Arms, 
And  some  with  Salves  they  cure,  and  some 

with  Charms ; 
Foment  the  Bruises,  and  the  Pains  asswage 
And  heal  their  inward  Hurts  with  Sov'reign 

Draughts  of  Sage. 
The  King  in  Person  vbits  all  around,     729 
Comforts  the  Sick,  congratulates  the  Sound  ; 
Honours  the  Princely  Chiefs,  rewards  the  rest. 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  Days  a  Royal 

Feast. 
None  was  disgrac'd ;  for  Falling  is  no  Shame ; 
And  Cowardice  alone  is  Loss  of  Fame. 
The  vent'rous  Knight  is  from  the  Saddle 

thrown. 
But  'tis  the  Fault  of  Fortune,  not  his  own. 
U  Crowds  and  Palms  the  conqu'ring  Side 

adorn. 
The  Victor  under  better  Stars  was  born : 
The  brave  Man  seeks  not  popular  Applause, 
Nor  overpower'd   with  Arms,  deserts  his 

Cause ;  740 

Unsham'd,  though  foil'd,  he  docs  the  best 

he  can ; 
Force  is  of  Brutes,  but  Honour  is  of  Man. 
Thus  Theseus  smil'd  on  all  with  equal 

Grace, 
And  each  was  set  according  to  his  Place. 
With  Ease  were  reconcil'd  the  difi'ring  Parts, 
For  Envy  never  dwells  in  Noble  Hearts. 
At  length  they  took  their  Leave,  the  Time 

expir'd ; 
Well  pleas'd ;   and  to  their  sev'ral  Homes 

retir'd. 
Mean  while,  the  Health  of  Arcite  still 

impairs  ; 
From  Bad  proceeds  to  Worse,  and  mocks  the 

Leeches  Cares :  750 

Swoln  is  his  Breast,  his  inward  Pains  in- 
crease ; 
All  Means  are  us'd,  and  all  without  Success. 
The  clotted  Blood  lies  heavy  on  his  Heart, 
Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  spite  of  Art : 
Nor    breathing    Veins    nor    Cupping    will 

prevail ; 
All  outward  Remedies  and  inward  fail : 
The  Mold  of  Natures  Fabrick  is  destroy'd. 
Her  Vessels  discompos'd,  her  Vertue  void : 
The  BeUows  of  his  Lungs  begins  to  swell :  \ 
AH  out  of  frame  is  ev'ry  secret  Cell,    760  [ 
Nor  can  the  Good  receive,  nor  Bad  expel.  > 

753  clotted]  Edtl.  give  clotlered 
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Thoie  breathing  Organs  thus  within  opprest, 
With  Venom  soon  distend  the  Sinews  of  his 

Breast. 
Nought  protits  him  to  save  abandon'd  Life, 
Nor  Vomits  upward  Aid,  uor  downward 

Laxatife. 
The  midmost  Region  batter'd,and  destroy'd, 
When  Nature  cannot  work,  th'  Ellect  of 

Art  is  void. 
For  Physick  can  but  mend  our  crazie  State, 
Patch  an  old  Building,  not  a  new  create. 
Anile  is  Doom'd  to  die  in  all  his  Pride,  770 
Must  leave  his  Youth,  and  yield  his  beau- 
teous Bride,  r 
Gain'd  hardly,  against  Right,  and   un- 

enjoy'd.  ' 

When  twas  declar'd,all  Hope  of  Life  was 

past, 
Conscience,  that  of  all  Physick  works  the 

last, 
w  Causd  him  to  send  for  Emily  in  haste. 

j  I  With  her,  at  his  Desire,  came  Palamon  ; 

Then,  on  his  Pillow  rais'd,  he  thus  begun. 
No  Language  can  express  the  smallest  part 
Of  what  I  feel,  and  suffer  in  my  Heart,  779 
For  you,  whom  best  I  love  and  value  most ; 
But  to  your  Service  I  bequeath  my  Ghost ; 
Which,  from  this  mortal  Body  when  unty'd, 
Unseen,  unheard,  shall  hover  at  your  Side  ; 
Nor  fright  you  waking,  nor  your  Sleep  offend, 
But  wait  officious,  and  your  Steps  attend. 
How  I  have  lov'd,excuseniyfaltringTongue, 
My  Spirit's  feeble,  and  my  Pains  are  strong: 
This  I  may  say,  I  only  grieve  to  die. 
Because  I  lose  my  charming  Emily. 
To  die,  when  Heav'n  had  put  you  in  my 

Pow'r ;  790 

Fate  could  not  chuse  a  more  malicious  Hour ! 
What  greater  Curse  cou'd  envious  Fortune 

give. 
Than  just  to  die  when  I  began  to  live ! 
Vain  Men,  how  vanishing  a  Bliss  we  crave, 
Now  warm  in  Love,  now  with' ring  in  the 

Grave ! 
Never,  0  never  more  to  see  the  Sun  ! 
Still  dark,  in  a  damp  Vault,  and  still  alone  ! 
This  Fate  is  common  ;  but  I  lose  my  Breath 
Near  Bliss,  and  yet  not  bless'd  before  my 

Death. 
Farewell ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  Arms, 
*Vk  all  I  can  enjoy  of  all  your  Charms :  801 
This  Hand  I  cannot  but  in  Death  resign  ; 
Ah,  could  I  live  !  But  while  I  live  'tis  mine. 


I  feel  my  End  approach,  and  thus  em- 

brac'd 
Am  pleas'd  to  die  ;  but  hear  me  speak  my 

last. 
Ah !  my  sweet  Foe,  for  3^ou,  and  you  alone, 
I  broke  my  Faith  with  injur'd  Palamon. 
But  Love  the  Sense  of  Right  and  Wrong 

confounds ; 
Strong  Love  and  proud  Ambition  have  no 

l^unds. 
And  much  I  doubt,  shou'd  Heav'n  my  Life 

prolong,  810 

I  shou'd  return  to  justifie  my  Wrong  ; 
For  while  my  former  Flames  remain  within, 
Repentance  is  but  want  of  Pow'r  to  Sin. 
With  mortal  Hatred  I  pursu'd  his  Life, 
Nor  he  nor  you  were  guilty  of  the  Strife ; 
Nor  I,  but  as  I  lov'd  ;  Vet  all  combin'd, 
Your  Beauty,  and  my  Impotence  of  Mind, 
And  his  concurrent  Flame,  that  blow  my 

Fire; 
For  still  our  Kindred  Souls  had  one  Desire. 
He  had  a  Moments  Right  in  point  of  Time ; 
Had  I  seen  first,  then  his  had  been  the 

Crime.  821 

Fate  made  it  mine,  and  justified  h's  Right ; 
Nor  holds   this  Earth  a   more  deserving 

Knight 
For  Vertue,  Valour,  and  for  Noble  Blood, 
Truth, Honour,  all  that  is  compriz'd  in  Good; 
So  help  me  Heav'n,  in  all  the  World  is  none 
So  worthy  to  be  lov'd  as  Palamon. 
He  loves  you  too ;  with  such  a  holy  Fire, 
As  will  not,  cannot  but  with  Life  expire : 
Our    vow'd   Affections    both    have    often 

try'd,  8.10 

Nor  any  Love  but  yours  could  ours  divide, 
Then  by  my  Loves  inviolable  Band, 
By  my  long  Sufi'ring,  and  my  short  Com- 
mand, 
If  e'er  you  plight  your  Vows  when  I  am  gone, 
Have  pity  on  the  faithful  Palamon. 
This  was  his  last ;    for  Death  came  on 

amain. 
And  exercis'd  below  his  Iron  Reign  ; 
Then  upward,  to  the  Seat  of  Life  he  Roes ; 
Sense  fled  before  him,  what  he  touch'd  lie 

froze : 
Yet  cou'd  he  not  his  closing  Eyes  withdraw, 
Though  less  and  less  of  Emily  he  saw :    841 
So,  speechless,  for  a  little  space  he  lay  ; 
TlMn  grasp'd  the  Hand  he  held,  and  sigb'd 

his  Soul  away. 
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But  whither  went  his  Soul,  let  such  relate 
Who  search  the  S'.'crets  of  the  future  Sute : 
Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  briieve; 
Strong  Proofs  they  have,  but  not  demonstra- 
tive: 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  Sides  must  agree. 
And  Faith  it  self  be  lost  in  Certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  sure  the  best ;  850 
To  save  our  selves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 
The  soul  olAreite  went,  where  Heathens  go, 
Who  better  live  tlian  we,  though  less  they 

know. 
In  PalamoH  a  manly  Grief  appears  ; 
Silent,  he  wept.ash.im'd  to  show  his  Tears. 
Emilia    shrieVd    but    once ;     and    then, 

oppress' d 
With  Sorrow,  sunk  upon  her  Lovers  Breast : 
Till  Theseus  in  his  Arms  convey'd  with  Care 
Far  from  so  sad  a  Sight,  the  swooning  Fair. 
'Twere  Loss  of  Time  her  Sorrow  to  relate;1 
111  bears   the    Sex   a   youthful   Lover's! 

Fate,  .    861  f 

When  just  approaching  totheNuptialStatc:) 
But  like  a  low-hung  Cloud,  it  rains  so  fast. 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  last. 
TheFaceofThingsischang'd,and^/ACTt5now. 
That  laugh'd  so  late,  becomes  the  Scene  of 

Woe: 
Matrons  and  Maids,  both  Sexes,  ev'ry  State, 
With  Tears  lament  the  Knight's  untimely 

Fate. 
No^  l^eater  Grief  in  falling  Troy  was  seen 
For  Hector's  Death ;    but  Hector  was  not 

then.  870 

Old  Men  with  Dust  deform'd  their  hoary 

Hair, 
The  Women  beat  their  Breasts,  their  Cheeks 

they  tear. 
Why  would'st  thou  go,  with  one  consent 

they  cry. 
When  thou  hadst  Gold  enough,  and  Emily  ! 
Theseus  himself,  who  shou'd  have  cheer'd 

the  Grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  same  Relief. 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  Son, 
Who  various  Changes  of  the  World  had 

known. 
And  strange  Vicissitudes  of  Humane  Fate, 
Still  alt'ring,  never  in  a  steady  State :    880 

814  Soul,]  Christie  and  other*  wrongly  give 
869  Not]  Warlon  eu$d  othtra  wrongly  givt 


Good  after  111  and  after  Pain,  Delight, 
Alternate,  like  the  Scenes  of  Day  and  Night 
Since  ev'ry  Man  who  lives  is  bom  to  die, 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  Felicity, 
With  equal  Mind,  what  happens,  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy,  nor  grieve  too  much  for  Things 

beyond  our  Care. 
Like  Pilgrims  to  th'  appointed  Place  we 

tend ; 
The  World's  an  Inn,  and  Death  the  Journeys 

End. 
Ev'n  Kings  but  play  ;  and  when  their  Part 

is  done. 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  mount  the 

Throne.  890 

With  words  like  these  the  Crowd  was  satis- 

fi'd; 
And  so  they  would  have  been,  had  Theseus 

dy'd. 
But  he,  their  King,  was  lab' ring  in  his  Mind.) 
A  fitting  Place  for  Fun'ral  Pomps  to  find,  \ 
Which  were  in  Honour  of  the  Dead  design' d.  j 
And,  after  long  Debate,  at  last  he  found 
(As  Love  it  self  had  mark'd  the  Spot  of 

Ground) 
1 '.  at  Grove  for  ever  green,  that  conscious 

Lawnd, 
Where  he  with  Palamon  fought  Hand  to 

Hand : 
That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  Desires  900 
With  soft  Complaints,  and  felt  his  hottest 

Fires, 
There  other  Flames  ;night  waste  his  Earthly 

Part, 
And  burn  his  Limbs,  where  Love  had  burn'd 

his  Heart. 
This  once   resolv'd,   the  Peasants  were 

enjoin' d 
Sere  Wood,  and  Firs,  and  dodder'd  Oaks  to 

find. 
With  sounding  Axes  to  the  Grove  they  go, 
Fell,  spUt,  and  lay  the  Fewel  on  a  Row, 
VuUanian  Food  :  A  Bier  is  next  prepar'd. 
On  which  the  lifeless  Body  should  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  Cloth  of  Gold,  on  which  was 

laid  910 

The  Corps  of  Arcite,  in  like  Robes  array'd. 
White  Gloves  were  on  his  Hands,  and  cm 

his  Head 
A  Wreath  of  Laurel,  mix'd  with  Myrtle, 

spread. 
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A  Sword  kccn-cdn'fl  within  his  Right  he  held, 
The  warlike  Einbltm  of  the  conquer'd  Field  : 
Bare  was  his  manly  Visage  on  the  Bier  ; 
Menac'd  his  Countenance ;   ev'n  in  Death 

severe. 
Then   to  the   Palace-Hall   they  bore  the 

Knight, 
To  lie  in  solemn  State,  a  Publick  Sight. 
Groans,  Cries,  and  llowlings  iiil  the  Crowded 

Place,  920 

And  unaffected  Sorrow  sat  on  ev'ry  Face. 
Sad  Palamon  above  the  rest  appears, 
In  Sable  Garments,  dew'd  with  gushing 

Tears : 
His   Aubourn   Locks   on   either   Shoulder 

flow'd. 
Which  to  the  Fun'ral  of  his  Friend  he  vow  d  : 
But  Emily,  as  Chief,  was  next  his  Side, 
A  Virgin-Widow  and  a  Mourning  Bride. 
And  that  the  Princely  Obsequies  might  be 
Perform'd  according  to  his  high  Degree, 
The  Steed,that  bore  him  livingtotheFight,\ 
Was  trapp'd  with  polish'd  Steel,  all  shining  [ 

bright,  93'  | 

And  cover'd  with  th'  Atchievements  of  the 

Knight.  .    ' 

The  Riders  rode  abreast,  and  one  his  Shield, 
His  Lance  of  Cornel- wood  another  held ; 
The  third  his  Bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold. 
The  costly  Quiver,  all  of  burnish'd  Gold. 
The  Noblest  of  the  Grecians  next  appear. 
And  weeping,  on  their  Shoulders  bore  the 

Bier; 
With  sober  Pace  they  march'd,  and  often 

staid, 
And  through  the  Master-Street  the  Corps 

convev'd.  94o 

The  Houses  to  their  Tops  with  Black  were 

spread. 
And  ev'n  the  Pavements  were  with  Mourn- 
ing hid. 
The  Right-side  of  the  Pall  old  Egetis  kept, 
And  on  the  Left  the  Royal  Theseus  wept ; 
Each  bore  a  Golden  Bowl  of  Work  Divine, 
With   Honey  fill'd,  and  Milk,  and  mix'd 

with  ruddy  Wine. 
Then  Palamon,  the  Kinsman  of  the  Slain, 
And  after  him  appear'd  th'  Illustrious  Train  : 
To  grace  the  Pomp  came  Emily  the  Bright, 
With   cover'd   Fire,  the  Fun'ral    Pile    to 

light.  950 

With  nigh  Devotion  was  the  Service  made 
And  all  the  Rites  of  Pagan-Honour  paid : 


So  lofty  was  the  I'ilc,  a  Parthian  Bow, 
With  Vigour  drawn,  must  send  the  Shaft 

below. 
The  Bottom  was  full  twenty  Fathom  broad, 
With  crackling  Straw  beneath  in  due  Pro- 
portion strow'd. 
The  iFabrick  seem'd  a  Wood  of  rising  Green, 
With  Sulphur  and  Bitumen  cast  between. 
To   feed  the  Flames:    The  Trees  were\ 
unctuous  Fir,  959 

And  Mountain-Ash,  the  Mother  of  the 

Spear ; 
The  IMourner  Eugh  and  Builder  Oak  were 

there : 
The  Beech,  the  swimming  Alder,  and  the 

Plane, 
Hard  Box,  and  Linden  of  a  softer  Grain, 
And  Laurels,  which  theGods  forConqu'ring 

Chiefs  ordain. 
How  they  were  rank'd  shall  rest  untold 

by  me. 
With  nameless  Nymphs  that  lived  in  ev'ry 

Tree; 
Nor  how  the  Dryads  and  the  Woodland 

Train, 
Disherited,  ran  howling  o'er  the  Plain ; 
Nor  how  the  Birds  to  Foreign  Seats  repair'd, 
Or  Beasts  that   be      "  out,  and  saw  tlie 
Forest  bar'd :  97" 

Nor  how   the   Ground  now  dear'd  with 

gastly  Fright 
Beheld  the  sudden  Sun,  a  Stranger  to  the 
Light. 
The  Straw,  as  first  I  said,  was  laid  below : 
Of  Chips  and  Sere-wood  was  the  second  Row; 
The  third  of  Greens,  and  Timber  newly  feil'd; 
The  fourth  high  Stage  the  fragrant  Odours 

held. 
And  Pearls,  and  precious  Stones,  and  rich 

Array ; 
In  midst  of  which,  embalm'd,  the  Body  lay. 
The  Service  sung,  the  Maid  with  mourning 

Eyes 

The  Stubble  fir'd  ;   the  smouldring  Flamo 

arise :  9^ 

This  Office  done, she  sunk  upon  the  Ground; 

But  what  she  spoke,  recover'd  from  her 

Swoond, 
I  want  the  Wit  in  moving  Words  to  dr«s ; 
But  by  themselves  the  tender  Sex  may  guess. 

961  Eugh]  77ie  editors  print  Yew  ^ryAn't 
was  a  Westminster  spelling,  probably  Bum*! 
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While  the  devouring;  Fire  was  burning  fast, 
Kicli  Jewels  in  the  Flame  the  Wealthy  cast ; 
And  some  their  Shields,  and  »ome  their 

Lances  threw, 
And  fjave  the  Warriour's  Ghost  a  VVarriour's 

Due. 
Full  liowls  of  Wine,  of  Honey,  Milk  and 

Blood 
Were  pour'd  ujwn  the  Pile  of  burninfj 

Wood,  ,  ,^0 

And  hissing  Flames  receive,  and  hunurv 

lick  the  Food.  ' 

Then  thrice  the  mounted  Squadrons  ride 

.iround 
The  Fire,  and  Arcile's  Name  they  thrice 

resound  : 
Hail,  and   Farewell,   they   shouted   thrice 

amain, 
Tlirice  facing  to  the  Left,  and  thrice  they 

turn'd  again : 
Still,   as    they    turn'd,    they    beat     their 

clatt'ring  Shields ; 
The  Women  mix  their  Cries  ;  and  Clamour 

fills  the  Fields. 
The  warlike  Wakes  contiuu'd  all  the  Night, 
And  Fun'ral  Games  were  played  at  new- 
returning  Light : 
Who  naked  wrestl'd  best,  besmear'd  with 

<^^''»  1000 

Or  wiio  with  Gantlets  gave  or  took   the 

Foil, 
I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  wou'd  you  attend  ; 
But  briefly  haste  to  my  long  Stories  End. 
I  pass   the   rest ;    the   Year   was   fully 

niourn'd. 
Ami  Piiliimon  long  since  to  Thebes  return'd  : 
Wlieii,  by  the  Grecinm  general  Consent, 
At  Aihais  Theseus  held  his  Parliament ; 
Am.in};  the  Laws  that  pass'd,  it  was  decreed, 
That  cniiquer'd  Thebes  from  Bondage  shou'd 

be  freed  ; 
Reserving  Homage  to  th'  Athenian  throne. 
To  which  the  Sov'rcign  suminon'd  Pala- 
,.  ,  """'.•  ion 

L^nkiiowmg  of  the  Cause,  he  took  his  Way, 
Mmirnful  in  Mind,  and  still  in  Black  Arrav, 
The  Monarch  mounts  the  Throne,  and, 
plac'd  on  high, 
Commaiids  into  the  Coutt   the  beauteous 
Emilv : 


l^  the]  Dtrritk  and  Warton  wrongly  frive 


So  call'd,  she  came ;  the  Senate  rose,  and 

paid 
Becoming  Rev'rence  to  the  Royal  Maid. 
And  first,soft  Whisjwrs  through  th' Assembly 

went ; 
With  silent  Wonder  then  they  watch'd  th' 

Event ; 

All  hush'd,  the  King  arose  with  awful  Grace ; 

Deep   Thought   was   in    his    Breast,   and 

Counsel  in  his  Face.  103 1 

At   length   he   sigh'd ;    and   having   first 

prepar'd 
Tir    attentive    Audience,    ttius    his    Will 
dcdar'd. 
The  Cause  and  Spring  of  Motion,  from 
above 
Hung  down  on  Earth  the  Golden  Chain  of 

Love: 
Great  was  th'  Eflect,  and  high  was  his  Intent, 
When  Peace  among  the  jarring  Seeds  he 

sent ; 
Fire,  Flood,  and  Earth,  and  Air  by  this  were 

bound, 
And    Love,   the   common   Link,   the   new 

Creation  crown'd. 
The  Chain  still  holds  ;  for  though  the  Forms 
decay,  1030 

Eternal  Matter  never  wears  away  : 
The  same  First  Mover  certain  Bounds  has 

plac'd. 
How  long  those  perishable  Forms  shall  last ; 
Nor  can  they  last  beyond  the  Time  assign'd 
By  that  All-seeing  and  All-making  Mind  : 
Shorten  their  Hours  they  may ;  for  Will  is 

free. 
But  never  pass  th'  appointed  Destiny. 
So   Men   opprcss'd,   when   weary   of   their 

Breath, 
Throw  ofl  the  Burden,  and  subborn  their 

Death. 

Then,  since  those  Forms  begin,  and  have 

their  End,  1040 

On  some  unalter'd  Cause  they  sure  depend  : 

Parts  of  the  Whole  are  we',  but  God  the 

Whole, 
Who  gives  us  Life,  and  animating  SouL 
For  Nature  cannot  from  a  Part  derive 
That  Being,  which  the  Whole  can  onlv  give  : 
He  perfect,  stable  ;  but  imperfect  We, 
Subject  to  Change,  and  different  in  Degree  ; 
Plants,    Beasts,   and   Man ;    and,   as   our 

Organs  are, 
Wt  more  or  less  of  his  Perfection  share. 
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But,  by  a  long  Descent,  th'  Etherial  Fire 
Corrupts;    and   Forns,  the  mortal  lart, 
expire.  '®5' 

As  he  withdraws  his  Vertue,  so  they  pass. 
And  the  same  Matter  makes  another  Mass  : 
This  Law  th'  Omniscient  Pow'r  was  pleas  d 

to  give,  ^  ,      ,. 

That  ev'ry  Kind  should  jy  Succession  live  ; 
That  Individuals  die,  his  Will  ordains ; 
The  propagated  Species  still  remains. 
The  .Monarch  Oak.the  Patriarch  of  the  Trees, 
Shoots    rising   up,   and   spreads    by   slow 

Degrees ; 
Three  Centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  stays, 
Supreme   in   State;    and   in   three   more 
decays:  .      .     ^     "^i 

So  wears  the  paving  Pebble  in  the  blreet. 
And  Towns  and  Tow'rs  their  fatal  Period 

meet : 
So  Rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie. 
Forsaken  of  their  Springs  ;  and  leave  their 

Channels  dry.  . 

So  Man,  at  first  a  Drop,  dilates  with  Heat, 
Then  form'd,  the  little  Heart  begins  to  beat ; 
Secret  he  feeds,  unknowing  in  the  Cell ; 
At  length,  for  Hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the 
Shell,  '?^ 

And  struggles  into  Breath,  and  cries  for  Aid  ; 
Then,  helpless,  in  his  Mother's  Lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walks,  and,  issuing  into  Man, 
Grudges  their  Life  from  whence  his  own 

began : 
Retchless  of  Laws,  affects  to  rule  alone. 
Anxious  to  reign,  and  restless  on  the  Throne  ; 
First  vegetive,  then  feels,  and  reasons  last ; 
Rich  of  Three  Souls,  and  lives  all  three  to 

waste.  •    171      ' 

Some  thus  ;  but  thousands  moi.  m  How  r 

of  Age : 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  Stage. 
Sunk  in  the  first,  in  Battel  some  arc  slain, 
And  others  whelm'd  beneath  the  stormy 

Main.  ,     J?^' 

What  makes  all  this,  but  Jut     r  the  King. 
At   whose   Command   we   pti»jh,  and   we 

Then  tis  our  best,  since  thus  ordain'd  to  die, 
To  make  a  Vertne  of  Necessity- 
Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  Bad  grows  better, which  we  well  sustain: 
And  cou'd  we  chuse  the  Time,  and  chuse 

aright,  .     u  •  u 

Tis  best  to  die,  our  Honour  at  the  height. 


When   we   '    vc   done   our   Ancestors  no 

Shame,  ,  ,  |090 

But  serv'd  our  Friends,  and  well  sccur  d  our 

Fame ;  ,  ,  ■,        , 

Then  should  we  wish  our  happy  Life  to  close, 
And  leave  no  more  for  Fortune  to  disDose : 
So  should  we  make  our  Death  a  glad  Udiif 
From  future  Shame,  from  Sickness,  and  from 

Grief : 
Enjoying  while  we  live  the  present  Hour, 
And  dying  in  our  Excellence,  and  Flow'r. 
Then  round  our  Death-bed  every  Friend 

shou'd  run. 
And  joy  us  of  our  Conquest,  early  won  ; 
While  the  malicious  World,  with  cnvioui 

Tears,  ^  ^        ,     ."» 

Shou'd  grudge  our  happy  End,  and  WL«h  it 

Theirs. 
Since  then  our  Ardle  is  with  Honour  dead, . 
Why  shou'd  we  mourn,  that  he  so  soon  is  I 

freed,  .     ^    ,    ,         ,,) 


Or  call  untimely,  what  the  Gods  decreed?' 
With  Grief  as  jiist  a  Friend  may  be  deplor  d, 
From  a  foul  Prison  to  free  Air  restor'd. 
Ought  he  to  thank  his  Kinsman,  or  his  Wife, 
Cou'd  Tears  recall  him  into  wretched  Life ! 
Their  Sorrow  hurU  themselves;    on  him 

is  lost ;  ,    , .    . 

And  worse  than  both,  offends  his  happy 

Ghost.  ,    "" 

What  then  remains,  but  after    .   t  Annoy 
To  take  the  good  Vicissitude    >    oy  .•" 
To  thank  the  gracious  Gods        what  they 

Possess  our  Souls,  and,  while  \.e  live,  to  live  ? 
Ordain  we  then  two  Sorrows  to  combine. 
And  in  one  Point  th'  Extremes  of  Grief  to 

jo*"    '  ,  L  J 

That  thence  resulting  Joy  may  be  reiicwcfl, 
As  jarring  Notes  in  Harmony  conclude. 
Then  I  propose  that  Palamon  shall  Ik; 
III  Marriage  join'd  with  beauteous  Emir, 
For    which    already    I    have    gained  the 

Assent  "^' 

Of  my  free  People  in  full  rarlianieiit. 
Long  Love  to  her  has  borne  the  faithful 

Knight,  ,. 

And  well  deserv'd,  had  Fortune  done  him 

'Tis  Time  to  mend  her  Fault ;  since  &m(y 
By  Antic's  Death  from  former  Vows  is  .rce : 
Ti)^  joy  us]lVar/oii  and  others  absurdly  tin 
joyoas 
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If  you,  Fair  Sister,  ratifie  the  Accord, 
And  talte  him  lor  your  Husband,  and  your 

Lord. 
'Tis  no  Dishonour  to  confer  your  Grace 
On  one  descendi-d  from  a  Royal  Race :  1 130 
And  were  he  iess,  yet  Years  o£  Service 

past 
From  grateful  Soub  exact  Reward  at  last : 
Pity  IS  Heav'n's  and  yours ;  Nor  can  she 

find 
A  Throne  so  soft  as  in  a  Womans  Mind. 
He  said  ;  she  blush'd  ;  and  as  o'eraw'd  bv 
Might,  ' 

Seem'd  to  give  Theseus  what  she  cave  the 

Knigiit. 
Then  turning  to  the  Theban.  thus  he  said  : 
Small  Arguments  are  needful  to  persuade 
Vour  Timper  to  comply  with  my  Com- 
mand ; 
And  speaking  thus,  he  gave  Emilia's  Hand. 


Smil'd  Venus,  to  behold  her  own  true 

Knicht  ,|., 

Obtain  tlie  Conquest,  though  he  lost  the 

Fight, 
And  bfess'd  with  Nuptial  Bliss  the  sweet 

laborious  Night. 
&M,  and  Anleros,  on  either  Side, 
One  fir  d  the  Bridegroom,  and  one  warm'd 

the  Bride ; 
And  long-attending  Hymen  from  above 
Showr  d  on  the  Bed  the  whole  Idalian  Grove. 
V    ?L*  "nour  was  their  After-Life, 
No  Day  discolour'd  with  Domestick  Strife  ; 
«o  Jealousie,  but  mutual  Truth  believ'd. 
Secure  Repose,  and  Kindness  undeceiv'd. 
Thus  Hcavn,  beyond  the  Compass  of  his 

Thought,  ,,., 

Sent  him  the  Blessing  he  so  dearly  bought. 
^  """y  the  Queen  of  Love  Jong  Duty  Wess, 
And  all  true  Lovers  find  the  same  Success. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Book. 
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tell,  in  Days  of 


There  llv'd,  as  Authors 

Yore, 

A  Widow,  somewhat  old,  and  very  poor : 
Deep  in  a  Cell  her  Cottage  lonelv  stood, 
Well  thatch'd,  and  under  covert  of  a  Wood. 
Tins  Dowager,  on  whom  my  Tale  I  found, 
since  last  she  laid  her  Husband  in  the 

Ground, 
A  simple  sober  Life  in  patience  led, 
And  liad  but  just  enough  to  buy  her  Bread  • 
But  Hiiswifing  the  little  Heav'n  had  lent, 
^he  duly  i)aid  a  Groat  for  Quarter-Rent ;    10 
And  pinch'd  her  Belly,  with  her  Dauehtcrs 

two, 
To  brinp  the  Year  about  with  much  ado. 
The  Cattel  in  her  Homestead  were  three 

Sows, 

An  Ewe  called  Mally,  and  three  brinded 
lows. 

I ,tlt^f\f"^l^'^,"^'""'*^'»' Lord,  r/u/uN 
I  Ty/.''  "'■'.#'""»'  ^"is  right. 

I  naiwd  only  contemporary  edition,  x-^yo.    There 
I  are  lorat  very  false  Mops  in  the  origiMl 


Her  Parlor-Window  stuck  with  Herbs  around 
Of  say  ry  Smell ;  and  Rushes  strewed  the 

Ground. 
A  .Alaple-Dresser  in  her  Hall  she  had. 
On  which  full  many  a  slender  Meal  she  made : 
for  no  delicious  Morsel  pass'd  her  Throat : 
According  to  her  Cloth  she  cut  her  Coat :  30 
No  paynant  Sawce  she  knew,  no  costly  Treat. 
Her  Hunger  gave  a  Relish  to  her  Meat : 
A  sparing  Diet  did  her  Health  assure  ; 
Or  sick,  a  Pepi^r-Posset  was  her  Cure. 
Before  the  Day  was  done,  her  Work  she  sped. 
And  never  went  by  Candle-light  to  Bed  ; 
With  Exercise  she  sweat  ill  Humors  out ; 
Her  Dancing  was  not  hindcr'd  by  the  Gout. 
Her  Poverty  was  glad  ;  her  Heart  content, 
Wor  knew  she  what  the  Spleen  or  Vapors 

meant.  *^  „ 

'  9'"."'xr''f' -^  "=*"  *'"'<'/v  be  right.    C*auetr's 

iij  Daughter^]  Daughter /700.    A  misprint 
21  paynant]  Dryden  elsewhere  uses  Mt  form 
poynant,  and  perhaps  it  should  it  restore/here. 


T 
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Of  WSne  she  never  tasted  \iirnn» 

^''^"'^«  .  ..  >       . 

But  White  nml  Ulack  was  all  hci 

Chviir ; 
Urown    Urciul,    mitl    Milk    (I        Uf-i 

skim'd  licr  ImvvU; 
And  Kashcrs  of  sinilu'd  l»a«   »  '  '•  '    - ' 
On  Holy  Uavs,  an  V.V.V.  "'  ^>  '  "'  '""^^ 
IJiil  ht-r  Ambition  never  rcac  id  l'*    '>">' 

A  Yard  she  had  with  Tak*  ■f^\">  '•  ';'.'"• 
Some  high,  some  low,  anfl   .     >y    :\    n 

without. 
Within  this  Homestead,  Hv  <:     itliout  a  .    r 
For  crowing  loml,  the  noble  *  'n  .. i.  u i  r :    •  ^ 
So  hight  her  Cock,  whose  sinnii.     iids.  ,  >  < 
The  mcrrv  Notes  of  Ornans  at  ,iie  Ma^. 
More  certain  was  tl.e  crowiiij;  d  a  Co.  k        ^ 
To  uumbir  Hours,  than  is  an  Abbcy-ilock 
And  sooner  tiiau  the  Mattin-lkll  was  ruii}>. 
Ho  clap'd  his  Willis  upon  Ins  Koost,  and 

sung :  11 

l"<ir  wiien  Ik>^;rees  fifteen  ascended  ri-;ht, 
15y  sure  Insiincl  he    knew  'twas   One   at 

Nit;lit.  , 

Hi-li  A\as  his  Comb,  and  Coral-red  withal, 
Ii.llents  enibattel'd  like  a  <  istle-WuU  ;  50 
Hi-,  Bill  was  Uaven-black,  iiiid  shon  like  Jet, 
lUue  were  his  Le^s.  andOrient  were  his  Feet: 
White  were  liis  Nails,  like  Silver  to  behold, 
His  Ikxly  Rlitt'riiiK  like  the  burnish  d  (.old. 

This  gentle  Cock,  for  -olacc  of  his  I.ife, 
Six  Misses  had  Uside  his  lawful  Wife  ; 
Scandal,  that  spares  no  King,  tho   ne  er  so 
good,  , 

Say-,  thev  were  all  of  his  own  I'le^li  antJ 

niood:      •  ,     ,   0-1 

His  Sioters  Iwth  bv  Sire,  and  Mother  s  SiUe. 
\iid  sure  their  Likeness  show'd  them  near 

allv'd.  ,.  ,     ,. ,  ^ 

Hut  make  the  worst,  the  Monarch  did  nc 

more 
Than  all  the  I'lolomeys  had  done  before  : 
When  Incest  is  (or  Iii't'rest  of  a  Nation, 
'Tis  made  no  Sin  b\    Holy  Dispensation. 
Some  Lines  have  been  maiiitain'd  by  this 

alone, 
W'hich  bv  their  (Miiimon  I'gliiiess  are  known. 
Hut  pa,sin-  lliis  as  fmni  "'-.r  Tale  apart. 
Dame  Partlct  was  the  Soverai^n  of  his  Heart: 
Ardent  in  Love,  outragious  in  his  IMay, 
He  feathcr'il  her  a  hundred  times  a  Day  ;  70 
And  she,  that  was  not  only  pa;s.-.iiig  fair, 
But  was  withal  discreet,  and  dcUniair, 


Resolv'd  tho  passive  Doctrin  to  fulfil, 
Tho'  loath,  and  let  him  work  hw  wnked 

Will :  ,  ,  .    . 

At  Board  and  Bed  was  affable  and  kind.  , 
According  as  their  Marriage-Vow  did  biml, 
And  as  the  Churches  Precept  had  enjoin  .l.i 
Ev'n  since  she  was  a  Sennight  old,  thev  sny 
Was  chast,  and  humble  to  her  dyiii^;  iHv, ' 
Nor  Chick  nor  Hen  was  kn -wn  to  .!i,.j 
obey.  ''*' 

'tv  ♦♦'is  her  Husband'*  Heart  she  did 


I     ■      I"  i 

\  nui  cannot  Beauty  join'd  wi'hVirtvegain! 
.She  WIS  his  only  foy,  and  he  her  I' ride : 
She,  when  he  wa'ik'd,  went  pecking  by  his 

^'•^^  5  ^         .    1. 

If,  spurning  up  the  Ground,  he  sprung  a 

Com, 
Ihe  Tribute  in  his  Bill  to  her  was  born. 
But  oh  !  what  Joy  it  was  to  hear  him  sin|; 
111  Summer,  when  the  Day  began  to  sjmi.-, 
Stretching  his  Neck,  and  warbliiig  m  iiii 

Throat, 
Solus  cum  Sola,  then  was  all  his  Note.    <,o 
I'or  in  the  Days  of  Yore,  the  Birds  ot  l'iir;> 
Were  bretl  to'Speak,  and  Sing,  and  leaii  tic 

lib'ral  Arts. 
It  happ'd  that  perching  on  the  I'ail  t 

lieain 
Amidst  his  Wives  he  had  a  deadly  Urcani, 
Just  at  the  Dawn,  and  sigh'd,  and  |;ro;iii'd 

so  fast. 
As  every  Breath  he  drew  would  Ik-  Iik  l.bt. 
Dame  I'artlcl,  ever  nearest  to  hi^  Side, 
Heard  all  his  piteous  Moan,  and  lu.w  he  ay'J 
I  For  help  from  Gods  and  Men :    .Vi  '■  "ja 
'  aghast 

Shu  peck'd  and  puird,and  wakcii'd  him  at 

last.  „   '* 

Dear  Heart,  said  she,  for  Love  <  i  Ikwa 
I         declare 
Your  Tain,  and  make  me  Patti    1  ■  :  yoJ 

Care.  .     ,,  , 

'  You  groan.  Sir,  ever  since  the  Mornm-linW, 


As    something   had   dislurl)'d    \oiii 


noble 


t  li. 


I  Sprighi. 

I      And,  Madam,  well  I  might,  said 
deer, 
Never  was  .^hroveiide-ilo^k  in  su« '..  .1  i  tJ' 
Ev'n  still  1  mn  all  over  in  a  Sweat, 
■  My  Frincel     Senses  not  recoycr'd  m' 
I  For  such  a  Dream  I  luid  of  dir    W'l^i 
iThat  much  I  f.ar  my  Body  wi  i  be        t! 
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It  liodcs   I  shall  have  Wan  ami  woful 

StriJc,  lit 

(\j  ill  a  loathiom  Duniteon  end  my  Life. 
Know,  Dame.  I  dreamt  within  my  troubl'd  \ 

Ureait,  I 

Tb^it  in  our  Yard  I  saw  a  murd'rous  Deast,  [ 
Tli  It  on  my  Uody  would  have  made  Arrest./ 
Witli  waking  Eyes  I  ne'er  beheld  hli  Fellow, 
His  Colour  was  betwixt  a  Red  and  Yclluw  : 
Ti[i|>'<l  was  his  Tail,  and  both  his  pricking 

Kars 
With  black ;    and  much  unlike  his  other 

llali-i: 
The  rest,  in  Sliape  a  l)ea(;le'$  Whelp  throuKh- 

out,  130 

With  broader  Forehead, and  a  sharperSnout: 
Dtc'|)  in  liis  Front  were  sunk  his  glowing 

Eyes, 
That  yet,  mcthinks,  I  see  him  with  Surprize. 
Reach  out  your  Hand,  I  drop  with  clammy 

Sweat, 
Ami  lay  it  to  n  v  Heart,  an<;  feel  it  beat. 
Now  fy  for  Shame,  quoth  she,  by  Heav'n 

above, 
Tl.nu  hast  for  <  vcr  lost  th  ■  L.uJies  I.ove. 
N  )  Woman  can  endure  a  kccrcant  Knifiht, 
IK'  must  he  l)old  bv  Day,  and  free  by  Night : 
Our  Sex  desires  a  Husband  or  a  Friend,    130 
Who  ran  our  Honour  and  his  own  defend  ; 
Wise,  Hardy,  St  cr    ,  lib'ral  of  his  Purse  ; 
A  Fuol  is  nauseous,  hut  a  Cov.ard  worse : 
No  l)ra>,'t,'iii(;  L  Jkcoinb,  yet  no  baflletl  Kninhf . 
IIdw  <lar'st  thou  talk  of  Love,  and  dar'st  not 

Fi.^ht  } 
How  (i.u  -it  thou  tell  thy  Dame  thou  art 

afler'd  'f 
Hast  thou  no  manly  Heart, and  hasta  Heard 
If  oui^iit   from  fearful   Dreams   may  Ix; 

(iivin'd, 
Tl\tv  ^ipnify  a  Cock  of  Dunghill-kind. 
All  Dreams,  as  in  old  Gallfn  I  have  read,    140 
Are  from  Repletion  and  ("omji|(  xion  bred  ; 
From  risitig  Fumes  of  indigcsln.  Foo  1, 
■'      noxious  Humors  that  infect  the  Isiood  : 
AiH  sure,  my  Lord,  if  I  can  read  aright. 
These  foolish  Fancies  you  have  U.id  to  NiRht 
Are  eertain  Symptoms  (in  the  tanting  St  vie) 
Of  !»<)iling  Choler  and  abounding  Bile  : 
T-M  jelbw  Gaul  that  in  your  Sromach  floats, 
Iii^'enders  all  these  visi-  mary  T  lioughts. 

.  'A  iti'J  tt'ar/on  and  ilhers  wrongly  gh 


When  Choler  overflows,  then  Dreams  are 

bred  ijo 

Of  dames,  and  all  the  Family  of  Red  ; 
Red  DraKons,  and  red  lieasts  in  Sleep  we. 

view  ; 
For  Humorif  are  diHti..guish'd  by  their  Hue. 
From  hence  we  Dream  of  Wars  and  Warlike 

Things, 
And  VVas|)s  and  Hornets  with  their  double 

Wings. 
Choler  adust  congeals  our  Blood  with  fear : 
Then  black  Bulls  toss  us,  and  black  Devils 

tear. 
In  saniguinc  airy  Dreams  aloft  we  bound  ; 
With  Khumes  oppress'd,  we  sink  in  Rivirs 

drrawn'd. 
More  I  could  say,  but  thus  conclut.:   n.y 

Then  I  ,  ,60 

Tlie  domii.^ting  Humour  makes  the  Duani. 
Cato  was  ii,  his  time    ircountcd  Wise, 
.Xnd  he  condemns  thus  all  for  empty  Lies. 
Take  my  Advice,  and  wi  .en  we  fly  toGround  \ 
With  Laxatives  preserx  e  your  Body  sound  [ 
And purgethepeccantHumorsthu  abound. ' 
I  should  be  loath  to  lay  you  on  a  iUer ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'I'othecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prescribe  for  your  Disea'^e, 
And  save  long  Bills,  and  a  dnmn'd  I'tKior"^ 

Fees.  I  JO 

Two  Soveraign  Hcrhs,  which  1 1_,  ,    irtisc 

know, 
Arc  *  .1th  at  hand  (for  in      st  Yard  the^■ 

grow ;) 
On  Peril  of  my  .Soul  shall  rid  on  wholly 
Of  yellov  Choler.  and  of  Melancli   'v  : 
You  mu>t  both  Purgc,an<i  Von,  t ;    ,ut  ob..    . 
And  !i  ■■  the  Love  of  Heav'n  ni   ^e  no  delay- 
Siiiv  e  hot  and  dr\   in  your        iiplexioi   join, 
lieware  the  Sun  wjt<n  in        '^rnal  Si^n  ; 
For  when  he  mount    exa'    u  iii  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  'Vx      in  a  Flame,   180 
KepU'e  with  Choler    f  d    c  la\  a  Groat, 
A  Tertian  Ague  is  at    <'a     your  Lot. 
Perhaps  a  Fc^    "^  iwh.  h  the  Gods  forefend) 
May  bring  yi  utht'  some  untimely  End. 

And  thorefoio.  Sir.  a«  \«u  ';«.-s!re  to  live, 
A  Day  or  two  before    our  Laxative, 
Take  just  thr'  ■  Worms,  nor  under  nor  above, 
liecause  the    .ixi:-  urn-      \\  .Numbers  love. 
These  Digestives  prep;  ^  f ->t  your  Purge, 

Ol  Fumetery,  Get    lur   .  unu  opurge,      190 


187  Bndcr]  m-er 
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And  of  Ground-Ivy  add  a  Leaf,  or  two.  Rowz'd  from  his  Rest,  he  waken'd  in  a 

All  which  within  our  Yard  or  Garden  grow.  1         Start, 

Eat  these,  and  be,  my  Lord,  of  better  Cheer  ;  Shiv'ring    with    Horror,   and    with   aking 
Your  Father's  Son  was  never  born  to  fear.  Heart : 

Madam,  quoth  he,  Grammercy  for  your   At  length  to  cure  himself  by  Reason  tries; 
Care,  "Tis  but  a  Dream,  and  what  are  Dreams  I 

But  Ca/o,' whom  you  quoted,  you  may  spare  ; !         but  Lies?       ,....,.,  ,    ,      ," 

Tis  true,  a  wise,  and  worthy  Man  he  seems.   So  thinking  chang  d  his  Side,  and  closed  i 
And  (as  you  say)  gave  no  belief  to  Dreams :  '         his  Eyes.  ' 

But  other  Men  of  more  Authority,  ilis  Dream  returns ;   his  Friend  ap|iears. 

And,  by  th'  Immortal  Powers  as  wise  as  He.  i         again :  240) 

Maintain,  with  sounder  Sense,  that  Dreams 
forebode ;  20 ' 


For  Homer  plainly  says  they  come  from  God. 

Nor  Cato  said  it :   But  some  modern  Fool 

Impos'd  in  Colo's  Name  on  Boys  at  School. 
Believe  me.  Madam,  Morning  Dreams  fore- 
show 

Til'  Events  of  Things,  and  future  Weal  or 
Woe 


The  Murd'rers  come,  now  help,  or  I  ami 

slain :  I 

'Twas  but  a  Vision  still,  and  Visions  are) 

but  vain. 
He  dreamt  the  third  :  But  now  his  Friend 

appear'd. 
Pale,  naked,  pierc'd  with  Wounds,  with 

Blood  besmear'd : 
;  Thrice  warn'd,  awake,  said  he  ;  Relief  is  late, 


Some  Truths  are  not  by  Reason  to  be  try'd,  The  Deed  is  done  ;   but  thou  revenge  my 

But  we  have  sure  Experience  for  our  Guide.  |         Fate : 

An  ancient  Author,  equal  with  the  best,       1  Tardy  of  Aid,  unseal  thy  heavy  Eyes, 

Relates  this  Talc  of  Dreams  among  the  rest.  Awake,  and  with  the  dawning  Day  arise : 
Two  Friends,  or  Brothers,  with  devout  Take  to  the  Western  Gate  thy  ready  wav, 

For  by  that  Passage  they  my  Carps  convey ; 
My  Corns  is  in  a  Tumbril  laid  ;  among  251 
The  Filth   and  Ordure,  and  enclos'd  with 

Dung. 
That  Cart  arrest,  and  raise  a  common  Cry, 
For  sacred  hunger  of  my  Gold  I  die ; 


211 


Intent, 
On  some  far  Pilgrimage  together  went. 
It  happen'd  so  that,  when  the  Sun  was  down. 
They  just  arriv'd  by  twilight  at  a  Town  ; 
That  Day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  Bull, 
'Twas  at  a  Feast,  and  ev'ry  Inn  so  full. 
That  no  void   Room  in  Chamber,  or  on  ;  Then  show'd  his  grbly  Wounds ;  and  last 


Ground, 

And  but  one  sorry  Bed  was  to  be  found,       I 
And  that  so  little  it  would  hold  but  one. 
Though  till  this  Hour  they  never  lay  alone. 
So  were  they  forc'd  to  part ;  one  stay'd 

behind,  221 

His  Fellow  sought  what  Lodging  he  could 

find: 
At  last  he  found  a  Stall  where  Oxen  stood. 
And  that  he  rather  chose  than  lie  abroad. 
"Twas  in  a  farther  Yard  without  a  Door  ; 
But,  for  his  ease,  well  litter'd  was  the  Floor. 
His  Fellow,  who  the  narrow  Bed  had  kept, 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  Rocker  slept : 
Supine  he  snor'd  ;  but  in  the  Dead  of  Night, 
He  dreamt  his  Friend  appear'd  before  his 

Sight,  230 

Who,  with  a  ghastly  Look  and  doleful  Cry, 
Said,  Help  me.  Brother,  or  this  Night  I  die : 
Arise,  and  help,  before  all  Help  be  vain, 
Or  in  an  Oxes  Stall  I  shall  be  shin. 


he  drew 
A  piteous  Sigh  ;  and  took  a  long  Adieu. 

The  frighted  Friend  arose  by  break  of  Day. 
And  found  the  Stall  where  late  his  Fellow  lay. 
Then  of  his  impious  Host  inquiring  more, 
Was  answer'd   that  his   Guest  was  gone 

before :  .  260 

Muttring,  he  went,  said  he,  by  Morning-light, 
And  much  complain'd  of  his  ill  Rest  by 

Night. 
This  rais'd  Suspicion  in  the  Pilgrim's  Mind;| 
Because  all  Hosts  are  of  an  evil  Kind,     ^ 
And  oft,  tc  share  the  Spoil,  with  Robbers  j 

join'd.  ' 

His  Dream  confirm'd  his  Thought :  with 

troubled  look 
Straight  to  the  Western-Gate  his  Way  he 

took ; 
There,as  his  Dream  foretold,  a  Cart  he  found, 
That  carry'd  Composs  forth  to  dung  the 

Ground. 
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This  when  the  Pilgrim  saw,  he  stretch'd  his 
Throat,  a-o 

And  cry'd  out  Murther  with  a  yelling  Note. 
My  murther'd  Fellow  in  this  Cart  lies  dead. 
Vengeance   and   Justice   on    the   Villain's 

Head. 
you,  Magistrates,  who  sacred  Laws  dispense. 
On  you  1  call  to  punish  this  Offence. 

The  Word  thus  giv'n,  within  a  little  Space 
The  Mob  came  roaring  out,  and  throng'd  the 

Place. 
All  in  a  trice  they  cast  the  Cart  to  Ground,  \ 
And  in  the  Dung  the  murther'd  Body  found; ' 
Though  breathless,  warm,and  reekingfrom  i" 
the  Wound.  280) 

Good  Heav'n,  whose  darling  Attribute  we 

find 
Is  boundless  Grace,  and  Mercy  to  Mankind, 
Abhors  the  Cruel ;  and  the  Deeds  of  Night 
By  wond'rous  Ways  reveals  m  open  Light  • 
Murther  may  pass  unpu-.ish'd  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  Justice  will  o'ertake  the  Cnnie 
And  oft  a  speedier  pain  the  Guilty  feels. 
The  Hue  and  Cry  of  Heav'n  pursues  him 

at  the  Heels, 
Fresh  from  the  Fact;  as  in  the  presentCase;  x 
TheCriminalsareseiz'd  upon  the  Place:  290  [ 
Carter  and  Host  confronted  Face  to  Face.) 
Stiff  in  denial,  as  the  Law  appoints. 
On   Engins    they    distend    their    tortur'd 

Joints : 
So  was  confession  forc'd,  th'  Offence  was 

known. 
And  publick  Justice  on  th'  Offenders  done. 
Mere  may  you  see  that  Visions  are  to 
dread : 
And  in  the  Page  that  follows  this  I  read 
Of  two  young  Merchants,  whom  the  hope 

of  Gam 
Induc'd  in  Partnership  to  cross  the  Main  : 
Waiting    till    willing   Winds  their    .Sails  \ 

,,,  supply  d,  ,00 

Withm  a  Trading-Town  they  long  abide,  f 
Full  fairly  situate  on  a  Haven's  side. 
Tk   «,-^';"V"8  it  befel  that  looking  out, 
The  Wind  they  long  had  wish'd  was  come 
about: 

^*"g!|?^  they  went  to  Rest ;  and  if  the 
Till  Morn  continu'd,  both  resolv'd  to  sail. 


^179  foundj  bound  1700. 


This  must  it  «  «mi>. 


But  as  together  in  a  Bed  they  lay. 

The  younger  had  a  Dream  at  break  of  Day. 

A  Man,  he  thought,  stood  frowning  at  his 

Who  warn'd  him  for  hU  Safety  to  provide. 
Not  put  to  Sea,  but  safe  on  Shore  abide. 
I  come,  thy  Genius,  to  command  thy  stay ;» 
Trust  not  the  Winds,  for  fatal  is  the  Day,  I 
And  Death  unhop'd  attends  the  watry  way. ) 
The  Vision  said :  And  vanish'd  from  his 
»,,     ^'Sht ; 

The  Dreamer  waken'd  in  a  mortal  Fright : 
Then   puU'd   his   drowzy   Neighbour,  and 

dedar'd 
What  in  his  Slumber  he  had  seen,  and  heard. 
His  Friend  smil'd  scornful,  and,  with  proud 

contempt. 
Rejects  as  idle  what  his  Fellow  dreamt.  320 
Stay,  who  will  stay:    For  me  no  Fears 

restrain, 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  God  of  Gain : 
Let  each  Man  do  as  to  his  Fancy  seems, 
I  wait  not,  I,  till  you  have  better  Dreams. 
Dreams  are  but  Interludes,  which  Fancy 

makes ; 

When  Monarch-Reason  sleeps,  this  Mimick 
wakes : 

Compounds  a  Medley  of  disjointed  Things. 
A  Mob  of  Coblers  and  a  Court  of  Kings : 
Light  Fumes  are  merry,  grosser  Fumes  are 

sad ; 
Both  are  the  reasonable  Soul  run  mad :  330 
And  many  monstrous  Forms  in  Sleep  we 
t         see,  "^ 

That  neither  were,  nor  arc,  nor  e'er  can  be. 
bometimes,    forgotten    Things    long    cast 
behind 

Rush  forward  in  the  Brain,  and  come  to 

mind. 
The  Nurses  Legends  are  for  Truths  receiv'd. 
And  the  Man  dreams  but  what  the  Boy 

believ'd.  ' 

Sometimes  webutrehearse  aformerPlay,\ 
The  Night  restores  our  Action;  done  by 

Day ; 
As  Hounds  in  sleep  will  open  for  their  Prey. 
In  shortj  the  Farce  of  Dreams  is  of  a  piece, 
Uiimera  s  all ;  and  more  absurd,  or  less.  341 
You,  who  believe  in  Tales,  abide  alone, 
What  e  er  I  get  this  Voyage  is  my  own. 
Thus  while  he  spoke  he  heard  the  shouting 

That  call'd  aboard  and  took  his  last  adieu. 


1*' 


pi  r 

h!  ^ 


.n 
I* 


,) 
■J 


!*• 


# 


■.t 


320 


THE  COCK  AND  THE  FOX 


i: 


I 


f. 


The  Vessel  vvciit  before  a  merry  Gale, 
And  for  quick  Passage  put  on  ev'ry  Sail : 
But  when  least  fear'd,  and  ev'n  in  open  Day, 
The  Mischief  overtook  her  in  the  way  : 
Whether  she  sprung  a  Leak,  I  cannot  find, 
Or  whether  she  was  overset  with  Wind  ;  351 
Or  that  some  Rock  he\ovr,  her  bottom  rent ; 
But  down  at  once  with  all  herCrcw  she  went; 
Her  Fellow  Ships  from  far  her  Loss  de- 

scry'd ; 
But  only  she  was  sunk,  and  al!  were  safe 

beside. 
i  /  this  Example  you  are  taught  again, 
That  Dreamsanc'.  Visionsare  not  always  vain: 
But  if,  dear  Partlet,  you  are  yet  in  doubt. 
Another  Tale  shall  make  the  former  out. 
Kenelm,  the  Son  of  Kenulph,  Mercians 

King,  3<5o 

Whose  holy  Life  the  Legends  loudly  sing, 
Warn'd,  in  a  Dream,  his  Murther  did  foretel 
From  Point  to  Point  as  after  it  befcl : 
All  Circumstances  to  his  Nurse  lie  told, 
(A  VVonder,  from  a  Child  of  sev'n  Years  old  ) 
The  Dream  with  Horror  heard,  the  good  old 

Wife 
From  Treason  counsell'd  him  to  guard  his 

Life  : 
But  close  to  keep  the  Secret  in  his  Mind, 
For  a  Boy's  Vision  small  Belief  would  find. 
The  pious  Child,  by  Promise  bound,  ohey'd. 
Nor  was  the  fatal  Murther  long  delay'd  :  371 
By  Quenda  slain,  he  fell  before  his  time. 
Made  a  young  Martyr  by  his  Sister's  Crime. 
The  Tale  is  told  by  venerable  liede. 
Which,  at  your   better  leisure,  you   may 

read. 
Macrobius  too  relates  the  Vision  sent 
To  the  great  Scipio  with  the  fam'd  event ; 
Objections  makes,  but  after  makes  Replies. 
And  adds,  that  Dreams  are  often  Prophecies. 
Of    Daniel   you    may    read    in    Ilolyi 

Writ,  380 1 

Who,  when  the  ¥a\.^  his  Vision  did  forget,  r 
Cou'd    Word   for   Word    the   wond'rousj 

Dream  repeat.  ' 

Nor  less  of  Patriarch  Joseph  understand, 
Who  by  a  Dream  inslav'd  th'  Egyptian  Land, 
The  Years  of  Plenty  and  of  Dearth  foretold, 
VVhen  for  their  Bread,  their  Liberty  they 

sold. 
Nor  must  th'  exalted  Buttler  be  forgot, 
Nor  he  whose  Dream  presag'd  his  hanging 

Lot. 


And  did   not   Croesus  the  same  Death 

foresee, 
Rais'd  in  his  Vision  on  a  lofty  Tree  ?     390 
The  wife  of  Hector  in  his  utmost  Pride, 
Dreamt  of  his  Death  the  Night  before  he 

dy'd: 
Well  was  he  warn'd  from  Battle  to  refrain ;  1 
But  Men  to  Death  decreed  are  warn'd  in  | 

vain :  r 

He  dar'd  the  Dream,  and  by  his  fatal  Foe  | 

was  slain.  ' 

Much  more  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to 

speak. 
For  see  the  rud-ly  Day  begins  to  break : 
Let  this  sufhce,  that  plainly  I  foresee 
My  Dream  was  bad,  and  bodes  Adversity : 
But  neither  Pills  nor  Laxatives  I  like,    400 
They  only  serve  to  make  a  well-man  sick : 
Of  these  his  Gain  the  sharp  Phisician  makes, 
And  often  gives  a  Purge,  but  seldom  takes: 
They  not  correct,  but  poyson  all  the  151oo<l, 
And  ne'er  did  any  but  the  Doctors  goal. 
Their  Tribe,  Trade,  Trinkets,  I  defy  tiicm  all, 
With  ev'ry  work  of  'Pothecary's  Hall. 
These  melancholy  Matters  I  forbear ; 
But   let  me  tell  Thee,  Partlet  mine,  and 

swear, 
That  when  I  view  the  Beauties  of  thy  F.acc, 
I  fear  not  Death,  nor  Dangers,  nor  Dis- 
grace: 4" 
So  may  my  Soul  have  Bliss,  as  when  I  spy 
The  Scarlet  Red  about  thy  Partriiljje  Eye, 
While  thou  art  constant  to  thy  own  true  1 

Knight,  I 

While  thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thy  deliulit, 
All    Sorrows  at  thy  Presence  take  tlairl 

flight.  ' 

For  true  it  is,  a    •«  Prineipio, 
Mtdier  est  kominis  conjusio. 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is,    419 
That  Woman  is  to  Man  his  Soveraign  Bliss. 
For  when  by  Night  I  feel  your  tender  Side, 
Though  for  the  narrow  Perch  I  cannot  ride, 
Yet  I  have  such  a  Solace  in  my  .Mind, 
That  all  my  boding  Cares  are  cast  behind : 
And  ev'n  already  I  forget  my  Dream. 
He  said,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the 

Beam, 
For  Day-light  now  began  apace  to  spring, 
The  Thrush  to  whistle,  and  the  Lark  to  sing. 
Then  crowing  clap'd  his  Wings,  th'  .^!!pointcd 

call. 
To  chuck  his  Wives  together  in  the  Hall.  43" 
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IJy  this  tlic  Widow  had  unbarr'd  the  Door, 
And  Cliantidcer  went  strutting  out  before, 
With  Royal  Courace.and  with  Heart  so  light, 
Assiiew'd  he  scorned  theVisionsof  the  Night. 
Now  roaming  in  the  Yard,  he  spurn'd  the 

Ground, 
And  gave  to  Partlct  the  first  Grain  he  found. 
Then  often  feather'd  her  with  wanton  Play, 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  e'er  prime  of  Day 
And  took  by  turns  and  gave  so  much  delight. 
Her  Sisters  pin'd  with  Envy  at  the  Sight.  440 
lie  chuck'd  again,  when  other  Corns  he 

found. 
And  scarcely  dcign'd   ft»   set   a   Foot   to 

Ground, 
But  swagger'd  like  a  Lord  about  his  Hall, 
And  his  sev'n  Wives  came  running  at  his  call. 
Twas  now  the  Month  in  which  the  World 

began, 
(If  March  beheld  the  first  created  Man :) 
And  since  the  vernal  Equinox,  the  Sun 
In  Aries  twelve  Degrees,  or  more  had  run  ; 
When,  casting  up  his  Eyes  against  the  Light, 
Both    Month,    and    Day,   and    Hour,    he 

measur'd  right ;  450 

And  told  more  truly,  than  th'  Ephemeris, 
For  Art  may  err,  but  Nat  re  cannot  miss. 
Thus  numb'ring  Times,  and  Seasons  in 

his  Breast, 
Ilii  second  crowing  the  third  Hour  confess'd. 
Then  turning,  said  to  Partlet,  See,  my  Dear, 
How  lavish  Nature  has  adorn'd  the  Year  ; 
How  the  pale  Primrose,  and  blue  Violet 

spring. 
And  Birds  essay  their  Throats  disus'd  to  sing: 
All  these  are  ours ;  and  I  with  pleasure  see 
Man  strutting  on   two    Legs,  and    aping 

me!  460 

An  uiillcdg'd  Creature,  of  a  lumpish  frame, 
Indcw'd  with  fewer  Particles  of  (lame : 
Our  Dame  sits  couring  o'er  the  Kitchln-fire, 
I  draw   fresh   Air,   and    Nature's   Works 

admire : 
And  ev'n  this  Day,  in  more  delight  abound. 
Than,  since  I  was  an  Egg,  I  ever  found. 
The  time  sliall  come  when  Chanticleer  shall 

wish 
His  Words  unsaid,and  hate  his  boasted  Bliss: 


490 
break  of 


The  crested  Bird  shall  byEx|)erienceknow,N 

ister-oieCe  below  •  '- 

_       -^f}( 

The  Vessel  of  his  Bliss  to  Dregs  is  run, 
And  Ileav'n  will  have  him  tast  his  other  Tun. 

BR. 


Jove  made  not  him  his  Master-pieCe  below  ;  \ 
And  learn  the  latter  end  of  Joy  is  Woe.   47 1 1 


Ye  Wise,  draw  near,  and  hearken  to  my 

Tale,  ' 

Which  proves  that  oft  the  Proud  by  Flatt'ry 

The  Legend  is  as  true  I  undertake 
As  Tristram  is,  and  Launcelot  of  the  Lake : 
Which  all  our  Ladies  in  such  rcv'rence  hold. 
As  if  in  Book  of  Martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  Fox  full  fraught  with  seeming  Sanctity, 
That  fear'd  an  Oath,  but  like  the  Devil, 

would  lie,  >8j 

Who  look'd  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  Leer, 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  say'd  his  Pray'r  .• 
This  pious  Cheat,  that  never  suck'd  the/ 

Blood, 
Nor  chaw'd  the  Flesh  of  Lambs,  but  when 

he  cou'd. 
Had  pass'd  three  Summers  in  the  neich- 

tfringVVood;  *"    , 

And  musing  long  whom  next  to  circumvent, 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  Fancy  bent ; 
And  in  his  high  imagination  cast, 
By  Stratagem  to  gratify  his  Tast. 
The  Plot  contriv'd,  before  the 

Samt  Reynard  through  the  Hedge  had  made 

his  way  ; 
The  Pale  was  next,  but  proudly,  with  a 

bound 
He  lept  the  Fence  of  the  forbidden  Ground  : 
Yet  fearing  to  be  seen,  within  a  Bed 
Of  Coleworts  he  conceal'd  his  wily  Head  ; 
Then  sculk'd  till  Afternoon,  and  watch'd 

his  time, 
(As  Murd'rers  use)  to  jierpctrate  his  Crime. 

0  Hypocrite,  ingenious  to  destroy, 
O  Traytor,  worse  tlian  Sinon  was  to  Troy ; 
0  vile  Subverter  of  the  Gallick  Reign,  501 
More  false  than  Gano  was  to  Charletnaign  ! 
0  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhaiipy  Hour 
Did' St  thou  forsake  the  Safety  of  thy  Bow'r : 
Better  for  Thee  thou  had'st  believ'd  thy 

Dream, 
And  not  that  Day  descended  from  the  Beam! 

But  here  the  Doctors  eagerly  dispute : 
Some  hold  Predestination  absolute ! 
Some  Clerks  maintain,  that  Heav'n  at  first 

foresees. 

And  in  the  virtue  of  Foresight  decrees.   510 
If  this  be  so,  then  Prescience  binds  the  Will, 
And  Mortals  are  not  free  to  Good  or  111 
For  what  he  first  foresaw,  he  must  ordain 
Or  its  fternal  Presrience  tnay  be  vain 
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As  bad  hr  us  as  Prescience  had  not  bin  : 
For  first,  or  last,  he's  Author  of  the  Sin. 
And  who  says  that,  let  the  blaspheming  Man 
Say  worse  ev'n  of  the  Devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  Eternal  Pow'r  be  just 
To  punish  Man,  who  Sins  because  he  must  ? 
Or,  how  can  He  reward  a  vertuous  Deed,  521 
Which  is  not  done  by  us  ;  but  first  decreed  / 

I  cannot  boult  this  Matter  to  the  Bran, 
As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Austin  ran : 
If  Prescience  can  determine  Actions  so 
That  we  must  do,  because  he  did  foreknow 
Or  that  foreknowing,  yet  our  Choice  is  free, 
Not  forc'd  to  Sin  by  strict  necessity  ; 
This  strict  necessity  they  simple  call. 
Another  sort  there  is,  conditional.  530 

The  first  so  binds  v.ieWill  thatThmgs  fore- 
known 
By  Spontaneity,  not  Choice,  are  done. 
Thus  Galley-Slaves  tug  willing.at  theirOar, 
Content  to  work,  in  prospect  of  the  Shore ; 
But  wou'd  not  work  at  all,  ii  not  con- 
straint before. 
That  other  does  not  Liberty  constrain, 
But  Man  may  either  act,  or  may  refrain. 
Heav'n  made  us  Agents  free  to  Good  or  111, 
.\nd  forc'd  it  not,  tho'  he  foresaw  the  Will. 
FreedcM    was    first   bestow'u    on   human 
Race,  540 

And  Prescience  only  held  the  second  place. 
If  he  could  make  such  Agents  wholly  free, 
I  not  dispute  ;  the  Point 's  too  high  for  me ; 
For  Heav'n's  unfathom'd  Pow'r  what  Man 

can  sound. 
Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  Bound  ? 
He  made  us  to  his  Image  all  agree  ;  \ 

That  Image  is  the  Soul,  and  that  must  be,  ^ 
Or  not  the  Maker's  Image,  or  be  free.        ' 
But  whether  it  were  better  Man  had  been 
By  Nature  bound  to  Good,  not  free  to  Sin, 
I  wave,  for  fear  of  splitting  on  a  Rock.  551 
The  Tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  Cock  ; 
Who  had  not  run  the  hazard  of  his  Life 
Had  he  believ'd  his  Dream,  and  not  his  VVife: 
For  Women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  Kind, 
Pervert,  with  bad  Advice,  our  better  Mind. 
A  Woman's  Counsel  brought  us  first  to  Woe, 
And  made  her  Man  his  Paradice  forego. 
Where  at  Heart's  ease  he  liv'd,  and  might 

have  bin 
As  free  from  Sorrow  as  he  was  from  Sin.  560 


For  what  the  Devil  had  their  Sex  to  do. 
That,  bom  to  Folly,  they  presum'd  to  know, 
And  could  not  see  the  Serpent  in  the  Crass  ? 
But  I  my  self  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

Silence  in  times  of  Sufi'ring  is  the  best, 
'Tis  dang'rous  to  disturb  a  Hornet's  Nest. 
In  other  Authors  yoi.  may  find  enough, 
But  all  they  say  of  Dames  is  idle  Stuff. 
Legends  of  lying  Wits  together  bound. 
The  Wife  ot  Bath  would  throw  'em  to  tlic 

Ground :  570 

These  are  the  words  of  Chanticleer,  not  mine, 
I  honour  Dames,  and  think  their  .Sex  divine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  Tale  Wgun. 
Lay  Madam  Partlet  basking  in  tlic  Sun, 
Breast-high  in  Sand  :  Her  Sisters,  in  a  row, 
Enjoyed  the   Beams  above,  the  Warmtli 

below. 
Tab  Cock,  that  of  his  Flesh  was  ever  free, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  Mermaid  in  the  Sea  : 
And  so  befel,  that  as  he  cast  his  Eye 
Among  the  Colworts  on  a  Butterfly,      580 
He  saw  false  Reynard  where  he  lay  full  low, 
I  need  not  swear  he  had  no  list  to  Crow : 
But  cry'd.  Cock,  Cock,  and  gave  a  suddain 

Start, 
As  sore  dismaid  and  frighted  at  his  Heart. 
For  Birds  and  Beasts,  inform'd  by  Nature, 

know 
Kinds  opposite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  Foe. 
So,  Chanticleer,  who  never  saw  a  Fox, 
Yet  shun'd  him  as  a  Sailor  shuns  the  Kocks. 
But  the  false  Loon,  who  cou'd  not  work 

his  Will 
By  open  Force,  employed  his  flatt'ring  Skill : 
I  hope,  my  Lord,  said  he,  I  not  offend,  591 
Are  you  afraid  of  me  that  am  your  Frieml  ? 
I  were  a  Beast  indeed  to  do  you  wrong, 
I,  who  have  lov'd  and  honour'd  you  so  long : 
Stay,  gentle  Sir,  nor  take  a  false  Alarnt, 
For,  on  my  Soul,  I  never  meant  you  barm. 
I  come  no  Spy,  nor  as  a  Traytor  press, 
To  learn  the  Secrets  of  your  soft  Recess : 
Far  be  from  Reynard  so  prophane  a  Thought, 
But  by  the  Sweetness  of  your  Voice  was 

brought :  ^ 

For,  as  I  bid  my  Beads,  by  chance  I  heard 
The  Song  as  of  an  Angel  in  the  Yard : 
A  Song  that  wou'd  have  charm'd  th'  infernal 

Gods,, 
And  banish'd  Horror  from  the  dark  Abodes: 


534  ComUt$i]  Content  tjoo. 
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Had  Ortheus  sung  it  in  the  neather  Sphere, 
So  much  theil ymn  had  pleas'd  theTyrant's 

Ear, 
The  Wife  had  been  detain'd,  to  keep  the 
Husband  there. 
My  Lord,  your  Sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  Peer  deserving  such  a  Son,  as  you  : 
He,  with  your  Lady-Mother  (whom  Ileav'n 
rest)  6,0 

Has  often  grac'd  my  IIou?e,  and  been  my 

Guest 
To  view  his  living  Features  does  me  gootl, 
For  I  am  your  poor  Neighbour  in  the  Wood  ; 
And  in  my  Cottage  shou'd  be  proud  to  see 
The  worthy  Heir  of  my  Friend's  Family. 
But  since  I  speak  of  Singing  let  me  say, 
As  with  an  upright  Heart  I  safely  may. 
That,  save  your  self,  there  breaths  not  on 

the  Ground 
One  like  your  Father  for  a  Silver  sound. 
So  sweetly  wou'd  he  wake  the  Winter-day, 
That   Matrons    to   the   Church   mistook 

their  way,  621 

And  thought  they  heard  the  merry  Organ 

play. 
And  he  to  raise  his  Voice  with  artfiJ  Care, 
(What   will   not  Beaux  attempt   to  please 

the  Fair  .>) 
OnTiptoe  stood  to  sing  with  grcaterStrength, 
And  stretch'd  his  comely  Neck  at  all  the 

length  : 
And  while  he  pain'd  his  Voice  to  pierce  the 

Skies, 
As  Saints  in  Raptures  use,  would  shut  his 

Eyes, 
That  the  sound  striving  through  the  narrow 

Throat, 
His  winking  might  avail,  to  mend  the  Note. 
By  this,  in  Song,  he  never  had  his  Peer,  631 
From  sweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer  ; 
Not  Maro's  Muse,  who  sung  the  mighty  Man, 
Nor  Pindar's  heav'nly   Lyre,  nor  Horace 

when  a  Swan. 
Your  Ancestors  proceed  from  Race  divine : 
iJl"^  ^'■'«'"«  and  Belinus  is  your  Line  ; 
Who  gave  to  sov'raign  Rome  such   loud 

Alarms, 
That  cv'n  the  Priests  were  not  excus'd  from 

Arms. 


trint  *^'''**"'*10T»*'»"«'7a>-  A  ludicrous  mii- 
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Besides,  a  famous  Monk  of  modem  times. 
Has  left  of  Cocks  recorded  in  his  Rhimes,  640 
That  of  a  Parish-Priest  the  Son  and  Heir 
(When    Sons    of    Priests    were    from    the 

Proverb  clear) 
Affronted  once  a  Cock  of  noble  Kind, 
And  either  lam'd  his  Legs,  or  struck  him 

blind  ; 
For  which  the  Clerk  his  Father  was  disgrac'd. 
And  in  his  Benefice  another  plac'd. 
Now  sing,  my  Lord,  if  not  for  love  of  me. 
Yet  for  the  sake  of  sweet  Saint  Charity  ; 
Make    Hills   and    Dales,   and    Earth    and 

Heav'n  rejoice. 
And  emulate  your  Father's  Angel-voice.  650 
The  Cock  was  pleas'd  to  hear  him  speak 
so  fair. 
And  proud  beside,  as  solar  People  are  ; 
Nor  cou'd  the  Treasonf  rom  the  Truth  descry. 
So  was  he  ravish'd  with  this  Flattery : 
So  much  the  more  as  from  a  little  Elf, 
He  had  a  high  Opinion  of  himself : 
Though  sickly,  slender,  and  not  large  of 

Limb, 
Concluding  all  the  World  was  made   for 
him. 
Ye  Princes,  rais'd  by  Poets  to  the  Gods, 
And  Alexander'd  up  in  lying  Odes,        660 
Believe  not  ev'ry  flatt'ring  Knave's  report, 
i  There 's  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in   the 
I         Court ; 

And  he  shall  be  receiv'd  with  more  regard 
And    list'ned    to,    than    modest  Truth    is 
heard. 
This  Chanticleer,  of  whom  the  Story  sings. 
Stood  high  upon  his  Toes,  and  clap'd  his 

Wings ; 
Then  stretch'd  his  Neck,  and  wink'd  with 

both  his  Eyes, 
Ambitious,    as    he    sought    th'    Olympick 

Prize. 
But  while  he  pain'd  himself  to  raise  his  Note, 
False  Reynard  rush'd,  and  caught  him  by  the 
Throat.  g^o 

Then  on  his  Back  he  laid  the  precious  Load. 
And  sought  his  wonted  shelter  of  the  Wood  ; 
Swiftly  he  made  his  way,  the  Mischief  done, 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  pursu'd  by  none. 

Alas,  what  stay  is  there  in  human  State, 
Or  who  can  shun  inevitable  Fate  ? 
The  Doom  was  written,  the  Decree  was  past, 
Eer  the  Foundations  of  the  World  were 
cast ! 
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In  Aries  though  the  Sun  exalted  stood, 
His  Patron-Planet  to  procure  his  good  ;  68o 
Yet  Saturn  was  his  mortal  Foe,  and  he 
In  Libra  rais'd,  oppos'd  the  same  Degree : 
The  Rays  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  Pow'r, 
Each  thwarting  other,  made  a  mingled  Hour. 
On  Friday-morn  he  dreamt  this  direful 

Dream, 
Cross  to  the  worthy  Native,  in  his  Scheme  ! 
Ah  blissful  Venus,  Goddess  of  Delight, 
How  cou'dst  thou  suffer  thy  devoted  Knight, 
On  thy  own  Day,  to  fall  by  Foe  opprcss'd, 
The  wight  of  all  the  World  who  serv'd  thee 

best?  690 

Who  true  to  Love,  was  all  for  Recreation, 
And  minded  not  the  Work  of  Propagation. 
Gaujride,  who  could'st  so  well  in  Rhime 

complain 
The  Death  of  Richard  with  an  Arrow  slain. 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Muse,  or  thou  my  Heart, 
To  sing  this  heavy  Dirge  with  equal  Art ! 
That  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain  ; 
For  on  that  Day  was  Ceur  de  Lion  slain. 
Not  louder  Cries,   when   Ilium  was   in 

Flames, 
Were   sent    to    Heav'n   by    woful    Trojan 

Dames,  700 

When  Pyrrhus  toss'd  on  high  his  bumish'd\ 

Blade, 
And  ofler'd  Priam  to  his  Father's  Shade,  )■ 
Than  for  the  Cock  the  widow'd   Poultry 

made.  ' 

Fair  Partlet  first,  when  he  was  born  from 

sight. 
With  soveraign  Shrieks  bewail'd  her  Captive 

Knight : 
Far  lowder  than  the  Carlhaginian  Wife, 
When  Asdrubal  her  Husband  lost  his  Life, 
When  she  beheld  the  smouldring  Flames 

ascend, 
And  all  the  Punick  Glories  at  an  end : 
Willing  into  the  Fires  she  plung'd  her  Head, 
With  greater  Ease  than  others  seek  their 

Bed.  7" 

Not  more  aghast  the  Matrons  of  Renown, 
When  Tyrant   Nero  bum'd   th'    Imperial 

Town, 
Shriek'd  for  the  downfal  in  a  doleful  Cry, 
For  which  their  guiltless  Lords  were  doom'd 

to  die. 
Now  to  my  Story  I  return  again : 
The  trembling  Widow,  and  her  Daughters 

twain, 


This  woful  cackling  Cry  with  Horror  heard, 
Of  those  distracted  Damsels  in  the  Yard  ; 
And  starting  up,  beheld  the  heavy  Sight,  720 
How  Reynard  to  the  Forest  took  his  Flight, 
And  cross  his  Back,  as  in  triumphant  Scorn, 
The  Hope  and  Pillar  of  the  House  was  born. 
The  Fox,  the  wicked  Fox,  was  all  the  Cry, 
Out  from  his  House  ran  ev'ry  Neighbour 

nigh: 
The  Vicar  first,  and  after  him  the  Crew, 
With  Forks  and  Staves  the  Fellon  to  pursue. 
Ran  Coll  our  Dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  Band, 
And  Malkin,  with  her  Distaff  in  her  Hand : 
Ran  Cow  and  Calf,  and  Family  of  Hogs,  750 
In  Panique  Horror  of  pursuing  Dogs  ; 
With  many  a  deadly  Grunt  and  doleful 

Squeak 
Poor  Swine,  as  if  their  pretty  Hearts  would 

break. 
The  Shouts  of  Men,  the  Women  in  dismay, 
With  Shrieks  augment  the  Terror  of  the 

Day. 
The  Ducks,  that  heard  the  Proclamation 

cry'd. 
And  fear'd  a  Persecution  might  betide, 
FuU  twenty  Mile  from  Town  their  Voyage 

take. 
Obscure  in  Rushes  of  the  liquid  Lake. 
The  Geese'  fly  o'er  the  Barn ;   the  Bees  in 

Arms,  740 

Drive  headlong  from  their  Waxen  Cells  in 

Swarms. 
Jack  Straw  at  London-stone  with  all  his  Rout 
Struck  not  the  City  with  so  loud  a  Shout ; 
Not  when  with  English  Hate  they  did  pursue 
A  French  Man,  or  an  unbelieving  Jeic : 
Not  when  the  Welkin  rung  with  one  and 

all; 
And  Echoes  bounded  back  fromFoxV Hall; 
Earth  seem'd  to  sink  beneath,  and  Heav'n 

above  to  fall. 
With   Might   and   Main   they   chas'd  the 

murd'rous  Fox, 
With  brazen  Trumpets,  and  inflated  Vox, 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  Sounds,    751 
Nor   wanted    Horns    t'    inspire   sagacious 

Hounds. 
But  see  how  Fortune  can  confound  the 

Wise, 
And  when  they  least  expect  it,  turn  the  Dice. 
"The  Captive  Cock,  who  scarce  cou'd  draw 

his  Breath, 
And  lay  within  the  very  Jaws  of  Death, 
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Yet  in  this  Agony  his  Fancy  wroueht, 
And  Fear  supply'd  him  with  this  happy 

Thought : 
Yours  is  the  Prize,  victorious  Prince,  said  he, 
The  Vicar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  Village 

see,  760 

Enjoy  your  friendly  Fortune  while  you  may, 
Anil  bid  the  Churls  that  envy  you  the  Prey, 
Callback  their mungrilCurs.and cease  tiieirt 

Cry.  I 

Sec,  Foob,  the  shelter  of  the  Wood  is  nigh,  [ 
And  Chanticleer  in  your  despight  shall  die.) 
He  shall    be  pluck'd    ancl    eateu    to   the 

Bone. 
'lis  well  advis'd,  in  Faith  it  shall  be  done  ; 
Tliis  Reynard  said :    but  as  the  Word  he 

spoke, 
The   Pris'ncr  with  a  Spring  from   Prison 

broke : 
Then  stretch'd  his  fcather'd  Fans  with  all 

his  might,  ^^o 

And  to  the  neighb'ring  Maple  wing'd  his 

flight. 
Whom  when  the  Traytor  safe  on  Tree 

beheld. 
He  curs'd  the  Gods,  with  Shame  and  Sorrow 

fiU'd ; 
Shame  for  his  Folly  ;  Sorrow  out  of  time. 
For  Plotting  an  unprofitable  Crime : 
Yet  mast'ring  both,  th'  Artificer  of  Lies 
Renews  th'  Assault,  and  his  last  I^tt'ry 

tries. 
Though  I,  said  he,  Cid  ne'er  in  Thought 

oflend. 
How  justly   may   my    Lord    suspect    his 

Friend ! 
Th'  appearance  is  against  me,  I  confess,  780 
\yho  seemingly  have  put  you  in  Distress : 
You,  if  your  Goodness  does  not  plead  my 

Cause, 
May  think  I  broke  all  hospitable  Laws, 
To  bear  you  from  your  Palace-yard  by 

Might, 
And  put  your  noble  Person  m  a  Fright : 
This,  since  you  take  it  ill,  I  must  repent. 
Though  Heav'n  can  witness  with  no  bad 

intent 
I  practis'd  it,  to  make  you  taste  your  Cheer, 
With  double  Pleasure,  first  prepared  by  fear. 


So 


790) 


loyal    Subjects    often     seize    their 

Prince, 
Forc'd  (for  his  Good)  to  seeming  Violence^ 
Vet  mean  his  sacred  Person  not  the  least  | 

Offence.  / 

Descend  ;  so  help  me  Jofe  as  you  shall  find 
That  Reynard  comes  of  no  dissembling  Kind. 
Nay,  quoth  the  Cock ;  but  I  beshrew  us 

both. 
If  I  believe  a  Saint  upon  his  Oath : 
An  honest  Man  may  take  a  Knave's  Advice, 
But  Idiots  only  will  be  couzcn'd  twice : 
Once  warn'd  is  well  bewar'd :  No  flattering  \ 

lies 
Shall  sooth  me  more  to  sing  with  winking  r 

Eyes,  800 

And  open  Mouth,for  fear  of  catching  Flies.  / 
Who  Blmdfold  walks  upon  a  Rivers  brim. 
When  he  should  see,  has  he  deserv'd  to 

swim? 
Better,  Sir  Cock,  let  all  Contention  cease. 
Come  down,  said  Reynard,  let  us  treat  of 

Peace. 
A  Peace  with  alt  my  Soul,  said  Chanticleer ; 
But,  with  your  Favour,  I  will  treat  it  here : 
And  least  the  Truce  with  Treason  should  be 

mixt, 
'Tis  my  concern  to  have  the  Tree  betwixt. 

THE  MORAL 

In  this  plain  Fable  you  th'  Effect  may  see 
Of  Negligence,  and  fond  Credulity  :        811 
And  learn  besides  of  Flatt'rers  to  beware, 
Then  most  pernicious  when  they  speak  loo 

fair. 
The  Cock  and  Fox,  the  Fool  and  Knave 

imply ; 

The  Truth  is  moral,  though  the  Tale  a  Lie. 
Who  spoke  in  Parables,  I  dare  not  say  ;  \ 
But  sure,  he  knew  it  was  a  pleasing  way,  [ 
Sound  Sense,  by  plain  Example,  to  convey,' 
And  in  a  Heathen  Author  we  may  find,  \ 
That  Pleasure  with  Instruction  should  be 
join'd :  820 

So  take  the  Corn,  and  leave  the  Chaff  be- 
hind. 
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THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF;  OR,  THE  LADY 
IN  THE  ARBOUR. 


A   VISION. 
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Now  turning  from  the  wintry  Signs,  the  Sun 
His  Course  exulted  through  tlic  Kaui  iiad 

run  •. 
And  whirling  up  the  Skies,  his  Ciiariot  drove 
Through  Taurus,  and  tlie  lightsome  Reuhns 

of  Love, 
Where   Venus  from  her  Orb  descends  in 

Show'rs 
To  glad  the  Ground,  and  paint  the  Fields 

with  Flow'rs : 
When  first  the  tender  Blades  of  Grass 

appear, 
And  Huds  that  yet  the  blast  of  Eurus  fear. 
Stand  at  tlie  door  of  Life  ;   and  doubt  to 

doath  the  Year  ; 
Till  gentle  Heat,  and  soft  repeated  Rains  lo 
Make  the  green  Blood  to  dance  within  their 

Veins : 
Then,  at  their  Call,  cmbolden'd  out  they 

come, 
And  swell  the  Gems,  and  burst  the  narrow 

Room ; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  Blooms  dis- 
play, 
Salute  the  welcome  Sun,  and  entertain  the 

Day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  Souls  the  Sweets 

repair 
To  scent  the  Skies,  and  purge  th'  unwhole- 
some Air : 
Joy  spreads  the  Heart,  and  with  a  general 

Song, 
Spring  issues  out,  and  leads  liic  jolly  Months 

along. 
In  that  sweet  Season,  as  in  Bed  I  lay,     20 
And  sought  in  Sleep  to  puss  the  Night  away, 
1  turned  my  weary  Side,  but  still  in  vain, 
Tho'  full  of  youthful  Health,  ai.;'  void  of 

Pain: 
Cares  I  had  none  to  keep  me  from  my  Rest, 
For  Love  had  never  enter'd  in  my  Breast ; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  supply, 
Nor  did  she  Slumber  till  that  hour  deny  : 


The  Flowek  auu  the  Leaf.  Text  from  the 
first  and  only  coiiteinpoiary  edition,  i;uo,  except 
or  variants  rioted. 


I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true, 
Much  Joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  Dew : 
Sea's  wou'd  be  Pools  without  the  brushing . 

Air,  30 

To  curl  the  Waves  ;  and  sure  some  little  [ 

Care 
Shou'd  weary  Nature  so,  to  make  her  want  | 

repair. 
When  Chaunticlcer  the  second  Watch  had 

sung. 
Scorning   the  Scorner  Sleep  from  Bed  I 

sprung. 
And  dressing,  by  the  Moon,  in  loose  Array 
Pass'd  out  in  ojjen  Air,  preventing  Day, 
And  sought  a  goodly  Grove,  as  Fancy  led 

my  way. 

Strait  as  a  Line  in  beauteous  Order  stood 
Of  Oaks  unshorn  a  venerable  Wood  ; 
Fresh  was  the  Grass  beneath,  and  ev'ry 

Tree,  40 

At  distance  planted  in  a  due  degree. 
Their  branching  Arms  in  Air  with  equal  s])ace 
Stretch'd  to  their  Neighbours  with  a  long 

Embrace : 
And  the  new  Leaves  on  ev'ry  Bough  were 

seen, 
Some  ruddy-colour'd,some  of  lighter  grceii. 
The    painted    Birds,    Companions   of   the 

Spring, 
Hopping  from  Spray  to  Spray,  were  heard 

to  sing ; 
Both  Eyes  and  Ears  receiv'd  a  like  Delight, 
Enchanting  Musick,  and  a  charming  Sight. 
On  Philomel  I  fix'd  my  whole  Desire  ;      w 
And  list'n'd  for  the  Queen  of  all  the  Qn' 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heav'nly  Voic.  ^ 

sing: 
And  wanted  yet  an  Omen  to  the  Spring. 

Attending  long  in  vain  ;  1  took  the  way 
Which  through  a  Path,  but  scarcely  printei), 

lay; 
In  narrow  Mazes  oft  it  seemed  to  meet. 
And  look'd  as  lightly  press'd  by  Fairy  Feet. 


57  look'd  as  lightly  pressMJ  look'd,  as  lightly 
press'd,  lycx). 
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WandrinK  I  walk'd  alone,  for  still  methought 
To  some  strange  End  so  strange  a  Path  was 

wrouglit : 
At  lust  it  led  me  where  an  Arbour  stood,    60 
The  sacred  Receptacle  of  the  Wood  : 
This  Pkice  unmark'd  though  oft  I  walk'd 

the  Green, 
III  all  my  Progress  I  had  never  seen : 
And    stix'd    at    once    with    Wonder   and 

^  Delight, 
Gaz'd  all  arround  me,  new  to  the  transport- 
ing Sight. 
'Twas  bench'd  with  Turf,  and,  goodly  to 

be  seen. 
The  thick  young  Grass  arose   in  fresher 

Green : 
The  Mound  was  newly  made,  no  Sight  cou'd 

pass 
Betwixt  the  nice  Partitions  of  the  Grass  ; 
Tiie  well-united  Sods  so  closely  lay  ;         70 
And  all  arround  the  Shades  defended  it 

from  Day. 
For  Sycamours  with  Eglantine  were  spread, 
A  Hedge  about  the  Sides,  a  Covering  over 

Head. 
And  so  the  fragrant  Brier  was  wove  between, 
The  Sycamour  and  Flow'rs  were  mix'd  with 

Green, 
That  Nature  seem'd  to  vary  the  Delight ; 
And  satisfy'd  at  once  the  Smell  and  Sight. 
The  Master  Work-man  of  the  Bow'r  was 

known 
Through  Fairy-I^nds,  and  built  for  Oberon  ; 
Wlio  twining  Leaves  with  such  Proportion 

drew,  80 

They  rose  by  Measure,  and  by  Rule  they 

Rrew  ; 
No  Mortal  Tongue  can  half  the  Beauty  tell. 
For  none  but  Ilraids  divine  could  work  so 

well. 
Both  Roof  and  Sides  were  like  a  Parlour 

made, 
A  soft  Recess,  and  a  cool  Summer  Shade  ; 
Tlie  Hedt,'e  was  set  so  thick,  no  Foreign 

Eye 
The  Persons  plac'd  within  it  could  espy  ; 
But  all  that  pass'd  without  '.vith  Ease  was 

seen. 
As  if  nor  Fence  nor  Tree  was  plac'd  between. 
Twas  border  d  with  a  Field  ;  and  some  was 

plain  go 

iVith  Grass ;    and   some  was   sow'd  with 

rising  Grain. 


That  (now  the  Dew  with  Spanglet  dcck'd 

the  Ground,) 
A  sweeter  spot  of  Earth  was  never  found. 
I  look'd,  and  look'd,  and  still  with  new 

Delight ; 
Such  Joy  my  Soul,  such  Pleasures  lill'd  my 

Sight: 
And  the  fresh  Eglantine  exhal'd  a  Breath ; 
Whose  Odours  were  o£  Pow'r  to  raise  from 

Death. 
Nor  sullen  Discontent  nor  anxious  Care, 
Ev'n  tho*  brought  thither,  could  inhabit 

there: 
But  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal 
^     Foe ;  joo 

For  thjs  sweet  Place  cou'd  only  Pleasure 

know. 
Thus  as  I  mus'd,  I  cast  aside  my  Eye, 
And  saw  a  Medlar-Tree  was  planted  nigh. 
The   spreading   Branches   made   a  goodly 

Show, 
And  full  of  opening   Blooms   was  ev'ry 

Bough: 
A  Goldfinch  there  I  saw  with  gawdy  Pride 
Of  painted  Plumes,  that  hopp'd  from  side 

to  side, 
Still  pecking  as  she  pass'd ;   and  still  she 

drew 
The  Sweets  from  ev'ry  Flower,  and  suck'd 

the  Dew :  109 

Suffic'd  at  length,  she  warbled  in  her  Threat, 
And  tun'd  her  Voice  to  many  a  merry  Note, 
But  indistinct,  and  neither  Sweet  nor  Clear, 
Yet  such  as  sooth'd  my  Soul,  and  pleas'd 

my  Ear. 
Her  short  Performance  was  no  sooner 

try'd. 
When  she  I  sought,  the  Nightingale  reply'd : 
So  sweet,  so  shrill,  so  variously  she  sung. 
That   the  grove   erclio'd,  and  the  Valleys 

rung : 
And  I  so  ravish'd  with  her  heav'niy  Note 
I  stood  intranc'd,  and   had  no  room  for 

Thought,  119 

But  all  o'er-pow'r'd  with  Extasy  of  Bliss, 
Was  in  a  pleasing  Dream  of  Paradice ; 
At  length  I  wak  d  ;  and  looking  round  the 

Bow'r 
Search'd  every  Tree,  and  pry'd  on  ev'ry 

Flow  r. 


i«>  oVr.pow'r'dJ  o'er-pou'r'd  1700.     Probabh 
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If  anywhere  by  chance  I  might  ctpy 
Tiic  rural  Poet  of  the  Melody  : 
For  (till  methought  »hc  sung  not  far  away  ; 
At  last  I  found  her  on  a  Lawrel  Spray, 
Cioic  by  my  Side  she  sate,  and  fair  iu  Sight, 
Full  in  a  Line,  against  her  opposite  ; 
Where  stood    wilii   Eglantine   Uie   Lawrel 

twin'd :  ijo 

And  both  their  native  Sweets  were  well  con- 

join'd. 
On  the  green  Bank  I  sut,  and  listen'd  long  ; 
(Sitting  was  more  convenient  for  the  Song !) 
Nor  till  her  Lay  was  ended  could  I  move. 
But  wish'd  to  dwell  for  ever  in  the  Grove. 
Only  methought  the  time  too  swiftly  pass'd, 
And  ev'ry  Note  I  fear'd  would  be  the  last. 
My  Sight,  and  Smell,  and  Hearing  were 

employ'd. 
And  all  three  Senses  in  full  Gust  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  the  rest  surpass,  140 
The  sweet  Possession  of  the  Fairy  Place  ; 
Single,  and  conscious  to  my  Self  nlone 
Of  Pleasures  to  th'  excluded  World  unknown. 
Pleasures  which  nowhere  else,  were  to  be 

found, 
And  all  Elysium  in  a  si)ot  of  Ground. 

Thus  while  I  sat  intent  to  see  and  hear. 
And  drew  Perfumes  of  more  than  vital  Air, 
All  suddenly  I  heard  th'  approaching  sound 
Of  vocal  Musick,  on  th'  enchanted  Ground  : 
An  Host  of  Saints  it  secm'd,  so  full  thet 

Quire;  150 1 

As  if  the  Blcss'd  above  did  all  conspire,  [ 
To  join  their  Voices,  and  neglect  the  Lyre. ) 
At    length    there    issu'd    from    the   Grove 

behind 
A  fair  Assembly  of  the  Female  Kind : 
A  Train  less  fair,  as  ancient  Fathers  tell, 
Seduc'd  the  Sons  of  Heaven  to  rebel. 
I   pass  their  Forms,  and  cv'rv'   charming 

Grace, 
Less  than   an   Angel  would  their  Wouh 

debase : 
But  their  Attire  like  Liveries  of  a  kind. 
All  rich  and  rare  is  fresh  within  my  Mind. 
In  Velvet  white  as  Snow  the  Troop  was 

gown'i,  161 

The  Seam^   with   sparkling  Emeralds  set 

around  : 
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150  kind,!  Chrislit omitted Iht comnm,  but  no 
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Their  Hoods  and  Skcvcs  the  same:   And 

purtled  o'er 
With  Diamonds,  Pearls,  and  all  the  ibiniii); 

store 
Of  Eastern  Pomp:   Their  long  descending 

Train 
With  Rubies  cdg'd,  and  Sa])Uircs,  swept  tlie 

Plain : 
High  on  their  Heads,  with  Jewels  richly  set 
Each  Lady  wore  a  radiant  Coronet. 
Beneath  the  Circles,  ul  the  Quire  was  gruc'd 
With  Chaplets  green  on  their  fair  Forchcadj 

plac'd,  i;o 

Of  Lawrel  some,  of  Woodbine  many  more ; 
And  Wreatlis  of  Agnus  (iistus  other's  bore : 
These  last,  who  with  those  Virgin  Cruwiu 

were  dress'd, 
Appeur'd  in  higher  Honour  than  the  re^t. 
They  danc'd  around,  but  iu  the  midst  was 

seen 
A  Lady  of  a  more  mo  iestique  Mien  ; 
By  Stature,  and  by  lieauty  mark'd  their 

Sovereign  Queen. 
She  in  the  midst  bci^an  with  sober  Grate ; 
Her  Servants  Eyes  were  fix'd  upon  her  Fact, 
And  as  she  mov'd  or  turn'd,  her  Motions 

vicw'd,  180 

Her   Measures   kc|)t,   and   Step   by   Step 

pursu'd. 
Methought    she    trod    the    Ground    with 

greater  Grace, 
With  more  of  Godhead  shining  in  her  Face ; 
And  as  in  Beauty  she  surpass'd  the  Quire, 
So,  nobler  than  the  rest,  was  her  Attire. 
A  crown  of  ruddy  Gold  inclos'd  her  Brow, 
Plain   without   Pomp,  and   Rich  without 

a  Show : 
A  Branch  of  A^ntis  easlus  in  her  Hand 
She  bore  aloft  (her  .Scepter  of  Command  ;) 
Admir'd,  ador'd  by  all  the  circling  Crowd, 
For  wheresoe'er  she  turn'd  her  Face,  they 

bow'd :  191 

And  as  she  danc'd,  a  Roundelay  she  sung, 
In  honour  of  the  Lawrel,  ever  young : 
She  rais'd  her  Voice  on  high,  and  sung^ 

so  clear. 
The  Fawns  came  scudding  from  the  Groves  ^ 

to  hear :  | 

And  all  the  bending  Forest  lent  an  Ear.  ' 
At  ev'ry  Close  she  made,  th'  attending 

Throng 
Reply'd,  and    bore    the    Burden   of  the 

Song: 
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So  jiut,  so  smali,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  Note, 
It  seetn'd  the  Musick  melted  in  the  Throat. 
Thus  dancing  on,  and  singing  as  they 

danc'd,  aox 

Tliey  to  the  midiile  of  the  Mead  advanc'd : 
Till  round  ray  Arbour,  a  new  King  they 

made. 
And  footed  it  nbuut  the  secret  Shade : 
O'crjoy'd  to  sec  the  jolly  Troop  so  near. 
But  somewhat  aw'd  1  shook  with  holy  Fear ; 
Yet  not  so  much,  but  that  I  noted  well 
Who  did  the  most  in  Song,  or  Dance  excel. 
Not  long  I  had  observ'd,  when  from  afar 
I  heard  a  suddain  Symphony  of  War ;     310 
The  neighing  Coursers,  and  the  Soldiers  cry. 
And  Lounding  Trumps  that  seem'd  to  tear 

the  Sky. 
1  saw  soon  after  this,  behind  the  Grove 
From  whence  the  Ladies  did  in  order  wove, 
Come  issuing  out  in  Arms  a  Warrior-Train, 
That  like  a  Deluge  pour'd  upon  the  Plain  : 
On  barbed  Steeds  they  rode  m  proud  Array, 
Thick  as  the  College  of  the  Bees  in  May, 
When  swarming  o'er  the  dusky  Fields  they 

fly. 

New  to  the  Flow'rs,  and  intercept  the  Sky. 
So  fierce  they  drove,  their  Coursers  were  so 

fleet,  221 

That  the  Turf  trembled  underneath  their 

Feet. 
To  tell  their  costly  Furniture  were  long. 
The  Summers  Day  wou'd  end  before  the 

Song: 
To  purchase  but  the  Tenth  of  all  their  Store 
Would  make  the  mighty  Persian  Monarch 

poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  rest 
ThcTrumpets  issu'd  inwhiteMantlesdress'd: 
A  numerous  Troop,  and  all  their  Heads 

around 
With  Chaplets  green  of  Cerrial-Oak  were 

crown'd,  230 

And  at  each  Trumpet  was  a  Banner  bound;. 
Which  waving  in  the  Wind  display'd  at  largt 
Their  Master's  Coat  of  Arms,  and  Knightly 

Charge. 
Broad  were  the  Banners,  and  of  snowy  Hue, 
A  i)urer  Web  the  Silk-worm  never  drew. 
The  chief  about  their  Necks  the  Scutcheons 

wore. 
With  Orient  Pearls  and  Jewels  pouder'd  o'er: 

"9  Troop]  ChriUie  wrongly  givts  group 


Broad  were  their  CoUan  too,  and  ev'ry  om 
Was  set  about  with  nwny  a  costly  Stone. 
Next  these  of  Kings  at  Arms  a  goodly  Timin, 
In  proud  Array  came  prancuig  o'er  the 
PhiHi :  ,., 

Their  Cloaks  were  Cloth  of  SUver  ma'd  with 

Gold, 
And  Garlands  green  arround  their  Temples 

roll'd :  ^ 

Rich  Crowns  were  on  their  royal  Scutcheons 

plac'd. 
With  Saphires,  Diamonds,  and  with  Rubies 

grac'd : 
And    as   the  Trumpets  their  appearance 

made. 
So  these  in  Habits  were  alike  array'd  ; 
But  with  a  Pace  more  sober,  and  more  slow: 
And  twenty.  Rank  in  Rank,  they  rode  a-row. 
The  Pursevants  came  next,  b  number  more ; 
And  like  the  Heralds  each  his  Scutcheon 

bore:  251 

Clad  in  white  Velvet  all  their  Troop  they  led. 
With  each  an  Oaken  Chaplet  on  his  Head. 

Nine  royal  Knights  in  equal  Rank  succeed. 
Each  Warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  Steed : 
In  golden  Armour  glorious  to  behold  ; 
The  Rivets  of  their  Arms  were  nail'd  with 

Gold. 
Their  Surcoats  of  white  £rmin-Fur  were 

made ; 
\N'ith  Cloth  of  Gold  between  that  cast  a 

glitt'ring  Shade. 
The  Trappings  of  their  Steeds  were  of  the 

same ;  260 

The  golden  Fringe  ev'n  set  the  Ground  on 

name. 
And  drew  a  precious  Trail :  A  Crown  divine 
Of  Lawrel  did  about  their  Temples  twine. 
Three  Henchmen  were  for  ev'ry  Knight 

assign'd. 
All  in  rich  Livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind : 
White  Velvet,  but  unshorn,  for  Cloaks  they 

wore. 
And  each  within  his  Hand  a  Truncheon  bore : 
The  foremost  held  a  Helm  of  rare  device  ; 
A   Prince's   Ransom    wou'd   not   pay  the 

Price.  269 

The  second  bore  the  Buckler  of  his  Knight,) 
The  third  of  Cornel- Wood  a  Spear  upright, 
Headed  with  piercing  Steel,  and  polish'd 

bright. 


M3 
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I 

if: 


l.ikc  to  their  Lunls  their  EquiiNiKc  was  s«cn. 
And  ull  their  Furi-hvaiU  crowu'U  with  Gar* 
lands  gtecn. 
And  after  these  cuiiic  arm'd  with  S|)car 
and  Shield 
An  Host  so  great  as  covcrM  ull  the  Field  : 
And  all  their  Furi'luuds,  like  the  Knights 

before, 
With  LawreU  ever  (jreen  were  shaded  o'er, 
Or  Oak,  or  other  Leaves  of  lustuig  kind, 
Tenacious  of  the  Stem  and  tiriu  a|;ainst  the 
VVind.  380 

Some  in  their  Hands,  besides  the  Lance  anu 

Shield. 
Tlie  Boughs 'of  Woodbind  or  of  Ilaathorn 

hekl, 
Or  Branches  for  their  mistiquc  Emblems 

took. 
Of  Palm,  of  Lawrel,  or  of  Ccrrial  Oak. 
TIjus  marching  to  the  Trumpets  lofty 
Sound, 
Drawn  in  two  Lines  adverse  they  whcd'd 
around,  1 

And    in  the  middle  Meadow  took  tlieirl 
Ground.  ' 

Among  themselves  the  Turney  they  divide 
In  equal  Squadrons  rang'd  on  cither  side. 
Then  turn'd  their  Horses  Heads,  and  Man 
to  Man,  2(^ 

And   Steed   to   Steed   onpos'd,   the   Justs 

began. 
Thn'  lightly  set  their  Lances  in  the  rest. 
And,  at  the  Sign,  against  each  other  pros^'d 
They  met,  I  sitting  at  my  Ease  beheld 
The  mix'd  EveiiU,  and  Fortunes  of  the  Field. 
Some   broke   their  Spears,  some   tumbled 

Horse  and  Man, 
And  round  the  Fields  the  liglitcn'd  Coursers 

ran. 
An  Hour  and  more  like  Tides,  in  equal  sway 
They  rush'd,  and  won  bv  turns,  and  lost 

tlie  Day : 
At  length  the  Nine(  who  still  together  held)^ 
Their  fainting  Foes    to  shameful  Flight! 
compell'd,  ,01 1 

And  widi  resistless  Force,o'er-ran  the  Field,  j 
Thus,  to  their  Fame,  when  finish'd  was  the 

Fight, 
The  Victors  from  their  lofty  Steeds  alight : 


the 
her 


'"'2  S."?*^*."!  Coorses  tyoo.    A  mispHnl. 
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Like  Ihero  dismounted  all  the  Warlike  Train, 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  Plain : 
Till  to  the  fair  Assembly  titcy  advanc'd, 
Who  near  tlie  secret  Arbour  »ung  and  dancM. 
The  Ladies  left  their  Measures  at  tlie 
Sight,  I 

To  meet    the  Cliicfs  rcturninj;  from 

Fight, 
And  each  with  oiK-n  Arn'       nbrac'd 

chosen  Knight. 
Amid  tlic  Plain  a  sprer    !i:.=  ;     \  cI  stood, 
The  Grace  and  Oriuuii.  the  Wood : 

Tliat    pleading  Shade  oought,  a  soft 

Retreat 
From  suddain  April  Show'rs,  a  Shelter  frotu 

the  lieat. 
Ilcr  Icavy  Arms  withsuch extent  were  spread, 
So  near  the  Clouds  was  her  asjiiring  Head, 
That  Hosts  of  Birds  that  w  ing  the  liquid  Air, 
Pcrch'd  in  the  Boughs,  iiad  nightly  Lodging 

there. 

And  Flocks  of  Sheep  beneath  the  Shade 

from  far  ^20 

•Might  hear  the  ratling  Hail,  and  wintrv  \\ W: 

From     Heav'ns    Inclemency    here  '  found 

retreat, 
Enjoy'd  the  cool,  and  shun'd  the  scordiiug 

Heat : 
A  hundred  Knights  might  there  at  Ea** 

abide  ; 
And  cv'ry  Knight  a  Lady  by  his  side : 
The  Trunk  it  self  such  Odours  did  bequeath 
That    a    Moluccan    Breeze    to    these   wa, 

common  Breath. 
The  Lords,  and  Ladies  here  approachiut;.  1 

|>aid 
Their  Homage,with  a  low  Obeisance  made: 
And  seem'd  to  venerate  the  sacred  Shade.' 
These  Rites  iwrform'd,  their  Pleasures  they 
pursue,  3,1 

With  Songs  of  Love,  and  mix  with  Measures 

new  ; 
Around  the  holy  Tree  their  Dance  tliey 

frame. 
And  ev'ry  Champion  leads  his  chosen  Dame. 

I  cast  my  Sight  ujwn  the  farther  Field, 
And  a  fresh  Object  of  Delight  beheld  : 
For  from  the  Region  of  the  West  I  heard 
New    Musick   sound,   and   a   new    Troop 
appear'd ; 
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M  KnkbU,  aiKl  Udws  luix'd  ■  jolly  b^,ul, 

Bui  aU  on  Fool  tlwy  nmrch'd,  and  K^.,*!  in 

lldod.  _j.p 

The  LmUc*  dteiw'd  in  rich  Syinarra  were , 

teen  I 

01  ^/w-nwSattcn.floirier'd  with  White  and 

Green,  ■• 

Ami  for  H  Sliude  betwixt    the  blooinv  I 

Ondrlin.  '  / 

The  Borders  of  their  Petticoats  beh>w 
Wire  Ktiardcd  thick  with  Kubics  on  a-row  ; 
Ami  ev  rv  Danmi  wore  ujion  her  tiead        I 
Of  Flow  n  a  Garkod  Uendcd  White  and  I 

Red. 
Attir'd  in  Mantles  all  the  Knighti  were  seen  ' 
Tliat  Brutif y'd  the  View  with  chearful  Green: 
Thiir  Chaplets  of  their  ladies  Colours  were 
fonipo*  d  of  White  and  Red,  to  shade  their 

shining  Hair.  -., 

Bci.»re  the  merry  Troo(>  the  Minstrels  pUy'd, 
All  ii>  their  Master's  Liveries  were  array'd, 
And  clad  in  Green,  and  on  thej,  TenH)l«?s 

wore  ' 

The  Chaplets  White  and  Red  their  Ludic* 

bore. 

Tlitir  Instruntents  were  various    in    their 

kind, 
^uiiic  for  the  li<>  v.  and  some  for  breathinc 

WiikI  :  ^ 

Till- Sawtry,Pi|K,  and  Ilautbois  noisy  band, 
And  ihe  soft  Lute  iremblinf  beneath  the 

touchiii);  Hand. 
A  Tuft  of  Oasies  on  a  How'ry  Lay  'ifo 

They  saw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their 

way : 
To  this  both   Knights  and   Dames   their 

tlomace  made, 
And  due  Obeisance  to  the  Daisy  paid. 
And  then  the  IJand  of  Flutes  began  to  plav. 
To  which  a  Lady  sung  a  Virelay  ;  ' 

And  still  at  ev'ry  close  she  wou'd  rei-tat 
The  Hurden  of  the  S.nE,  The  Daisy  is  so 

sueel. 
The  Daisy  is  so  sweet  ^hen   he  begun. 
The  Iroop  of  Knigl^    ,nd   Dames  con- 

tmu  d  on. 
Tlie  Concert  and  the  Voice  so  rharm'd  my 

And  sooth'd  my  Soul,  that  it  was  Ileav';: 
to  near.  i 


35» 


At  Noon 


<-»PnHf»d  givn  h  him  and  CkrittZitVt" 


But  toon  the»  11  4»ure  pass'd 

of  Day 
Tlic  Sun  wsih  sultry  Beams  began  to  pUv  : 
Not  .^yr«,  shoots  «  fiercer  Fhime  frt  nOii^h. 
When  with  his  pou.'nous  Breath  he  bhuts 

the  Sky : 
Then  ii»M)i>M   tlw  faduig   Flow'rs  (their , 

Beautv  II  d)  | 

And  cloa'd  their  sickly  Ems.  uikI  hung  the  ' 

Ilta<i  ;  ■  r 

And,  ri-cD'd  up  with  Heai    ky  dying  in 
I         their  1  i.d.  ^     '    1.       y 

The    Ladici    gasp  d,    and    scarcely    could 

respire ; 
Tl.e  Breath  they  drew,  no  1,  nser  Air,  but 

T,        ""  380 

Tac   ».,iniy    Knii^lits    were   scorch'd  ;    aVid 

kiKW  11  .1   wh,:,. 

To  rm.  for  SiK-iia,  /<.,  no  Shade  *m  near. 
And  alier  ll..>  tl.e  (.atii'rirv  Clouds  aniain 
rour  d  down      ijioriu  of  ratllniL'  UatI  and 

Rain ; 
And  liBlitninK  skshed  ktwixt :   The  Field. 

and  Flow  rs, 
Burnt  up  before,  were  bury'd  in  the  Show'rs. 
Ilic  Udi«,  and  tlic  Kninhts  no  .Shelter  nigh. 
Hare  I,   the  Weather,  and  the  wintry  Sky, 
Were  droj-ping  wtf ,  tlisconsohite,  and  wan. 
And  through  ihew  thin  Array  receiv'd  the 

390 
While  tliose  in  White,  protected  by  the 

Tree, 
Saw  pass  the  vain  Assault,  and  stood  from 

Danger  frtc. 
But  as  Conji.assion  niov'd  tl.cir  gentle  Minds, 
When  ceas  d  the  Storm,  and  sUent  were  the 

Winds, 

Displeas'd  at  what,  not  suft'ring  they  had 

seen,  ' 

They  went  to  thear  the  Faction  of  the  Green. 
I  he  yueen  in  white  Array  before  her  Band. 
Saluting,  took  her  Rival  by  the  Hand  ; 
Jso  did  the  Knights  and  Dames,  with  courtly 
grace  ' 

And  with  Bchav;(.ur  sweet  their  Foes  cm- 
_    brace  .^ 

Then  thus  the  Queen  with  Uwrel  cm  her 

Brow : 
Fair  Sister,  I  have  ^uffer'd  in  your  Woe : 
>|0r  shall  be  wanting  ought  within  my  Pow'r 
tor  your  Relief  in  my  refreshmg  Bow'r. 
That  other  answer'd  with  a  k)V.!y  Look, 
VI.U  soon  the  gracious  Invitatioa  took 
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For  ill  at  ease  both  she  and  all  her  Train 
The  scorching  Sun  had  born,  and  bf-ating 

Rain. 
Like  Courtesy  was  us'd  by  all  in  White, 
Each  Dame  a  Dame  receiv'd,  and  ev'ry 

Knight  a  Knigiit.  410 

The  Lawrel  Champions  with  their  Swords 

invade 
The  neighb'ring  Forests  where  the  Justs  were 

made, 
And    Serewood    from    the    rotten   Hedges 

took. 
And  Seeds  of  Latcnt-P'irc  from  Flints  pro- 
voke : 
A  chearful  Blaze  arose,  and  by  the  Fire 
They  warm'd  their  frozen  Fee:,  and  dry"d 

their  wet  Attire. 
Refresh'd   with    Heat   tiic    Ladies   sought 

around 
For  virtuous  Herbs  which  gathered  from  the 

ground 
They    squecz'd    the    Juice ;     and    cooling 

Ointment  made. 
Which  on  their  Sun-burnt  Cheeks,  and  their 

chapt  Skins  they  laid  :  420 

Then  sought  green  Salads,  which  they  bad 

'em  eat, 
A  Soveraign  Remedy  for  inward  Heat. 

The  Lady  of  the  lleaf  ordain'd  a  Feast, 
And  made  the  Lady  of  the  Flow'r  her  Guest : 
When  lo,  a  Bow'r  ascended  on  the  Plain, 
With  suddain  Seats  adorn'd,  and  large  for 

either  Train. 
This  Bow'r  was  near  my  pleasant  Arbour 

plac'd, 
That  I  could  hear  and  see  whatever  pass'd 
The  Ladles  sat,  with  each  a  Knight  between. 
Distinguisli'd  by  their  Colours  White  and 

Green ;  430 

The    vanquish'd    Party    with    the    Victors 

join'd, 
Nor  wanted  sweet  Discourse,  the  Banquet 

of  the  Mind. 
Mean  time  the  Minstrels  play'd  on  either 

side 
Vain  of  their  Art,  and  for  the  Mast'ry  vy'd 
The  sweet  Contention  lasted  for  an  Hour, 
And  reach'd  my  secret  Arbour  from  the 

Bow'r. 
The  Sun  was  set ;  and  Vesper  lo  supply 
His  absent  Beams,  had  li{,hted  up  the  Sky  ; 
When  Philomel,  officious  all  the  Day 
To  sing  the  Service  of  th'  ensuing  May,  440 


Fled  from  her  Lawrel  Shade,  and  wing'd 

her  Flight 
Directly  to  the  Queen  array'd  in  White : 
And  hooping  sate  familiar  on  her  Hand, 
A  new  Musitian,  and  increas'd  the  I^nd. 
The  Goldfinch,  who  to  shun  the  scalding 

Heat, 
Had  chang'd  the  Medlar  for  a  safer  Seat, 
And  hid  in  Bushes  scap'd  the  bitter  Show'r, 
Now  perch'd  upon  the  Lady  of  the  Flow'r ; 
And    either    Songster    holding    out    their 

Throats, 
And  folding  up  their  Wings  renew'd  their 

Notes :  450 

As  if  all  Day,  preluding  to  the  Fight, 
They  only  had  rehears  d,  to  sing  by  Night. 
The  Banquet  ended,  and  the  Battle  done, 
They  danc'd  by  Star-light  and  the  friendly 

Moon: 
And  when  they  were  to  part,  the  Laureat 

Queen 
Supply'd    with    Steeds    the   Lady   of  the 

Green, 
Her,  and  her  Train  conducting  on  the  way 
The  Moon  to  follow,  and  avoid  the  Day. 
This  when  I  saw,  inouisitive  to  know 
The  secret  Moral  of  the  Mystique  Show,  460 
I  started  from  my  Shade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  Nymph  to  satisfy  my  longing  Mind : 
And  as  my  fair  Adventure  fell,  I  found 
A  l,ady  all  in  White,  with  Lawrel  crown'd, 
Who  clos'd  the  Rear  and  softly  pac'd  along, 
Repeating  to  her  self  the  former  Song. 
With  due  respect  my  Body  I  inclin'd. 
As  to  some  Being  of  Su|)eriour  Kind, 
And  made  my  Court,  according  to  the  Day, 
Wishing  her  Queen  and  Her  a  happy  May. 
Great  Thanks  my  Daughter,  with  a  gracious 

Bow  471 

She  said  ;  and  I  who  much  desir'd  to  know 
Of  whence  she  was,  yet  fearful  how  to  bri-ak 
My  Mind,  adventur'd  humbly  thus  to  speak 
Madam,  Might  I  presume  and  not  oflcnd, 
So  may  the  Stars  and  shining  Moon  attend 
Your  Nightly  Sports,  as  you  vouchsafe  toi 

tell,  I 

What   Nymphs    the'    were  who  mortal 

Forms  excel,  I 

And  what  the  Knights  who  fought  in  listed  I 

Fields  so  well.  ' 

To  this  the  Dame  reply'd :  Fair  dauyliter 

know,  480 

That  what  you  saw,  was  all  a  Fairy  Show : 


_. 


OR,  THE  LADY  IN  THE  ARBOUR. 


333 


And  all  those  airy  Shapes  you  now  behold 
Were  humane  Bodies  once,  and  cloath'd  with 

earthly  Mold. 
Our  Souls,  not  yet  prepar'd  for  upper  Light, 


the 


of 


Till  Doomsday  wander  in 

Night ; 

This  only  Holiday  of  all  the  Year, 
We  priviledg'd  in  Sun-shine  may  appear : 
With  Songs  and  Dance  we  celebrate  the  Day, 
And  with  due  Honours  usher  in  the  May. 
At  other  Times  we  reign  by  Night  alone,  490 
And  posting  through  the  Skies  pursue  the 

Moon : 
But  when  the  Mom  arises,  none  are  found  ; 
For  cruel  Demogorgon  walks  the  round. 
And  if  he  finds  a  Fairy  lag  in  Light, 
He  drives  the  Wretch  before ;   and  lashes 

into  Night. 
All  Courteous  are  by  Kind ;  and  ever  proud 
With  friendly  Offices  to  help  the  Good. 
In  every  Land  we  have  a  larger  Space 
Than  what  is  known  to  you  of  mortal  Race  ; 
Wher'   we   with   Green  adorn   our   Fairy 

Bow'rs,  500 

And  even  this  Grove  unseen  before,  is  ours. 
Know   farther;    Ev'ry    Lady   cloath'd    in 

White, 
And  crown'd  with  Oak  and  Lawrel  ev'ry 

Knight, 
Are  Servants  to  the  Leaf,  by  Liveries  known 
Of  Innocence  ;  and  I  myself  am  one. 
Saw  vou  not  Her  so  graceful  to  behold. 
In  white  Attire,  and  crown'd  with  Radiant 

Gold  ? 
The  Sovcraigp  Lady  of  our  Land  is  She, 
Diana  call'd,  the  Queen  of  Chastity :       509 
And,  for  the  spotless  Name  of  Maid  she  bears, 
Tliat  Agnus  castus  in  hei-  Hand  appears  ; 
And  all   her  Train   with   l.avy   Chapletsi 

crown'd  ! 

Were  for  unblam'd  Virginity  renown'd 
But  iliose  the  chief  and  highest  in  Command 
Who  bear  those  holy   Branches   in   their 

Hand : 
The  Knights  adorned  with  Lawrel-Crowns,, 

arc  they,  |  j 

Whom  Death  nor  Danger  ever  cou'd  dis-  [  1 

may,  t  I 

Viftorio'u?  Names,  who  made  the  World 

ol)cy : 
Who  while  they  liv'd,  in  Deeds  of  Arms' 

excell'd,  | 

Ami  after  Death  for  Deities  were  held.    520  i 


'I 


But  thosf  who  wear  the  Woodbine  on  their 

Brow 
Were  Knights  of  Love,  who  never  broke 

their  Vow : 
Firm  to  their  plighted  Faith,  and  ever  free 
From  Fears  and  fackle  Chance,  and  Jealousy. 
The  Lords  and  Ladies,  who  the  Woodbine 

bear. 
As  true  as  Tristram  and  Isotta  were. 
But  what  are  those  said  I,  th'  unconquered 

Nine, 
Who    crown'd    with    Lawrel-Wreaths,    in 

golden  Armour  shme  ? 
And  who  the  Knights  in  Green,  and  what 

the  Train  529 

Of  Ladies  dress'd  with  Daisies  on  the  Plain  ? 
Why  both  the  Bands  in  Worship  disagree. 
And  some  adore  the  Flow'r,  and  some  the 

Tree? 
Just  is  your  Suit,  fair  daughter,  said  the 

Dame, 
Those  lawrell'd  Chief;  i  were  Men  of  mighty 

Fame ; 
Nine  Worthies  were  t.iey  call'd  of  difi'rent 

Rites, 
Three    Jews,    th.cc    Pagans,    and    three 

Christian  Knights. 
These,  asyoti  see,  ride  foremost  in  the  Field, 
As  they  the  foremost  Rank  of  Honour  held 
And  ail  in  Deeds  of  Chivalry  excell'd. 
Their  Temples  wreath'd  with  Leafs,  that 

still  renew ;  ^^o 

For  deathless  Lawrel  is  the  Victor's  due. 
Who  bear  the  Bows  were  Knights  i.i  Arthur's 

Reign, 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  Peers  of  Charle- 

main : 
For  Bows  the  Strength  of  brawny  Ams  imply 
Emblems  of  Valour,  and  of  Victory. 
Behold  an  Order  yet  of  newer  Date 
Doubling  their  Number,  equal  in  their  State  ; 
Our    England's    Ornament,    the    Crown's 

Defence, 
In  Battle  brave,  Protectors  of  their  Prince 
Unchang'd  by  Fortune,  to  their  Sovcraign 

true,  550 

For  which  their  manly  Legs  are  bound  with 

Blue. 
These,  of  the  Garter  call'd,  of  Faith  un 

stain'd. 
In  fighting  Fields  theLawrtl  have  obtain'd. 
And  well  repaid  those  Honours  which  they 

gain'd. 


'•I    . 
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The  I^wrel-Wreaths  were  first   by  Ctesar 

worn, 
And  still  they  Ctrsar's  Successors  ndorn : 
One  Leaf  of  this  is  Immortality, 
And  more  of  Worth,  than  all  the  World 

can  buy. 
One  Doubt  remains,  said  I,  the  Dames  in 

Green, 
What  were  their  Qualities,  and  who  their 

Queen  ?  560 

Flora  commands,  said  she,  those  Nymphs 

and  Kni(;hts, 
Who    liv'd    in    slothful    Ease,    and    loose 

Delights : 
Who  never  Acts  of  Honour  durst  pursue, 
The  Men  inglorious  Knights,  the  ladies  all 

untrue : 
Who  nurs'd   in   Idleness,  and    train'd   in 

Courts, 
Pass'd  all  their  precious  Hours  in  Plays,  and 

Sports, 
Till  Death  behind  came  stalking  on,  unseen, 
And  wither'd  (like  the  Storm)  the  freshness 

of  their  Green. 
These,  and  their  Mates,  enjoy  the  present 

Hour, 
And  therefore  pay  their  Homage  to  the 

Flow'r.  570 

But   Knights  in  Knightly  Deeds  should\ 

persevere,  I 

And  still  continue  what  at  first  they  were  ;  \- 
Continue,  and  proceed  in  Honour's  fair 

Career.  / 

No  room  for  Cowardise,  or  dull  Delay  ; 
From  Good   to   Better  they  should   urge 

their  way. 
For  this  with  golden  Spurs  the  Chiefs  are 

grac'd. 
With  pointed  Rowels  arm'd  to  mend  their 

haste ; 
For  this  with  lasting  Leaves  their  Brows  \ 

are  bound, 
For  Lawrel  is  the  Sign  of  Labour  crown'd  ;  V 
Which  bears  the  bitter  Blast,  nor  shaken 

falls  to  Ground :  580/ 

From  Winter- Winds  it  suffers  no  decay. 
For  ever  fresh  and  fair,  and  ev'ry  Month 

is  May. 


56<>  tlio]  Christie  andci/iersgi^te  their 


Ev'n  when  the  vital  Sap  retreats  below, 
Ev'n  when  the  hoary  Head  is  hid  in  Snow ; 
The  Life  is  in  the  Leaf,  and  still  between 
The  Fits  of  falling  Snows,  appears  the 

streaky  Green. 
Not  so  the  Flow'r  which  lasts  for  little  spare, 
A  short-liv'd  Good,  and  an  uncertain  Grace ; 
This  way  and  that  the  feeble  Stem  is  driv'n, 
Weak  to  sustain  the  Storms,  and  Injuries 

of  Heav'n.  5f^o 

Prop'd  bytheSpTing,it  lifU  aloft  the  Head,) 
But  of  a  sickly  Beauty,  soon  to  shed  ;  I 
In  Summer  living,  and  in  Winter  dead.  ) 
For  Things  of  tender  Kind  for  Pleasure  made 
Shoot  up  with  swift  Increase,  and  suddain 

are  decay'd. 
With  humble  Words,  the  wisest  I  coiil.l 

frame. 
And  profer'd  Service  I  repaid  the  Dame : 
That  of  her  Grace  she  gave  her  Maid  to 

know 
The  secret  meaning  of  this  moral  Show. 
And  she  to  prove  what  Profit  I  had  made  600 
Of  mystique  Truth,  in  Fables  first  convey'd, 
Demanded,  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Whether  the  Leaf  or  Flow'r  I  would  obey  ? 
I  chose  the  Leaf;    she  smil'd  with  solxr 

Chear, 
And  wish'd  me  fair  Adventure  for  the  Year, 
And  gave  me  Charms  and  Sigils,  for  defence 
Against  ill  Tongues  that  scandal  Innocenrc : 
But  I,  said  she,  my  Fellows  must  pursue, 
Already  past  the  Plain,  and  out  af  view. 
We  parted  thus  ;  I  homewara  sped  my\ 

way,  610' 

Bewilder'd  in  the  Wood  till  Dawn  of  Day :  ■ 
And  met  the  merry  Crew  who  danc'd  alniut  1 

the  May,  ! 

Tlien  late  refresh'd  with    Sleep  I  rose  to 

write 
The  visionary  Vigils  of  the  Night. 
Blush,  as  thou  may'st,  my  little  Book  for 

Shame, 
Nor  hope  with  homely  Verse  to  purchase 

Fame ; 
For  sucli  thy  Maker  chose  ;  and  so  desyii'd 
Thy  simple  Style  to  suit  thy  lowly  Kind. 


.^86  Snows]   IVarlon   and  Christie  wrongly 
give  snow 
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Iv  Days  of  0\d,vihen  Arthur  fiU'd  the  Throne, 
Whose  Acts  and  Fame  to  Foreign  Lands 

were  blown, 
The  King  of  Elfs  and  little  fairy  Queen 
GamboU'd  on  Heaths,  and  danc'd  on  ev'ry 

Green ; 
And  where  the  jolly  Troop  had  led  the 

Round, 
The  Grass  unbidden  rose,  and  mark'd  the 

Ground. 
Nor  darkling  did  they  dance,  the  Silver 

Light 
Of   Phoebe  serv'd  to  guide  their   Steps 

aright, 
And,  wiih  their  Tripping  pleas'd,  prolong'd 

the  Night. 
Her  Beams  they  foUow'd,  where  at  full, 

she  plaid,  lo  | 

Nor  longer  than  she  shed  her  Horns  they  ^ 

staid,  ' 

From  thence  with  airy  Flight  to  Foreign  J 

Lands  convey'd.  ' 

Above  the  rest  our  Britain  held  they  dear, 
More  solemnly  they  kept  their  Sabbaths 

here. 
And  made  more  spadousRings.andreveU'd 

half  the  Year. 
I  speak  of  ancient  Times  ;    for  now  the 

Swain 
Returning  late  may  pai^o  theWoods  invain. 
And  never  hope  to  see  the  nightly  Train  :  ) 
In  vain  the  Dairy  now  with  Mints  is  dress' d,) 
The  Dairy-Maid  expects  no  Fairy  Guest,  20  :- 
To  skim  the  Bowls  and  after  [lay  the  Feast. ' 
She  sighs,  and  shakes  her  empty  Shoes  in 

vain, 
No  Silver  Penny  to  reward  her  Pain  : 
For  Priests  with  Pray'rs,  and  other  godly 

Geer, 
Have  made  the  merry  Goblins  disap|x;ar  ; 
And  where  they  plaid  their  merry  Pranks 

before, 
Have  sprinkled  Holy  Water  on  the  Floor : 
And    Fry'rs    that    through    the    wealthy 

Regions  run 
Thick  as  the  Motes,  that  twinkle  in  the  Sun, 


The  Wife  of  Bath's  Tai.e.    Text  from  the 
origin.-<l  and  only  contemporary  pilition,  1700. 
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Resort  to  Farmers  rich,  and  bless  thetf 

Halls  30 

And  exorcise  the  Beds,  and  cross  the  Walls : 
This  makes  the  Fairy  Quires  forsake  the 

Place, 
Wben  once  'tis  hallow'd  with  the  Rites  of 

Grace: 
But  in  the  Walks,  where  wicked  Elves  have 

been, 
The  Learning  of  the  Parish  now  is  seen. 
The  MidnightParson  posting  o'er  theGreen. 
With   Gown   tuck'd   up   to  Wakes;  for\ 

Sunday  next  I 

With  humming  Ale  encouraging  his  Text;  V 
Nor  wants  the  holy  Leer  to  Country-Girl  1 

betwixt.  / 

From  Fiends  and  Imps  he  sets  the  Village 

free,  4? 

There  haunts  not  any  Incubus,  but  He. 
The  Maids  and  Women  need  no  Danger  fear 
To  walk  by  Night,  and  Sanctity  so  near : 
For  by  some  Haycock  or  some  shady  Thorn 
He  bids  his  Beads  both  Even-song  and  Morn. 
It  so  befel  in  this  King  Arlkur's  Re%ti,  \ 
A  lusty  Knight  was  pricking  o'er  the  Plain  ;| 
A  Bachelor  he  was,and  of  the  courtly  Train. ' 
It  happen'd  as  he  rode,  a  Damsel  ^y       49 
In  Russet-Robes  to  Market  took  her  way  ; 
Soon  on  the  Girl  he  cast  an  amorous  Eye, 
So  strait  she  walk'd,  and  on  her  Pasterns 

high: 
If  seeing  her  behind  he  lik'd  her  Pace, 
Now  turning  short  he  better  lik'd  her  Face. 
He   lights    in   hast,  and,  full  of  Youthful 

Fire, 
By  Force  accomplish'd  his  obscene  Desire 
This  done  away  he  rode,  not  unespy'd. 
For  swarming  at  his   Back  the  Country 

cry'd ; 

I  And  once  in  view  they  never  lost  the  Sight, 

But  seiz'd,  and  pinion'd  brought  to  Court 

the  Knight.  60 

Then  Courts  of  Kings  were  held  in  high 

Renown, 

E'er  made  the  common   Brothels  of  the 

Town ; 
There,  Virgins  honourable  Vows  receiv'd. 
But  chast  as  Maids  in  Monasteries  liv'd : 


«.<>  Court]  court  /71W. 
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The  King  himself  to  Nuptial  Ties  a  Slave, 
No  bad  Example  to  his  Poets  gave  ; 
And  they  not  bad,  but  in  a  vicious  Ajje 
Had  not  to  please  the  Prince  debauch'd  the 
Stage. 
Now  what  shou'd  Anhur  do  ?    He  lov'd 
the  Kniglit, 
But  Soveraign  Monarchs  are  the  Source  of 
Right :  70 

Mov'd  by  the  Damsels  Tears  and  common 

Cry, 
He  doom'd  the  brutal  Ravisher  to  die. 
But  fair  Centura  rose  in  his  Defence, 
And  pray'd  so  hard  for  Mercy  from  the 

Prince ; 
That  to  his  Queen  the  King  th*  Offender 

gave. 
And  left  it  in  her  Pow'r  to  Kill  or  Save : 
This  gracious  Act  the  Ladies  ail  approve. 
Who  thought  it  much  a  Man  sliou  d  die  for 

Love ; 
And  with  their  Mistress   join'd   m  close\ 

Debate, 
(Covering  their  Kindness  with  dissembled  I 

Hate;)  8o 

If  not  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  Fate.     / 
At  last  agreed,  they  call'd  him  by  consent 
Before  the  Queen  and  Female  Parliament. 
And  the  fair  Speaker,  rising  from  her  Chair 
Did  thus  the  Judgment  of  the  House  declare. 
Sir  Knight,  tho'  I  have  ask'd  thy  Life, 
yet  still 
Thy  Destiny  depends  upon  my  Will : 
Nor  hast  thou  other  Surety  than  the  Grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  our  offended  Race. 
But  as  our  Kind  is  of  a  softer  Mold,         90 
And  cannot  Blood  without  a  Sigh  behold, 
I    grant    thee    Life;    reserving    still    the 

Pow'r 
To  take  the  Forfeit  when  I  see  my  Hour  ; 
Unless  thy  Answer  to  my  next  Demand 
Shall   set   Thee    free   from   our   avengmg 

Hand  ; 
The  Question,  whose  Solution  I  require, 
/*  whai  the  Sex  of  Women  most  desire  ? 
In  this  Dispute  thy  Judges  are  at  Strife  ; 
Beware,  for  on  thy  Wit  depends  thy  Life 
Yet  (lest  surpriz'd,  unknowing  what  toiay, 
Thou  damn  thy  self)  we  give  thee  fairther 

A  Year  is  thme  to  wander  at  thy  Will : 
And  learn  from  others,  if  thou  want'st  the 
Skill. 


But,  not  to  hold  our  Proffer  [as]  in  Scorn, 
Good  Sureties  will  we  have  for  thy  return ; 
That  at  the  time  prefix'd  thou  shalt  obey. 
And  at  thy  Pledges  Peril  keep  thy  Day. 
Woe    was    the    Knight    at    this    severe 
Command ! 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  bootless  to  with- 
stand : 
The  Terms  accepted  as  the  Fair  ordain,  no 
He  put  in  Bail  for  his  return  again  ; 
And  promis'd  Answer  at  the  Etey  assign'd, 
The  best,  with  Heav'n's  Assistance,  he  could 
find. 
HisLeave  thus  taken,on  his  Wayhe  went, 
With  heavy  Heart,  and  full  of  Discontent,  ■ 
Misdoubting  much,  andfearfulof  th' Event.  * 
'Tw«5  hard  the  Truth  of  such  a  Point  to  find, 
As  was  not  j^et  agreed  among  the  Kind. 
Thus  on  he  went ;   still  anxious  more  and 

more, 
Ask'd  all  he  met;    and  knock'd  at  ev'rv 
Door ;  1,^ 

Enquir'd   of   Men;    but   made   his   chief 

Request 
To  learn  from  Women  what  they  lov'd  the 

best. 
They  answer'd  each  according  to  her  Mind, 
To  please  her  self,  not  all  the  Female  Kind. 
One  was  for  Wealth,  another  was  for  Place: 
Crones  old  and  ugly,  wish'd  a  better  Face ; 
The  Widow's  Wish  was  oftentimes  to  Wed  ; 
The  wanton  Maids  were  all  for  Sport  a  lied. 
.Some  said  tl»  Sex  were  pleas'd  with  liand- 

som  Lies, 
And    some    gross    Flatt'ry    lov'd    without 
disguise :  ,30 

Truth  IS,  says  one,  he  seldom  fails  to  win 
Who  Flatters  well;  for  that's  our  darling  Sin. 
But  long  Attendance,  and  a  duteous  .Mind, 
Will  work  ev'n  with  the  wisest  of  the  Kind. 
One  thought  the  Sexes  prime  Felicitv 
Was  from  the  Bonds  of  Wedlock  to  be 
free; 


104  Proffer  [as]  in  Scornl  Proffer  in  Scorn  r;oo. 
A  tvrd  hcu  dropi  mti  in  tht  printing.  H  arton 
gtvtt  proffer'd  tarn  in  scorn  and  is  /'ollmtd  h 
ScoH  and  Saintsbury,  but  Iht  conjectnrt  has 
hllle  to  ffrommend  it.  Christie  givts  proffer  for 
m  scorn,  a  readinf  n-Aie*  Saint^lmry  justh 
stijfmatists  a*  mtaninghss.  The  conjecture  in 
the  Itxt  ts  mine.  The  added  word  mates  «' 
appreeiaUe  difference  in  the  seme,  and  the  same 
word,  though  no  editor  seems  to  have  noliadihe 
/act,  has  dropt  out  tf$  ^43  tietow. 
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Their  Pleasures,   Hours,  and   Actions   all 

their  own. 
And  uncontroll'd  to  give  Account  to  none. 
Some  wish  a  Husband-Fool ;    but  such  are 

curst. 
For  Fools  perverse,  of  Husbands  are  the 

worst :  140 

All  Women  wou'd  be  counted  Chast  and 

Wise, 
Nor  should  our  Spouses  see,  but  with  our 

Eyes ; 
For  Fools  will  prate ;  and  tho'  they  want 

the  Wit 
To  find  close  Faults,  yet  open  Blots  will  hit : 
Tho'  better  for  their  Ease   to  hold   their 

Tongue, 
For  Womankind  was  never  in  the  Wrong. 
So  Noise  ensues,  and  Quarrels  last  for  Life  ; 
The  Wife  abhors  the  Fool,  the  Fool  the  Wife. 
And  some   Men  say,   that  great   Delight 

have  we, 
To  be  for  Truth  extoll'd,  and  Secrecy  :     1 50 
And  constant  in  one  Purpose  still  to  dwell ; 
And  not  our  Husband's  Counsels  to  reveal. 
But  that's  a  Fable :  for  our  Sex  is  frail, 
Inventing  rather  than  not  tell  a  Tale. 
Like  leaky  Sives  no  Secrets  we  can  hold  : 
Witness  the  famous  Tale  that  Otid  told. 

Midas  the  King,  as  in  his  Book  appears. 
By  Phocbui  was  endow'd  with  Asses  Ears, 
Which  under  his  long  Locks,  he  well  con- 

ceal'd  159 

(As  Monarch's  Vices  must  not  be  reveal'd), 
For  fear  the  People  have  'em  in  the  Wind, 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  Dumb  nor  Blind  ; 
Nor  apt  to  think  from  Heav'n  their  Title 

springs, 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  Kings. 
This  Midas  knew  ;  and  durst  communicate 
To  none  but  to  his  Wife,  his  Ears  of  State  ; 
One  must  be  trusted,  and  he  thought  her  fit, 
As  passing  prudent ;  and  a  parlous  Wit. 
To  this  sagacious  Confessor  he  went. 
And  told  her  what  a  Gift  the  Gods  had  sent ; 
But  told  it  under  Matrimonial  Seal,       171 
With  strict  Injunction  never  to  reveal. 
Tlie  Secret  heard  she  plighted  him  her  Troth, 
(And  sacred  sure  is  every  Woman's  Oath) 
Tlie  royal  Malady  should  rest  unknown 
Both  for  her  Husband's  Honour  and  her 

own : 
But  no  crtheless  she  pia'd  with  Discontent : 
The  Counsel  rumbled  till  it  found  a  vent. 


The  Thing  she  knewshc  wasoblis'd  to  hide;  \ 
By  Int'rest  and  by  Oath  theWife  was  ty'd;  [ 
But  if  she  told  it  not,  the  Woman  dy'd.  181  > 
Loath  to  betray  a  Husband  and  a  Prince,^ 
But  she  must  burst,  or  blab;    and  no 

pretence 
Of  Honour  ty'd  her  Tongue  from  Self- 
defence.  J 
A  marshy  Ground  commodiously  was  near, 
Thither  she  ran,  and  held  her  Breath  for 

fear, 
Lest  if  a  Word  she  spoke  of  any  Thing, 
That  Word  might  be  the  Secret  of  the  King. 
Thus  full  of  Counsel  to  the  Fen  she  went, 
Grip'd  all  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  vent : 
Arriv'd,  by  pure  Necessity  compell'd,     191 
On  her  majestick  mary-bones  she  kneel'd : 
Then  to  the  Waters-brink  she  laid  her  Head, 
And,  as  a  Bittour  bumps  within  a  Reed, 
To  thee  alone,  O  Lake,  she  said,  I  tell 
(And  as  thy  Queen  command  thee  to  con* 

ceal) 
Beneath  his  Locks  the  King  my  Husband 

wears 
A  goodly  Royal  pair  of  Asses  Ears  : 
Now  I  have  eas'd  my  Bosom  of  the  Pain 
Till  the  next  longing  Fit  return  again  !    200 
Thus  through  a  Woman  was  the  Secret 

known ; 
Tell  us,  and  in  effect  you  tell  the  Town  : 
But  to  my  Tale:  The  knight  with  heavy 

Cheer, 
Wandring  in  vain,  had  now  consum'd  the 

Year: 
One  Day  was  only  left  to  solve  the  Doabt, 
Yet  knew  no  more  than  when  he  first  set 

out. 
But  home  he  must :  And  as  th'  Award  had 

been. 
Yield  up  his  Body  Captive  to  the  Queen. 
In  this  despairing  State  he  hap'd  to  ride. 
As  Fortune  led  him,  by  a  Forest-side :    310 
Lonely  the  Vale,  and  full  of  Horror  stood. 
Brown  with  the  shade  of  a  religious  Wood : 
When  full  before  him  at  the  Noon  of  night, 
(The  Moon  was  up,  and  shot  a  gleamy  Light) 
He  saw  a  Quire  of  Ladies  in  a  round. 
That   featly   footing  seem'd   to  skim   the 

Ground : 
Thus  dancing  Hand  in  Hand,  so  light  they 

were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  Earth  or 

Air. 


•ta, 
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At  speed  he  drove,  and  came  a  suddain\ 

Guest, 
In  hope  where  many  Women  were,  at  least,  h 
Some  one  by  chance  might   answer   liisl 

Request.  221/ 

But  faster  than  his  Ilorsc  the  Ladies  flew, 
And  in  a  trice  were  vanish'd  out  of  view. 

One  only  Hag  rcmain'd :  But  fowler  far 
Than  Grandame  Apes  in  Indian  Forests  are  : 
A<^inst   a   wither'd   Oak   she   lean'd   her 

weight, 
Prop'd  on  her  trusty  Staff,  not  half  upright, 
Ana  drop'd   an  awkard   Court'sy    to    the 

Knight. 
Then  said,  What  make  you,  Sir,  so  late 

abroad 
Without  a  Guide,  and  this  no  beaten  Road  ? 
Or  want  you  aught  that  here  you  hope  to 

find,  331 

Or  travel  for  some  Trouble  in  your  Mind  ? 
The  last  I  guess  ;  and,  if  I  read  aright, 
Those  of  our  Sex  arc  hound  to  serve  a 

Knight: 
Perttaps    good    Counsel    may    your    Grief 

ass  wage, 
Then  tell  your  pain :  For  Wisdom  is  in  Age. 
To  this  the  Knight :  Good  Mother,  wou'd 

you  know 
The  secret  Cause  and  Spring  of  all   my 

Woe? 
My  Life  must  with  to  Morrow's  Light  expire. 
Unless  I  tell,  what  Women  most  desire :  240 
Now  cou'd  you  help  mc  at  this  hard  Essay, 
Or  for  your  inborn  Goodness,  or  for  Pay  : 
Yours  is  my  Life,  redeem'd  by  your  Advice, 
Ask  what  you  please,  and  I  will  pay  the 

Price : 
The  proudest  Kerchief  of  the  Court  shall 

rest 
Well  satisfy'd  of  what  they  love  the  best. 
Plight  me  thy  Faitli,  quoth  she :  That  what 

I  ask 
Thy  Danger  over,  and  pcrforni'd  the  Task  ; 
Thatshalt  thou  give  for  Hire  of  thy  Demand; 
Here  take  thy  Oath,  and  seal  it  on  my 

Hand ;  250 

1  warrant  thee,  on  Peril  of  my  Life, 
Tl»y  Words  shall  please  both  Widow,  Maid, 

and  Wife. 


iiS  awkaril]  Anolhtr  Norlhat»plonihireform 
wr»n^y  allsrt,1  by  the  e,iiMrs.  /^/'va  h,i^ 
'awier.i',  and  in  Hudibrat  the  word  rhymes 
with  ^  hawker'd'. 


More  Words  there  needed  not  to  move  the 

Knight, 
To  take  her  Offer,  and  his  Truth  to  plight. 
With  that  she  spread  her  Mantle  on  the 

Ground, 
And  first  enquiring  whether  he  was  bound, 
Hade  him  not  fear,  tho'  long  and  rough  the 

Way. 
At  Court  he  should  arrive  e'er  break  of  Day 
His  Horse  should   find  the  way  without  1 

a  Guide.  [ 

She  said:  With  Fury  they  began  to  ride,  260, 
He  on  the  midst,  the  Beldam  at  his  Side. ) 
The  Horse,  what  Devil  drove  I  cannot  tell, 
But  only  this,  they  sped  their  Journey  well : 
And  all  the  way  the  Crone  inform'd  the 

Knight, 
How  he  should  answer  the  Demand  aright. 
To  Court  they  came:    The  News  was 

quickly  spread 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  his  Head. 
The  Female  Senate  was  assembled  soon, 
With  all  the  Mob  of  Women  in  the  Town : 
The  Queen  sate  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  the 

Hall,  370 

And  bad  the  Cryer  cite  the  Criminal. 
The  Knight  appcar'd ;    and  Silence  they 

proclaim, 

Then  first  the  Culprit  answer'd  to  his  Name ; 

And  after  Forms  of  I^ws,  was  last  requir'd 

To  name  theThing  that  Womenmost  ilesirM. 

Th'  Offender,  taught  his  Lesson  by  the 

way. 
And  by  his  Counsel  order'd  what  to  say, 
Thus  bold  began  ;  My  Lady  Liege,  snid  iie, 
What  all  your  Sex  desire  is  Soverai^nly. 
The  Wife  affects  her  Husband  to  coiuniand ; 
All  must  be  hers,  both  Slony,  House,  and 

Land.  :8i 

The  Maids  are  Mistresses  ev'n  in  their  Name ; 
And  of  their  Servants  full  Dominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  Peril  of  my  Head,  I  say  \ 
A  blunt  plain  Truth,  the  Sex  aspires  to| 

sway,  \ 

You   to  rule  all ;  while  we,  like  .Slaves.. 

obey.  ' 

There  was  not  one,  or  Widow,  Maid,  or 

Wife, 
But  said  the  Knight  had  well  descrv'd  IjL- 

Lifa. 
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Ev'n  fair  Geneura,  witli  a  Blush  confess'd, 
Tlie  Man  had  found  what  Women  love  the 

best.  3go 

Upstarts   the   Beldam,   who   was    there 

unseen. 
And  Reverence  made,  accosted  thus  the 

(^ueen. 
My  Liege,  said  she,  before  the  Court  arise. 
May  I  poor  Wretch  find  Favour  in  your  Eyes, 
To  grant  my  just  Request :   'Twas  I  who 

taught 
The  Knight  this  Answer,  and  inspir'd  hb 

Thought. 
None  but  a  Woman  could  a  Man  direct 
To  tell  us  Women,  what  we  most  affect 
But  first  I  swore  him  on  his  Knightly  Troth, 
(And    here   demand   performance   of    his 

Oath)  300 

To  grant  the  Boon  that  next  I  should  desire  ; 
He  gave  his  Faith,  and  I  expect  my  Hire : 
My  Promise  is  fultill'd  :  I  sav'd  his  Life, 
And  claim  his  Debt,  to  take  me  for  his  Wife. 
The  Knight  was  ask'd,  nor  cou'd  his  Oath 

deny. 
But  hop'd  they  would  not  forte  him  to 

comply. 
The  Women,  who  would  rather  wrest  the 

Laws, 
Than  let  a  Sistcr-Pkintiff  lose  the  Cause, 
(As  Judges  on  the  Bench  more  eracious  arc, 
And  more  attent  to  Brothers  of  tlie  Bar)  310 
Cry'd,  one  and  all,  the  Suppliant  should 

have  Right, 
And  to  the  Grandame-Hag  adjudg'd  the 

Knight. 
In  vain  he  sigh'd,  and  oft  with  Tears 

dcsir'd 
Some  reasonable  Sute  might  be  requir'd. 
But  still  the  Crone  was  constant  to  her  Note ; 
The  more  he  spoke,  the  more  she  stretch'd 

her  Throat. 
In  vain  he  profler'd  all  his  Goods,  to  save 
Ills  Body,  destin'd  to  that  living  Grave. 
The  liquorish   Hag   rejects   the   Pelf  with 

scorn  : 
And  nothing  but  the  Man  would  ser\'c  her 

turn.  320 

Not  all  the  WeaWi  erf  Fastem  Kings,  said 

she, 
Have  Pow'r  to  part  my  plighted  Love,  and 

me ; 
And,  Old,  and  Ugly  as  I  am,  and  Poor  ; 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  Faith  I  swore  : 


For  mine  thou  art  by  Promise,  during  Life, 
And  I  thy  loving  and  obedient  Wife. 
My  Love  1  Nay,  rather  my  Damnation 

Thou, 
Said  he :  Nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  Vow : 
The  Fiend  thy  Sire  has  sent  thee  from  below. 
Else  how  cou'dst  thou  my  secret  Sorrows 

know  ?  330 

Avaunt,old  Witch,  for  I  renounce  thy  Bed:  \ 
The  Queen  may  take  the  Forfeit  of  my  I 

Head,  I- 

E'er  any  of  my  Race  so  foul  a  Crone  shall  i 

wed.  / 

Both  heard,  the  Judge  pronounc'd  against 

the  Knight ; 
So  was  he  Marry'd  in  his  own  despight ; 
And  all  Day  after  hid  him  as  an  Owl, 
Not  able  to  sustain  a  Si^  so  foul. 
Perhaps  the  Reader  thinks  I  do  him  wrong 
To  pass  the  Marriage-Feast  and  Nuptial 

Song : 
Mirth  there  was  none,  the  Man  was  a-la- 

morl,  340 

And  little  Courage  had  to  make  his  Court. 
To  Bed  they  went,  the  Bridegroom  and  the 

Bride : 
Was  never  such  an  ill-pair*d  Couple  ty'd. 
Restless  he  toss'd,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro, 
And  rowl'd,  and  wriggled  further  off ;  for 

Woe. 
The  good  old  Wife  lay  smiling  by  his  Side, 
And  caught  him  in  her  quiv'ring  Arms,  and 

cry'd. 
When  you  my  ravish'd  Predecessor  saw. 
You  were  not  then  become  this  Man  of 

Straw; 
Had  you  been  such,  you  might  have  scap'd 

the  Law.  350 

Is  this  the  Custom  of  King  Arthur's  Court  ? 
Arc  all  Round-Table  Knights  of  such  a  sort  ? 
Remember  I  am  she  who  sav'd  your  Life, 
Your  loviniE,  lawful,  and  complying  Wife : 
Not  thus  you  swore  in  your  unhappy  Hour, 
Nor  I  for  tkis  return  employ'd  my  Pow'r. 
In  time  of  Need  I  was  your  faithful  Friend  ; 
Nor  did  I  since,  nor  ever  will  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  Lord,  'tis  much  un- 
kind ; 
What    Fury    has    possessed    your    alter'd 

Mind  ?  360 

Thus  on  my  Wedding-aight — Without  Pre- 
tence— 
Come,  turn  this  way,  or  tefl  me  my  Offence. 


.  Ill 
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If  not  your  Wife,  let  Reasons  Rule  persuade, 
Name  but  tny  Fault,  amends  shall  soon  be 
made. 
Amends !  Nay,  that's  impossible,  said  he, 
What  change  of  Age,  or  Ugliness  can  be  ! 
Or  could  Medea's  .Magick  mend  thy  Face,  \ 
Thou  art  descended  from  so  mean  a  Race,  ( 
That  never  Knight  was  match'd  with  such  f 
Disgrace.  ) 

What  wonder.  Madam,  if  I  move  my  Side, 
When,  if  I  turn,  I  turn  to  such  a  Bride  ?  371 
And  is  this  all  that  troubles  you  so  sore  ! 
And  what  the  Devil  cou'dst  thou  wish  me 
more  ? 
Ah  Benedicile,  reply'd  the  Crone : 
Then  cause  of  just  Complaining  have  you 

none. 
The  Remedy  to  this  were  soon  applv'd, 
Wou'd  you  be  like  the  Bridegroom'  to  the 

Bride. 
But,  for  you  say  a  long  descended  Race, 
And  Wealth,  and  Dignity,  and  Pow'r,  and 

Place, 
Make    Gentlemen,    and    that    your    high 
Degree  380 

Is  much  disparag'd  to  be  match'd  with  me  ; 
Know  this,  my  Lord,  Nobility  of  Blood 
Is  but  a  giitt'ring,  and  fallacious  Good  : 
The  Nobleman  is  he  whose  noble  Mind 
Is   fill'd   with   inborn   Worth,   unborrow'd 

from  his  Kind. 
The  King  of  Heav'n  was  in  a  Manger  laid  ; 
And  took  his  Earth  but  from  an  humble 

Maid : 
Then  what  can  Birth,  or  mortal  Men  bestow. 
Since  Floods  no  higher  than  their  Fountains 

flow? 
We  who  for  Name,  and  emj    .  Honour  stri     , 
Our  true  Nobility  from  him  derive.  3.,! 

Your  Ancestors,  who  puff  vour  Mind  witn 

Pride. 
And  vast  Estates  to  mighty  Titles  ty'd. 
Did  not  your  Honour.but  their  own  advance. 
For  Virtue  comes  not  by  Inheritance. 
If  you  tralineate  from  your  Father's  Mind, 
What  are  you  else  but  of  a  Bastard-kind  ? 
Do,  as  your  great  Prc^enitors  have  done, 
And  by  their  virtues  prove  your  self  their 

Son. 
No  Father  can  infuse,  or  Wit  or  Grace  ;  400 
A  .Mother  comes  across,  and  marrs  the  Race. 
AGrand^.ire  or  a  f'.randnmc  taints  the  Blood ; 
And  seldom  three  Descents  continue  Good. 


Were  Virtue  by  Descent,  a  noble  Name 
Could  never  villanize  his  Father's  Fame : 
But,  as  the  first  the  last  of  all  the  Line, 
Wou'd  like  the   Sun   ev'n  in   Descending 

shine. 
Take  Fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkest  House 
Betwixt  King  Arthur's  Court  and  Caucasus, 
If  you  depart,  the  Flame  shall  still  remain, 
And  the  bright  Blaze  enlighten  all  the 
Plain  ;  ^,, 

Nor,  till  the  Fewel  perish,  can  decay. 
By  Nature  form'd  on  Things  combustible  to 

prey. 
Such  IS  not  Man,  who  mixing  better  Seed 
With  worse,  begets  a  base,  degenerate  Breed: 
The   Bad  corrupts  the  Good,  and  leaves 

behind 
No  trace  of  all  the  great  Begetter's  Mind. 
The  Father  sinks  within  his  Son,  we  see, 
And  often  rises  in  the  third  Degree ; 
If  better  Luck,  a  better  Mother  give :     420 
Chance  gave  us  being,  and  by  Chance  wc 

live. 
Such  as  our  Atoms  were,  ev'n  such  are  we,) 
Or  call  it  Chance,  or  strong  Necessity.     ' 
Thus,  loaded  w  ith  dead  weight,  the  Will  is 

free. 
And  thus  it  needs  must  be :   For  Seed  con- 

join'd 
Lets    into    Nature's    Work    th'    imperfect 

Kind : 
But  Fire,  th'  enliv'ncr  of  the  general  Frame, 
^  Is  one,  its  Operation  still  the  same. 
j  Its  Principle  is  in  it  self :  While  ours 
!  Works,  as  Confederate's  War,  witii  mir.glcd 
Pow'rs :  4-0 

Or  Man,  or  Woman,  which  soever  fails ; 
And,  oft,  the  Vigour  of  the  Worse  [ircvaiis. 
Mther  with  Sulphur  blended  alters  hue, 
And  rasts  a  dusky  gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 
Thus  in  a  Brute,  their  ancient  Honour  ends, 
And  the  fair  Mermaid  in  a  Fish  dts>\  luls : 
The  Line  is  gone  ;  no  longer  Duke  or  Karl ; 
But  by  himself  degraded  turns  a  ( liiirj. 
Nobility  of  Blood  is  but  Renown 
Of   thy   great    Fathers   by    their  Virlue 
known,  440 , 

And  a  long  trail  of  Light,  to  thee  descend  , 
ing  down.  > 

If  in  thy  Smoke  it  ends,  thei  •  Glories  sliine ; 
But  Infamy  and  Villanage  are  thine. 
Then  what  I  said  before,  is  plainly  show'J, 
That  true  Nobility  proceeds  from  God : 
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Nor  left  us  by  Inheritance,  but  civ'n 

Bv  Bounty  of  our  Stars,  and  Grace  of 

Heaven. 
Thus  from  a  Captive  Servius  Tullus  rose, 
Wiiom  for  his  Virtues,  the   first  Romans 

chose: 
Fabriiiiis  from  their  Walls  repell'd  the  Foe, 
Wliose    noble    Hands    had    exercis'd    the 

Plough.  451 

From  hence,  my  Lord,  and  Love,  I  thus 

conclude. 
That  tho'  my  homely  Ancestors  were  rude. 
Mean  as  I  om,  yet  I  may  have  the  Grace 
To  make  you  father  of  a  generous  Race : 
And  Noble  then  am  I,  when  I  begin. 
In  Virtue  cloath'd,  to  cast  the  Rags  of  Sin : 
If  Poverty  be  my  upbraided  Crime, 
And  you  believe  in  Heav'n ;  there  was  a 

time,  459 

When  He,  the  great  Controller  of  our  Fate 
Deign'd  to  be  Man,  and  lived  in  low  Estate : 
VVhicii  he  who  had  the  World  at  his  disi)ose, 
If  Poverty  were  Vice,  wou'd  never  choose. 
Pbilosophers  have  said,  and  Poets  sing, 
That  a  glad  Poverty's  an  honest  Thing. 
Content  is  Wealth,  the  Riches  of  the  Mind  ; 
And  happy  He  who  can  that  Treasure  find. 
But  thebaseMiser  starves  amidst  his  Store,] 
Broods  on  his  Gold,  and  griping  still  at  [ 

more  I 

Sits  sadly  pining,  and  Believes  he's  Poor.) 
The    ragged     Beggar,     tho'     lie     wants 

Relief,  471 

Has  not  to  lose,  and  sings  before  the  Thief. 
Want  is  a  bitter,  and  a  hateful  Good, 
Because  its  Virtues  are  not  understood. 
Yet  many  Things,  impossible  to  Thought, 
Have  been   by    Need   to   full    Perfection 

brought : 
The  daring  of  the  Soul  proceeds  from  thence, 
Sharpness  of  Wit,  and  active  Diligence : 
Prudence  at  once,  and  Fortitude  it  gives, 
And  if  in  patience  taken  mends  our  Lives ; 
lor  ev'n  that   Indigence  that    brings   me 

low  481 

Makes  me  my  self  and  Him  above  to  know. 
A  Good  which  none  would  challenge,  few 

would  choose, 
A  fair  Possession,  which  Mankind  refuse. 

44"  7'ti//iis]  Editors  print  Tullius,  hut  Ike 
trror  IS  Drydens. 
47i  not]  Editors givt  nought,  ptrhaps  righUy. 


If  we  from  Wealth  to  Poverty  descend. 
Want  ^ives  to  know  the  Flatt'rer  from  the 

Friend. 
If  I  am  Old,  and  Ugly,  well  for  ypu. 
No  lend  Adult' rer  will  my  Love  pursue ; 
Nor  Jealousy,  the  Bane  of  marry  d  Life, 
Shall  haunt  you,  for  a  wither'd  homely  Wife: 
For  Age,  and  Ugliness,  as  all  agree,         491 
Are  the  best  Guards  of  Female  Chastity. 

Vet  since  I  see  your  Mind  is  Worldly  ijent, 
I'll  do  my  best  to  further  your  Content. 
And  therefore  of  two  Gifts  in  my  dispose, 
Think  e'er  you  speak,  I  grant  you  leave  to 

choose : 
Wou'd  you  I  should  be  still  Deform'd,  and 

Old, 
Nauseous   to  Touch,  and   Loathsome   to 

Behold ; 
On  this  Condition,  to  remain  for  life 
A  careful,  tender  and  obedient  Wife,     500 
In  all  I  can  contribute  to  your  Ease, 
And  not  in  Deed,  or  Word,  or  Thought  dis- 
please ? 
Or  would  you  rather  have  me  Young  and 

Fair, 
And  take  the  Chance  that  happens  to  your 

share  ? 
Temptations  are  in  Beauty,  and  in  Youth, 
And  how  can  you  depend  upon  my  Truth  ? 
Now  weigh  the  Danger  with  the  doubtful 

Bliss, 
And  thank  your  self,  if  ought  should  fall 

amiss. 
Sore  sigh'd  the  Knight,  who  tliis  long 

Sermon  heard  ; 
At  length  con:>idering  all,  his   Heart  he 

chear'd,  eio 

And  thus  reply'd.  My  Lady,  and  my  Wife, 
To  your  wise  Conduct  I  resign  my  Life : 
Choose  you  for  me,  for  well  you  understand 
The  future  Good  and  111,  on  either  Hand : 
But  if  an  humble  Husband  may  request, 
Provide,  and  order  all  Things  for  the  best ; 
Your's  be  the  Care  to  profit,  and  to  please : 
And  let  your  Subject -Servant  take  his  Ease. 
Then  thuj  in  Peace,  quoth  she,  concludes 

the  Strife, 
Since  I  am  turn'd  the  K<isband,  you  the 

Wife :  520 

The  Matrimonial  Victory  is  mine. 
Which  having  fairly  gain'd,  I  will  resign  ; 
Forgive  if  I  have  said,  or  done  amiss, 
And  seal  the  Bargain  with  a  Friendly  Kiss : 


•      *i»P    » 


I-  > 
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THE  WIFE  OF  BATH  IHR  TALE, 


I  promti'd  you  but  one  Coiitviit  to  share,     j 
But  now  I  will  become  both  Ciood,  and  Fuir. 
No  Nuptial  Quarrel  shall  disturb  your  Ease, 
The  Business  of  my  Lile  shall  be  to  please : 
And  for  my  IJeauty  that,  ns  Time  ihall  try ;  i 
But  draw  the  Curtain  brst,  and  cast  your 

Eye.  5.10 ' 

He  look'd,  and  saw  a  Creature  bcav'niy  { 

Fair,  I 

In  bloom  of  Youth,  and  of  a  cliarniiiit'  Air. 
With  Joy  he  turn'd,  and  sciz'd  her  Iv'ry 

Ann ; 
And  like  Pygmalion  found  the  Statue  warm. 
Small  Arguments  there  needed  to  prevail,     \ 
A  Storm  of  Kisses  |x>ur'd  a*  thick  as  Ilail. 


Thus  long  in  mutual  Ulis*  they  kiy  eut- 

braced. 
And  their  first  Love  rontinu'd  to  the  la^t : 
One  Suu-shine  was  their  Life ;    no  Cloud 

between ; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  Coiiple  teen.         510 
And  so  may  all  our  Lives  like  thcir's  be 

led; 
Ileav'n  send  the  Maids  young  Husbands, 

fresh  in  Bed : 
Mav  Widows  Wed  m  often  as  they  can, 
.\nd  ev>:r  for  the  better  change  tluir  Man. 
And  soinr  devouring  Plague  pursue  their 

Lives, 
Who  will  not  well  be  govcrn'd  by  their  Wivc$. 


I 


t 
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THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 

IMITATED    FROM    CHAUCER    AND    INLARC'd. 


A  Pariih-Pricst  was  of  the  FilRrim-Train ; 
An  Awful,  Reverend,  and  Keli^ious  Man. 
Hb  Eyes  diflus'd  a  venerable  Grace, 
And  Charity  it  self  was  in  liis  Face. 
Rich  was  his  Soul,  though  lib  Attire  was\ 

poor; 
(AsGod  had  cloath'd  his  own  Embassador;)  > 
For  such,  on  Earth,  his  bless'd  Redeemer 

bore.  / 

Of  Sixty  Years  he  scem'd  ;  and  well  might 

last 
To  Sixty  more,  but  that  lie  liv'd  too  fast ; 
Rcfin'd  himself  to  Soul,  to  curb  the  Sense  ;  10 
And  made  almost  a  Sin  of  Abstinence. 
Yet,  had  his  Aspect  nothing  of  severe. 
But  such  a  Face  as  promis'd  him  sincere. 
Nothing  reserv'd  or  sullen  was  to  sec,       \ 
But  sweet  Regards ;  and  [>lcasing  Sanctity:  [ 
Mild  was  his  Accent,  and  his  Action  free. ' 
With    Eloquence    innate   his   Tongue    was 

arm'd  ; 
Tho'  harsh  the  Precept,  yet  the  Preacher 

charm 'd ; 
For,lettingdown  the  golden  Chain  from  high, 
He  drew  his  .AudiencL-  ujiward  to  the  Sky 


20 


5i.1  oftrn  as  they]  often  they  tyoo.  The  corrtc- 
lion  was  sileHllf  marit  in  the  second edUio-ii,  anrf, 
as  no  edilnr  has  realh  MllaUd  the  first,  the 
omission  has  never  been  noticed.  See  mote  on 
uu  aiove. 


And  oft,  with  holy  Hymns,  he  charm'd  their 

Ears 
(A     Musick    more    melodious     than    tlie 

Spheres.) 
For  David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  rest. 
His  Lyre  ;  and  after  him,  he  sung  the  Ixst. 
He  bore  his  great  Commission  in  his  Look: 
But  sweetly  temper'd  Awe,  and  soltcu'd  all 

he  spoke.  • 

He  preach'd  the  Toys  of  Heav'n  and  Pains) 

of  Hell ;  ' 

And  warn'd  theSinner  with  becomin(;Zca!;| 
iJut  on  Eternal  Mercy  lov'd  to  dwil!.  I 
lie  taught  the  Goipcl  rather  than  tlit  Li«  : 
And  forc'd  himself  to  drive  ;   but  luv'd  to 

draw.  _v 

For  Fear  but  freezes  Minds  ;   but  Love,  like 

Heat, 
Exhales    the   Soul   sublime,    to   seek  Iter 

Native  Seat. 
To  Threats,  the  stubborn  Siniitr  oft  is 

hard, 
Wrai)'d  in  his  Crimes,  against  the  Storm 

prcpar'd ; 
But,  wncn   tlie  milder    Beams    of  Mercy 

play, 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cunib'rous  Cloak 

away. 

The  Chamactbk  of  a  d  cd  Pahsom.  Text 
from  the  original  and  nnty  c  .ntetuporary  edition, 
170U 
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■nd      Thunder      (Hcav'nt 


LishUiiags 

Artillery) 
As  II«rbingen  before  th*  Almiffhty  fly  t 
Those,  but  proclaim  bn  Stile,  and  duappcar  ; 
The  stiller  Sound  tucceeds ;    and  God  is 

there.  4, 

Tl>e  Tythct,  his  Parish  freely  paid,  he 

took; 
But  never  Su'd ;  or  Curs'd  with  Bell  and 

I3ook. 
With  Patience  bearing  wrong  ;  but  ofl'ring 

none : 
Since  every  Man  is  free  to  lose  his  own. 
The  Country-Churlcs,   according   to   their 

Kind, 
(Wlio  grudge  tlicir  Dues,  and  love  to  be 

behind,) 
The  less  he  sought  his  Ofi'rings,  pinch'd  the 

more ; 
And  prais'd  a  Priest,  contented  to  be  Poor. 
Vet,  of  his  little,  he  had  some  to  siwrc,  50 
To  feed  the  Fainisli'd,und  to  clooth  the  Bare : 
For  Mortifv'd  he  was  to  that  degree, 
A  jxwrer  thiin  himself,  he  wou'd  not  see 
True  Priests,  he  said,  and  Preachers  of  the 

Word, 
Were  only  Stewards  of  their  Soveraign  Lord, 
Nothing  was  theirs;    but  all  the  publick 

Store, 
Intrusted  Riches  to  relieve  the  Poor. 
Wlio.  shou'd  they  steal,  for  want  of  his 

Relief 
lie  judg'd  himself  Accomplice  with  the  Thief. 
Wide  was  his  Parish  ;  not  contracted  close 
in  Str»ets,  but  here  and  there  a  straggling 

House ;  5i 

Yet  still  he  was  at  Hand,  without  Request 
To  serve  the  Sick ;    to  succour  the  Dis- 

tr?ss'd  ; 

Tempting,  on  Foot,  alone,  without  affright, 

Tlie  Dangers  of  a  dark,  tempestuous  Night. 

All  this  the  good  old  Man  perform'd  alone, 

Nor  spar'd  his  pains ;    for  Curate  he  had 

none. 
Nor  durst  he  trust  another  with  his  Care  ; 
Nor  rode  himself  to  Pauls,  the  publick  Fair, 
To  chaffer  for  Preferment  with  his  Gold,  70 
VVhcrc  Bishopricks,  and  sine  Cures  are  sokl 
But  duly  watch'd  his  Flock,  by  Night  and 

Day; 
And  from  the  prowling  Wolf,  redeem'd  the 

Prey, 
And  hungry  sent  Uie  wily  Fox  away. 


The  Proud  he  Um'd,  the  Penitent  be 
chear'd : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  Oflender  fcar'd. 
His  Preaching  much,  but  more  hia  Practice 

wrought ; 
(A  living  Sermon  of  the  Truths  he  taught  0 
For  til  is  by  Rules  severe  his  Life  he  squar'd : 
That  all  might  se^  the  Doctrin  which  they 
licard.  go 

For  PriesU,  he  sakl,  are  Patterns  for  the 

rest : 
(The  Gold  of  Heav'n,  who  bear  the  God 

Imprcss'd :) 
But  when  the  precious  Coin  is  kept  unclean, 
The  Soveraign  s  Image  is  no  longer  seen. 
If  they  be  foul,  on  whom  the  People  trust, 
Well  may  the  baser  Brass  contract  a  rust. 
The  Prrtote  for  his  Holy  Life  he  priz'd ; 
The  worMly  Pomp  of  Prelacy  despn'd. 
His  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gawdy  Show, 
Nor  was  his  Kingdom  of  the  World  below.  90 
Patience  in  Want,  and  Poverty  of  Mind,  \ 
These  Marks  of  Church  and  Churchmen  he  I 

design'd, 
And  living  taught ;  and  dying  left  behind.) 
TheCrown  he  wore  was  of  the  i>ointedThorn: 
In  Purple  he  was  Crucify'd,  not  bom. 
They  who  contend  for  Place  and  high  Degree, 
Are  not  hb  Sons,  but  those  of  Zebadee. 
Not,  but  he  knew  the  Signs  of  Earthly 
Pow'r 
Might  well  become  St.  Peter's  Successor  ; 
Tlie  Holy  Father  holds  a  double  Reign,  100 
The  Prince  may  keeji  his  Pomp  ;  the  Fisher 
must  be  plain. 
Such  was  the  Saint ;  who  shone  with  every 
Grace: 
Reflecting,  MosesAiVe,  his  Maker's  Face. 
God  saw  his  Image  lively  was  exprcss'd  ; 
And  his  own  Work,  as  in  Creation,  bless'd. 
The  Tempter  saw  him  too,  with  envious 
Eye, 
And,  as  on  Job,  demanded  leave  to  try. 
He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  depos'd, 
And  Hi^h  and  Low  with  happy  Harry  ctes'd. 
Thb  Prmce,  tho'  great  in  Arms,  the  Priest 
withstood,  1,0 

Near  tho'  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  of  Blood. 
Had  Richard  unconstrain'd,  resign'd  the\ 

Throne, 
A  King  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own  : 
The  Title  stood  cntail'd,  had  Richard  had 
a  Son. 
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THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 


Conquest,   an   odious    Name,   was   laid 

aside, 
Where    all    submitted,    none    the    Battle 

try'd. 
The  senseless  Plea  of  Right  by  Providence, 
Was,  by  a  flatt'rinj»  Priest,  invented  since : 
And    lasts    no   longer    than    the    present 

swa^ ; 
But  justifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play.  120 
The  People's  Right  remains ;    let  those 

who  dare 
Dispute  their  Pow'r,  when  they  the  Judges 

are. 
He  join'd  not  in  their  Choice ;   because 

he  knew 
Worse  might,  and  often  did  from  Change 

ensue. 
Much  to  himself  he  thought ;    but  little 

spoke : 
And,  Undepriv'd,  his  Benefice  forsook. 


Now,  through  the  Land,  his  Cure  of  Soub 

he  stretch'd. 
And  like  a  Primitive  Apostle  preach'd. 
Still  Chearful ;  ever  Constant  to  his  Call ; 
By  many  follow'd  ;  Lov'd  by  n.ost,  Admir'd 

by  All.  ,30 

With  what  he  beg'd,  his  Brethren  he  reliev'd; 
And  gave  the  Charities  himself  receiv'd ; 
Cave,  while  he  Taught;   and  Edify'd  the 

more, 
BecauK  he  shew'd  by  Proof,  'twas  easy  to 

be  Poor. 
He  went  not,  with  the  Crowd,  to  see  a 

Shrine ; 
But  fed  us  by  the  way,  with  Food  divine. 

In  deference  to  his  Virtues,  I  forbear 
To  show  vou,  what  the  rest  in  Orders  were 
This  Brilfant  is  so  Spotless,  and  so  Bright, 
He  needs  no  FoyI :   But  shines  by  his  own 

proper  Light.  140 


SIGISMONDA  AND  GUISCARDO. 

FROM    BOCCACE. 


While  Norman  Tancred  in  Salerno  reign'd. 
The  Title  of  a  Gracious  Prince  he  gain'd ; 
Till  turn'd  a  Tyrant  in  his  latter  Days, 
He  lost  the  Lustre  of  his  former  Praise, 
And  from  the  bright  Meridian  where  he  stood 
Descending,  dipp'd  his  Hands  in   Lovers 

Blood. 
This  Prince,  of  Fortunes  Favour  long 

possess' d. 
Yet  was  with  one  fair  Daughter  only  bless'd  ; 
And  bless'd  he  might  have  been  with  her 

alone : 
But  oh !    how  much  more  happy,  had  he 

none !  10 

She  was  his  Care,  his  Hope,  and  his  Delight, 
Most  in  his  Thought,  and  ever  in  his  Sight : 
Next,  nay  beyond  his  Life,  he  held  her  dear  ; 
She  liv'd  by  him,  and  now  he  liv'd  ir  ncr. 
For  this,  when  ripe  for  Marriage,  he  delay'd 
Her  Nuptial  Bands,  and  kept  her  long  a 

Maid, 
As  envying  any  else  should  share  a  Part 
Of  what  was  his,  and  claiming  all  her  Heart. 


\xq    Brillantl 
Brilliant 


Th4    tditors    wrongly    print 


At  length,  as  Publick  Decency  requir'd, 
And  all  his  Vassals  eagerly  desir'd,         20 
With  Mind  averse,  he  rather  underwent 
His  Peoples  Will  than  gave  his  own  Consent 
So  was  she  torn,  as  from  a  Lover's  Side, 
And  made  almost  in  his  Ucspite  a  Bride. 
Short  were  her  Marriage-Joys  ;  for  in  the 

Prime 
Of  Youth,  her  Lord  expir'd  before  his  time ; 
And  to  her  Father's  Court  in  little  space 
Restor'd  anew,  she  held  a  higher  Place ; 
More  lov'd,  and  more  exal'cd  into  Grace. 
This  Princess  fresh  and  young,  and  fair,  and 

wise,  30 

The  worshipp'd  Idol  of  her  Father's  Eyes, 

Did  all  her  Sex  in  ev'ry  Grace  exceed, 

And  had  more  Wit  beside  than  Women  need. 

Youth,  Health,  and  Ease,  and  most  an^ 

amorous  Mind, 
To   second    Nuptials  had  her  Thonghts 

inclin'd  ; 
And  former  Joys  had  left  a  secret  Sting 

behind. 


SiGISMONUA  AND  GUISCAKDO.    Text  from  the 
orij^inal  and  only  conlemporary  vitilion,  i70(>. 
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But,  prodigal  in  ev'ry  other  Grant, 
Her  bire  left  unsupply'd  her  only  Want ; 
And  she,  betwixt  her  Modesty  and  Pride, 
Her  Wishes,  which  she  could  not  help,  would 

hide.  40 

Kesolv'd  at  last  to  lose  no  longer  Time, 
And  yet  to  please  her  self  withcit  a  Crime, 
She  cast  her  E^es  around  the  Court,  to  find 
A  worthy  Sub)ect  suiting  to  her  Mind, 
To  him  in  holy  Nuptials  to  be  ty'd, 
A  seeming  Widow,  and  a  secret  Bride. 
Among  the  Train  of  Courtiers,  one  she  found 
With  all  the  Gifts  of  bounteous  Nature 

crown'd, 
Of  gentle  Blood ;   but  one  whose  niggard 

Fate 
Had  set  him  far  below  her  high  Estate ;    50 
Guiscard  bis  Name  was  call'd,  of  blooming 

Age, 
Now  S  juire  to  Tancred,  and  before  his  Page ; 
To  him,  the  Choice  of  all  the  shining  Crowd, 
Her  Heart  the  noble  Sigismonda  vow'd. 

Yet  hitherto  she  kept  Iter  Love  conceal'd. 
And  with  dose  Glances  ev'ry  Day  beheld 
The   graceful    Youth ;     and    ev'ry    Day 

increas'd 
The  raging  Fire  t'lat  burn'd  within  her 

Breast ; 
Some  secret  Charm  did  all  his  Acts  attend. 
And  what  his  Fortune  wanted,  hers  could 

mend ;  f  o 

Till,  as  the  Fire  will  force  its  outward  way. 
Or,  in  the  Prison  pent,  consume  the  Prey  ; 
So  long  her  earnest  Eyes  on  his  were  set,' 
At  length  their  twisted  Rays  together  met ; 
And  he,  surpriz'd  with  humble  Joy,  survey'd 
One  sweet  Regard,  shot  by  the  Royal  Maid : 
Not  well  assur'd,  while  doubtful  Hopes  he 

nurs'd, 
A  second  Glance  came  gliding  like  the  first ; 
And  he,  who  saw  the  Sharpness  of  the  Dart, 
Without  Defence  recciv'd  it  in  his  Heart.  70 
In  Publick  though    their  Passion  wanted 

Speech, 
Yet  mutual  Looks  interpreted  for  each : 
Time,  Ways,  and  Means  of  Meeting  were 

deny'd. 
But  all  those  Wants  ingenious  Love  supply'd. 
Th'  inventive  God,  who  never  fails  his  Part, 
Inspires  the  Wit,  when  once  he  warms  the 

Heart. 
When  Guiscard  next  was  in  the  Circle  seen, 
"here  Sigismonda  held  the  Place  of  Queen, 


A  hollow  Cane  within  her  Hand  she  brought. 
But  in  the  Copcave  had  endos'd  a  Note ;  80 
With  this  she  seem'd  to  play,  and,  as  in 

sport, 
Toss'd  to  her  Love,  in  presence  of  the  Court ; 
Take  it,  she  said ;   and  when  your  Need* 

require. 
This  little  Brand  will  serve  to  light  your  Fire. 
He  took  it  with  a  Bow,  and  soon  divin'd 
The    seeming    Toy    was   not   for   nought 

design'd : 
But  when  retir'd,  so  long  with  curiouz  Eyes 
He  view'd  the  Present,  that  he  found  the 

Prize. 
Much  was  in  little  writ ;  and  all  convey'd 
With  cautious  Care,  for  fear  to  be  be- 
tray'd  90 

By  some  false  Confident  or  Fav'rite  Maid. , 
The  Time,  the  Place,  the  Manner  how  to 

meet. 
Were  all  in  punctual  Order  plainly  writ : 
But  since  a  Trust  must  be,  she  thought  it 

best 
To  put  it  out  of  Laymens  Pow'r  at  least, 
And  for   their  solemn  Vows  prepar'd   a 
Priest. 
Guiscard  (her  secret  purpose  understood) 
With  Joy  prepar'd  to  meet  the  coming  Good ; 
Nor    Pains   nor   Danger  was  resolv'd    to 
spare,  99 

But  use  the  Means  appointed  by  the  Fair. 
Near  the  proud  Palace  of  Salerno  stood 
A  Mount  of  rough  Ascent,  and  thick  with 

Wood; 
Tlirough  this  a  Cave  was  dug  with  vast 

Expence, 
The  Work  it  seem'd   of   some   suspicious 

Prince, 
Who,   when   abusing   Pow'r   with   bwless 

Might, 
From    Publick   Justice    woukl   secure   his 

Flight. 
The  Passage  made  by  many  a  winding  Way, 
Reach'd  ev'n  the  Room  in  which  the  Tyrant 

lay. 
Fit  for  his  purpose,  on  a  k)wer  Floor 
He  lodg'd,  whose  Issue  was  an  Iron  Door, 
From  whence,  by  Stairs  descending  to  the 
Ground,  m 

In  the  blind  Grot  a  safe  Retreat  he  found. 
Its  Outlet  ended  in  a  Brake  o'ergrown 
With  Brambles,  choak'd  by  Time,  and  now« 
unknown. 
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A  Rift  there  was,  which  from  the  Mountains 

Height 
Convey'd  a  gliinrn'ring  and  malignant  Light, 
A  Breathing-place  to  draw  the  Damps  away, 
A  Twilight  of  an  intercepted  Day. 
The  Tyrants  Den,  whose  Use,  though  lost  to 

Fame, 
Was  now  th'  Apartment  of  the  Royal  Dame ; 
The  Cavern,  only  to  her  Father  known,  121 
By  him  was  to  his  Darling-Daughter  shown. 

Neglected  long  she  let  the  Secret  rest. 
Till  Love  recall'd  it  to  her  lab'ring  Breast, 
And  hinted  as  the  Way  by  Heav'n  design'd 
The  Teacher,  by  the  Means  he  taught,  to 

blind. 
What  will  not  Women  do,  when  Need  inspires 
Their  Wit,  or  Love  their  Inclination  fires  ! 
Though  Jealousie  of  State  th'   Invention 

found. 
Yet  Love  refin'd  upon  the  former  Ground. 
That  Way,  the  tyrant  had  reserv'd,  to  fly  131 
Pursuing  Hate,  now  serv'd  to  bring  two 

Lovers  nigh. 
The  Dame,  who  long  in  vain  had  kept 

the  Key, 
Bold  by  Desire,  explor'd  the  secret  Way  ; 
Now  try'd  the  Stairs,  and  wading  through 

the  Night, 
Scarch'd  all  the  deep  Recess,  and  issu'd  into 

Light. 
All  this  her  Letter  had  so  well  explain'd, 
Th'  instructed  Youth  might  compass  what 

remain' d ; 
The  Cavern-mouth  alone  was  hard  to  find. 
Because  the  Path  disus'd,  was  out  of  mind  : 
But  in  what  Quarter  of  the  Cops  it  lay,  141 
His  Eye  by  cert-iin  Level  could  survev  : 
Yet  (for  the  Wood  perplex'd  with  Thorns 

he  knew) 
A  Frock  of  Leather  o'er  his  Limbs  he  drew  ; 
And    thus   provided,   search'd   the    Brake 

around. 
Till  the  choak  d  Entry  of  the  Cave  he  found. 
Thus,  all  prepar'd,  the  promis'd   Hour 

arrived, 
So  long  expected,  and  so  well  contriv'd  : 
With  Love  to  Friend,  th'  impatient  Lover 

went, 
Fenc'd  from  the  Thorns,  and  trod  the  deep 

Descent.  150 

The   conscious   Priest,   who  was   b        n'd 

before, 
Stood  ready  |}osted  at  the  Postern-door ; 


The  Maids  in  distant  Rooms  were  sent  to 

rest. 
And  nothing  wanted  but  th'  invited  Guest. 
He  came,  and,  knocking  thrice,  without 

delay. 
The  longing  Lady  heard,and  turn'd  the  Key; 
At  once  invaded  him  with  all  her  Charms, 
And  the  first  Step  he  made,  was  in  her  Arms: 
The  Leathern  Out-side,  boistrous  as  it  was, 
Gave  way,  and  bent  beneath  her  strict 

Embrace :  160 

On  either  Side  the  Kisses  flew  so  thick, 
That  neither  he  nor  she  had  Breath  to  speak. 
The  holy  Man  amaz'd  at  wha*^  ae  saw, 
Made  haste  to  sanctifie  the  Bliss  by  Lav  ; 
And  mutter'd  fast  the  Matrimony  o're. 
For  fear  committed  Sin  should  get  before. 
His  Work  perform 'd, he  left  the  Pairabne,  | 
Ikcause  he  knew  he  could  not  go  too  soon ;  r 
His  I'resence  odious,when  his  Task  was  done.) 
What  Thoughts  he  had  beseetns  not  me. 

to  say,  170) 

Though  some  surmise  he  went  to  fast  and 

pray.  I 

And  needed  both,  to  drive  the  tempting 

Thoughts  away.  ' 

The  Foe  once  gone,  they  took  their  full 

Delight ; 
'Twas  restless  Rage,  and  Tempest  all  the 

night : 
For  greedy  Love  eachMoment  would  employ, 
And  grudg'd  the  shortest  Pauses  of  their  Joy. 
Thus  were  their  Loves  auspiciously  begun, 
.\nd  thus  with  secret  Care  were  carried  on, 
The  Stealth  it  self  did  Appetite  restore, 
And  look'd  so  like  a  Sin,  it  i)leas'd  the  more. 
The  Cave  was  now  become  a  common 

Way,  181 

The  Wicket,  often  opcn'd,  knew  the  Key: 
Love  rioted  secure,  and  long  cnjoy'd, 
Was  ever  eager,  and  was  never  cloy'd. 

But  as  Extremes  arc  short, of  111  and  Good, 
And  Tides   at   highest   Mark   regorge  the 

Flood  ; 
So  Fate,  that  could  no  more  improve  their 

Joy, 
Took  a  malicious  Pleasure  to  destroy. 
Tancred,  who  fondly  lov'd,  and  whose 

Delight  1S9 

Was  plac'd  in  his  fair  Daughters  daily  Sight 
Of  Custom,  when  his  State-Affairs  were  done, 
Would  pass  his  pkasiiig  Hours  with  her 

alone : 
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And,  as  a  Father's  Privilege  allow'd, 
Without  Attendance  of  th'  ofticious  Crowd. 
It  happen'd  once,  tliat  when  hi  llcat  oi 

Day 
He  try'd  to  sleep,  as  was  his  usual  Way, 
The  balmy  Slumber  fled  his  wakeful  Eyes, 
And  forc'd  him,  in  his  own  despite,  to  rise  : 
Of  Sleep  forsaken,  to  relieve  his  Care, 
He  sought  the  Conversation  of  *.he  Fair ;  200 
But  with  her  Train  of  Damsels  she  was  gone. 
In  sliady  Walks  the  scorching  Heat  to  shun : 
He  would  not  violate  that  sweet  Recess, 
And  found  besides  a  welcome  Heaviness 
That  seiz'd  his  Eyes ;  and  Slumber,  which 

forgot 
When  called   before  to  come,  now  came 

unsought. 
From  Light  retir'd,  behind  his  Daughters 

Bed, 
He  for  approaching   Sleep  compos'd  his 

Head; 
A  Chair  was  ready,  for  that  Use  design'd, 
So  quilted  that  he  lay  at  ease  reclin'd  ;    210 
The  Curtains  closely  drawn,  the  Light  to 

skreen, 
As  if  he  had  contrivV  to  lie  unseen : 
Thus  cover'd  with  an  artificial  Night, 
Sleep  did  his  Office  soon,  and  seal'd  his  Sight. 
Wi'h  Heav'n  aveise,  in  this  iil-omcn'd 

Hour 
ViAiGiiiscard  summoned  to  the  secret  Bow'r, 
And  the  fair  Nymph,  with  Expectation  fir'd. 
From  her  attending  Damsels  was  retir'd : 
For,  true  to  Love,  she  measur'd  Time  so 

right 
As  not  to  miss  one  Moment  of  Delight.    220 
The  Garden,  seated  on  the  level  Floor, 
She  left  behind,  and  locking  ev'ry  Door, 
Thoiiglit  all  secure  ;  but  little  did  she  know, 
Bhnd  to  her  Fate,  she  had  indos'd  her  Foe. 
Attending  Guiscard  in  his  Leathern  Frock 
Stood    ready,    with    his    thrice-repeated 

Knock : 
Thrice  with  a  doleful  Sound  the  jarring 

Grate 
Rung  deaf,  and  hollow,  and  presag'd  their 

Fate. 
The  Door  unlock'd,  to  known  Delight  they 

UtlStC)  220 

And  panting  in  each  other's  Arms,  cmbrac'd, 
Rush  to  the  conscious  Bed,  a  mutual  Freight, 
And  heedless  press  it  with  their  wonted 
Weight. 


Bound  awak'd  the  sleeping 


The  sudden 

Sire, 

And  shew'd  a  Sight  no  Parent  can  desire : 
His  ofxining  Eyes  at  once  with  odious  View 
The  Love  c'scover'd,  and  the  Lover  knew  : 
He  wouid  have  cry'd  ;  but  hoping  that  he 

dreamt. 
Amazement  ty'd  his  Tongue,  and  stopp'd  th' 

Attempt. 
Th'  ensuing  Moment  all  the  Truth  dedar'd,) 
But  now  he  stood  collected,  and  prepar'd  ; 
For  Malice  and  Revenge  had  put  him  on 

his  Guard.  3^1  j 

So,  like  a  Lion  that  unheeded  lay,         j 
Dissembling  Sleep,  and  watchful  to  betray,  f 
With  inward  Rage  he  meditates  his  Prey. ' 
The  thoughtless  Pair,  indulging  their  Desires, 
Alternate  kindl'd  and  then  quench'd  their 

Fires  ; 
Nor  thinking  in  the  Shades  of  Death  they\ 

play'd. 
Full  of  themselves,  themselves  alone  sur- 

vey'd. 
And,   too    secure,   were   by    themselves  I 

betray'd.  J 

Long  time  dissolv'd  in  Pleasure  thus  they 

lay,  250 

Till  Nature  could  no  more  suffice  their  Play  : 
Then  rose  the  Youth,  and  through  the  Cave 

again 
Return'd ;    the  Princess  mingl'd  with  her 

Train. 
Resolv'd  his  unripe  Vengeance  to  defer. 
The  Royal  Spy,  when  now  the  Coast  was 

clear. 
Sought  not  the  Garden,  but  retir'd  unseen, 
To  brood  in  secret  on  his  gather'd  Spleen, 
And   methodize   Revenge:    To  Death   he 

griev'd  ; 
And,  but  he  saw  the  Crime,  had  scarce 

belie  v'd. 
Th'  Appointment  for  th'  ensuing  Night  he , 

heard  ;  260  ( 

And  therefore  in  the  Cavern  had  prepar'd  f 
Two  brawny  Yeomen  of  his  trusty  Guard.  I 
Scarce  had  unwary  Guiscard  set  his  Foot 
Within  the  farmost  Entrance  of  the  Grot, 
When  these  in  secret  Ambush  ready  lay. 
And  rushing  on  the  sudden,  seiz'd  the  Prey : 
Encumber'dwithhisFrock,vi'ithoutdefence,) 
An  eisie  Prize,they  led  the  Pris'ner  thence,  I 
And,  as  commanded,  brought  before  the  f 

Prince  ) 


Ijl  f 


>   i; 
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The  cloomy  Sire,  too  sensible  of  Wrong  970 
To  vent  his  Rage  in  Words,  restrain  d  his 

Tongue  ;  ,     , , 

^'\d  only  said,  Thus  Servants  are  prcferr  d 
And  trusted,  thus    their  Sov'reigns  they 

reward.  . 

Had  I  not  seen,  liad  not  these  Eyes  receiv  d 
Too   clear   a   Proof,   1   could    not    have 

believ'd. 
He  paus'd,  and  choak'd  the  rest.    Tlic 

Youth,  who  saw 
His  forfeit  Life  abandon'd  to  the  Law, 
The  Judge  th"  Accuser,  and  th'  Offence  to 

Who  had  both  Pow'r  and  Will  t'  avenge  the 
Crime;  ^  ^J? 

No  vain  Defence  prepar'd,  but  thus  reply  ci, 
The  Faults  of  Love  by  Love  are  justify  d  ; 
With  unresisted  Might  the  Monarch  reigns. 
He  levels  Mountains,  and  he  raises  Plains, 
And,  not  regarding  Difi'rcnce  of  Degree, 
Abas'd  your  Daughter,  and  exalted  me. 
This  bold  Return  with  seeming  Patience 

The  Pris'ner  was  remitted  to  the  Guard. 
The  sullen  Tyrant  slept  not  all  the  Night, 
But  lonely  walking  by  a  winking  Light, 
Sobb'd,  wept,  and  groan'd,  and  beat  his 
wither'd  Breast,  290 

But  would  not  violate  his  Daughters  Rest ; 
Who  long  expecting  lay,  for  Bliss  prepar  d, 
Listning  for  Noise,  and  griev'd  that  none 
she  heard ;  .    , .  ,    v      % 

Oft  rose,  and  oft  in  vain  employ  d  the  Key.l 
And  oft  accus'd  her  Lover  of  Delay,  I 

And  pass'd  the  tedious  Hours  in  anxious 
Thoughts  away.  ' 

The  Morrow  came  ;  and  at  his  usual  Hour 
Old  Tancred  visited  his  Daughters  Bow'r  ; 
Her  Cheek  (for  such  his  Custom  was)  he 

Iciss'd 
Then  blessed  her  kneeling,  and  her  Maids 

dismiss'd.  3°° 

The  Royal  Dignity,  thus  far  maintain  d. 
Now  left  in  privaie',  he  no  longer  feign'd  ;^ 
But  all  at  once  his  Grief  and  Rage  appear  d, 
And  Floods  of  Tears  ran  trickling  down  his 

Beard. 
0  Sipsmonda,  he  br  ^an  to  say  ;  \ 

Thrice  he  began,  and  thrice  was  fore  d  to  [ 

s'ay,  r 

Till  Words  with  often  trying  found  their 

Way ;  ' 


I  thought,  O  Sigismonda,  (But  how  blind 
Are  Parents  Eyes  their  Children*  Faults  to 
find !)  309 

Thy  Vertue,  Birth,  and  Breeding  were  above 
A  mean  Desire,  and  vulgar  sense  of  Love : 
Nor  less  than  Sig  t  and  Hearing  could^ 

convince 
So  fond  a  Father,  and  so  just  a  Prince,     y 
Of   such  an  unforeseen,  and  unbeliev'd 
Oflence.  ' 

Then  what  indignant  Sorrow  must  I  have, 
To  see  thee  lie  subjected  to  my  Slave ! 
A  Man  so  smelling  of  the  Peoples  Lee, 
The  Court  receiv'd  him  first  for  Charity ; 
And  since  with  no  Degiee  of  Honour  grac'd, 
But    only    sufier'd    where    he    first  was 
plac'd :  3-'" 

A  grov'ling  Insect  still ;  and  so  design  d 
By  Natures  Hand,  nor  born  of  Noble  Kind ; 
A  Thing  by  neither  Man  nor  Woman  priz'd, 
And  scarcely  known  enough  to  be  despis'd : 
To  what  has  Heav'n  reserv'd  my  Age  ?  Ah! 

why 
Should  Man,  when  Nature  calk,  not  cliuM 

■o  die. 
Rather  than  stretch  the  Span  of  Life,  to  find 
Such  Ills  as  Fate  has  wisely  cast  behind, 
For  those  to  feel,  whom  fond  Desire  to  live 
Makes  covetous  of  more  than  Life  can  give  1 
Each  has  his  Share  of  Good  ;  an' '  when  'th 
gone,  ii^ 

The  Guest,  though  hungry,  cannot  rise  too 

soon. 
But  I,  expecting  more,  in  my  own  wrong 
Protracting  Life,  have  liv'd  a  Day  too  long. 
If  Yesterday  cou'd  be  recall'd  again, 
Ev'n  now  would  I  conclude  my  happy  K'ign: 
But  'tis  too  late,  my  glorious  Race  is  run, 
And  1  dark  Cloud  o'ertakes  my  setting  Sun. 
Hadst  thou  not  lov'd,  or  loving  sav'd  tiie 

Shame, 
If  not  the  Sin,  by  some  Illustrious  Name,  340 
This  little  Comfort  had  reliev'd  my  Mind, 
'Twas  Frailty,  not  unusual  to  thy  Kind: 
But  thy  low  Fall  beneath  thy  Royal  Blood 
Shews  downward  Appetite  to  mix  with  Mud ; 
Thus  not  the  least  Excuse  is  left  for  thee, 
Nor  the  least  Refuge  for  unhappy  me. 
For  him   I  have  resolv'd:     whom  by 
Surprize 
I  I  took,  and  scarce  can  call  it,  in  Disguise; 
For  such  was  his  Attire,  as,  with  Inten 
I  Of  Nature,  suited  to  his  mean  Descent :  JW 
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The  harder  Question  yet  remains  behind,  \ 
What  Pains  a  Parent  and  a  Prince  can  find  f 


To  punish  an  Offence  of  this  degenerate  f 
Kind.  I 

As  I  have  lov'd,  and  yet  I  love  thee  more 
Than  ever  Fatlier  lov'd  a  Child  before  ; 
So,  that  Indulgence  draws  me  to  forgive : 
Nature,  tliat  gave  thee  Life,  would  have 

thee  live, 
nut,  as  a  Publick  Parent  of  the  State, 
My  Justice,  and  thy  Crime,  requires  tliv 
Fate.  ^ 

Fain  would  I  chuse  a  middle   Course   to 
steer ;  360 

Nature's  too  kind,  ai.d  Justice  too  severe : 
Speak  for  us  both,  ant^  to  the  Balance  bring 
On  either  side,  the  Father,  and  the  King. 
Heav'n  knows,  my  Heart  is  bent  to  favour 

thee; 
Make  it  but  scanty  weight,  and  leave  the 
rest  to  me. 
Here  stopping  with  a  Sigh,  he  pour'd  a 
Flood 
Of  Tears,  to  make  his  last  Expression  good. 
She  who  had  heard  him  si)eak,  nor  saw 
alone 
Tlie  secret  Conduct  of  her  Love  was  known, 
Hut  he  was  taken  who  her  Soul  possess'd,  370 
Felt  all  the  Pangs  of  Sorrow  in  her  Breast  • 
And  httle  wanted,  but  a  Womans  Heart 
With  Cries,  and  Tears   had   testifi'd  her 

Smart : 
But    in-born    Worth,   that   Fortune    can 

controul. 
New  strung,  and  stiller  bent  her  softer  Soul ; 
The  Heroine  assum'd  the  Womans  Place, 
Confirmed  her  Mind,  and  fortifi'd  her  Face  • 
Why  should  she  beg,  or  what  cou'd  she 

pretend, 
When  her  stern  Father  had  condemned  her 

Friend ! 
Her  Life  she  might  have  had ;    but  her 
Despair  .g^ 

Of  saving  his,  had  put  it  past  her  Care : 
Kesolv  d  on  Fate,  she  would  not  lose  her 

Breath, 
But  rather  than  not  die,  sollicit  Death. 
fix  d  on  this  Thought,  she,  not  as  Women 

use, 
Her  Fault  by  common  Frailty  would  excuse ; 
But  boldly  justifi'd  her  Innocence, 
And  while  the  Fact  was  own'd,  deny'd  th' 


TThen  wth  dry  Eyes,  and  with  an  open  Look, 
She  met  his  Glance  mid-way,  and  thus  un- 
daunted spoke.  380 
Tancred,  I  neither  am  dispos'd  to  make 
Request  for  Life,  nor  offer'd  Life  to  take  ; 
Much  less  deny  the  Deed ;  but  least  of  all 
IJencath  pretended  Justice  weakly  fall 
My  Words  to  sacred  Truth  shall  be  confinM. 
My  Deeds  shall  shew  the  Greatness  of  niv 
Mind.  ' 
That  I  have  lov'd,  I  own  ;  that  still  I  love, 
1  call  to  Witness  all  the  Pow'rs  above : 
Yet  more  I  own  ;  To  Guiscard's  Love  I  give 
The  ssnall  remaining  Time  I  have  to  live ; 
And  if  beyond  thU  Life  Desire  can  be,    400 

^  J*"/  "  ""  ^^^^  ^^  W  Passion  free. 
1  his  first  avow'd;  nor  Folly  waro'd  my 
Mind,  •' 

Nor  the  fraU  Texture  of  the  Female  Kind 
iifu  ^^r,'^  ™y  Vertue:   For  too  well  I  knew 
What  Honour  was,  and  Honour  had  his  due : 
Before  the  Holy  Priest  my  Vows  were  ty'd, 
bo  came  I  not  a  Strumpet,  but  a  Bride  : 
^is  for  my  Fame,  and  for  the  Publick  Voice- 
Yet  more,  his  Merits  justify'd  my  Choice  ; 
Which  had    they   not,  the   first   Election 

™     *"'"^'  410 

That  Bond  dissolv'd,  the  next  is  freely  uiln? 
Or  grant  I  err'd,  (which  yet  I  must  deny,) 
Had  ParenU  Pow'r  ev'n  second  Vows  to  tie. 
iny  littleCare  to  mend  my  Widow'd  Nights^ 
Has  forc'dmetorecourseof  Marriage-Rites, 
To  fill  an  empty  Side,  and  follow  known 

Delights. 
What  have  I  done  in  this,  deserving  Blame  ? 
S>tate-Laws  may  alter:    Nature's  are  the 

same 

Three  are  usurp'd  on  hel,)less  Woman-kind, 

Made  without  our  Consent,  and  wantine 

Pow'r  to  bind.  ^^ 

Thou,    Tancred,    better    should'st    have 

understood, 

Tliat,  as  thy  Father  gave  thee  Flesh  and 

Blood, 
So  gav'st  thou  me :    Not  from  the  Quarry 
hew'd,  ' 

But  of  a  softer  Mould,  with  Sense  endu'd ; 
tv  n  softer  than  thy  own,  of  suppler  Knd, 
More  exquisite  of  Taste,  and  n.ore  than  miin 

renn'd. 
Nor  necd'st  thou  by  thy  Daughter  to  be  toid. 
Though  nr.    thy  spritely  Blood  with  Age 
be  cola,  * 


•  i 
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Thou  hnst  been  young  ;  and  canst  remember 

still. 
That  when  tliou  liadst  the  Pow'r,  thou  liadst 

the  Will ;  430 

And  from  the  past  Experience  of  thy  Fires, 
Canst  tell  with  what  a  Tide  our  strong 

Desires 
Come  rushing  on  in  Youth,  and  what  their 

Rage  requires. 
And  grant  thy  Youth  was  exercis'd  in 

Arms, 
When  Love  no  Leisure  found  for  softer 

Charms, 
My  tender  Age  in  Luxury  was  train'd,      \ 
With  idle  Ease  and  Pageants  entertain'd ; '. 
My  Hours  my  own,  my   Pleasures    un- 1 

restrain'd.  J 

So  bred,  no  wonder  if  I  took  the  Bent 
That  seem'd  ev'n  warranted  by  thy  Consent ; 
For,  when  the  Father  is  too  fondly  kind,  441 
SuchSeed  he  sows,  such  Harvest  shall  he  find. 
Blame   then    thy    .elf,   as    Reason's    Law 

requires, 
(Since  Nr.ture  gave,  and  thou  foment  st  my 

Fires ;) 
If  still  those  Appetites  continue  strong. 
Thou  mayest  consider  I  am  yet  but  young 
Consider  too,  that  havin:^  been  a  Wife, 
I  must  have  tasted  of  a  better  Life, 
And  am  not  to  be  blam'd,  if  I  renew. 
By   lawful   Means,   the   Joys   which   then 

I  knew.  450 

Where  was  the  Crime,  if  Pleasure  I  procur  d, 
Young,  and  a  Woman,  and  to  Bliss  inur'd  ? 
That  was  my  Case,  and  this  is  my  Defence ; 
I  pleas'd  my  self,  I  shunned  Incontinence, 
And,  urg'd   by  strong  Desires,  indulg'd 

my  Sciiso. 
Left  to  my  self,  I  must  avow,  I  strove 
From  publick  Shame  to  screen  my  secret 

Love, 
And,  well   acquainted  with   thy  Native  > 

Pride, 
Endeavour'd,  what  I  could  not  help,  to  I 

hide. 
For  which  a  Womans  Wit  an  easie  Way 

supply'd.  460 

How  this,  so  well  contriv'd,  so  closely  laid. 
Was  known  to  thee,  or  by  what  fchance 

betray'd. 
Is  not  my  Care  :  To  please  thy  Pride  alone 
I  could  have  wish'd  it  had  been  still  un- 

known. 


Nor  took  I  Guiseard  by  blind  Fancy  led, 
Or  hasty  Choice,  as  many  Women  wed  ; 
But    with    delib'rate    Care,    and    ripen'd 

Thought, 
At  Leisure  first  design'd,  before  I  wrought ; 
On  him  I  rested  after  long  Debate, 
And  not  without  consid'ring,  fix'd  my  Fate: 
His   Flame   was   equal,   though   by  mine 

inspir'd :  4J1 

(For  so  the  Dill'rcnce  of  our  Birth  requir'd :) 
Had  he  been  born  like  me,  like  me  his  I.ove 
Had  first  begun,  what  mine  waj  forc'd  to 

move : 
But  thus  beginning,  thus  we  persevere ;  ] 
Our  Passions  yet  continue  what  they  were, 
Nor  length  of  Trial  makes  our  Joys  the 

less  sincere.  ) 

At  this  my  Choice,  though  not  by  thine 

allow'd, 
(Thy  Judgment  herding  with  the  common 

Crowd) 
Thou  tak'st  unjust  Offence ;  and,  kd  Lv 

them,  ^'ia 

Dost  less  the  Merit  than  the  Man  esteem. 
Too  sharply,  Tancred,  by  thy  Pride  betray'd, 
Hast  thou  against  the  Laws  of  Kind  in- 

veigh'd  ; 
For  all  th'  Offence  is  in  Opinion  plac'd, 
Which  deems  high  Birth  by  lowly  Choice 

debas'd. 
This  Thought  alone  with  Fury  fires  thy 

Breast, 
(For  Holy  Marriage  justifies  the  rest) 
That  I  have  sunk  the  Glories  of  the  State, 
And  mix'd  my  Blood  with  a  Plebeian  Mate : 


In  which  I  wonder  thou  shouldst  oversee 


Superiour  Causes,  or  impute  to  me     491  r 
The  Fault  of  Fortune,  or  the  Fates  D.'cree. ' 
Or  call  it  Ileav'ns  Imperial  Pow'r  alone. 
Which  moves  on  Springs  of  Justice,  though 

unknown  ; 
Yet  this  we  see,  though  order'd  for  the  best, 
The  Bad  exalted,  and  the  Goo<l  oppress'd ; 
Permitted  Laurels  grace  the  Lawless  Hrow, 
Th'  Unworthy  rais'd,  the  Worthy  cast  below. 
But  leaving  that :    Search  we  the  secret 

Springs, 
And    backward    trace    the    Princii)les   of 

Things ;  500 

There  shall  we  find,  that  when  the  World 

began. 
One  common  Mass  compos'd  the  Mould  of 

Man ; 


of 
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One  Paste  of  Flesli  on  all  Decrees  bestow  d. 
Anil  kneaded  up  alike  with  nioistning  l<loo<l. 
The   same    Almighty    Pow'r    inspir'd    the 

Frame 
Witli  kindl'd  Life,  and  form'd  the  Souls  the 

same: 
The  Faculties  of  Intellect,  and  Will. 
Dis|H.'ns'd  with  equal  Hand,  dispos'd  with 

equal  Skill, 
Like  Liberty  indulg'd  with  Choice  of  Good 

or  111. 
Thus  born  alike,  from  Vcrtue  first  began  510 
The  Diffrcnce  that  distinguish'd  Man  from 

Man : 
He  claim'd  no  Title  from  Descent  of  nio<Kl, 
But  tiiat  whicl   made  him  Noble,  made  him 

Ciood : 
WarinM  with  more  Particles  of  Heav'nly 

Flame, 
He  winji'd  his  upward  Flight,  and  soarM 

to  Fame ; 
The  rest  remain'd  below,  a  Tribe  without 

a  Name. 
This  Law,  though  Custom  now  diverts 

the  Course, 
As  Natures  Institute,  is  yet  in  Force  ; 
I'licaiiceU'd,  tlio  disus'd :    And  he,  whose 

Mind 
Is  Vertuous,  is  alone  of  Noble  Kind  ;      520 


Though  poor  in  Fortup*-        '"'•'  -ti.-'i  Race  ; 
.\nd  he  commits  the  (  alls  him' 

Base. 
Now  lay  the  Line  ;  ^  all  thy 

Court, 
By  inward  Vertue,  not  i....,...al  Port. 
And  find  whom  justly  to  prefer  above 
The  Man  on  whom  my  Judgment  plac'd  my 

Love : 
So  Shalt  thou  see   his  Parts,  and  Person 

shine. 
And  thus  compar'd,  the  rest  a  basedegen'rate 

Line. 
Nor  took  I,  when  I  first  survey'd  thv  Court, 
His  Valour  or  his  Vertues  on  Report ;      530 
But  trusted  what  I  ought  to  trust  alone, 
wlying  on  thy  Eyes,  and  not  my  own  ; 
Thy  Praise  (and  Thine  was  then  the  Publick 

Voice) 
First  recommended  Guiseard  to  my  Choice  • 
Directed  thus  by  thee,  I  look'd,  and  found 
A  Man,  I  thought,  deserving  to  be  crowned  ! 
*irst  by  my  Father  pointed  to  my  Sight, 
«or  less  conspicuous  by  his  Native  Light : 


Ilif 


Mind,  his  Meen,  the  Features  of  his 
Face, 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  Humane  Race  :   ';40 
These  were  thy  Thoughts,  and  thou  coulcl'st 

judge  aright, 
Till  tnt'rest  made  a  Jaundice  in  thy  Sight. 
Or  shou'd  I  grant  thou  didst  not  rightly 

see  ; 
Then  thou  wert  first  deceiv'd,  and  I  deceiv'd 

by  thee. 
But  if  thou  Shalt  allcdge,  through  Pride  of 

Mind, 
Thy  Wood  with  one  of  base  Condition  join'd, 
'Tis    false ;    for  'tis  not   Baseness  to  be 

Poor ; 
His    Poverty    augments    thy    Crime    the 

more  ; 
Upbraids  thy  Justice  with  the  scant  Regard 
Of   Worth :     Whom   Princes   praise,   they 

shou'd  rewar<l.  550 

Are  these  the  Kings  entrusted  by  the  Crowd 
With  Wealth,  to  be  dispensed  for  Common 

Good  ? 
The    People   sweat    not    for   their    King's 

Delight, 
T'  enrich  a  Pimp,  or  raise  a  Parasite  ; 
Theirs  is  the  Toil;  and  he  who  well  has  serv'd 
His    Country,    has    his    Countrjs    Wealth 

deserv'd. 
Ev'n  mighty  Monarchs  oft  are  meanly 

born. 
And  Kings  by  Birth  to  lowest  Rank  return  ; 
All  subject  to  the  Pow'r  of  giddy  Chance, 
For  Fortune  can  depress,  or  can  advance : 
But  true  Nobility  is  of  the  Mind,  561 

Not  giv'n  by  Chance,  and  not  to  Chance 

resign'd. 
For  the  remaining  Doubt  of  thy  Decree, 
What  to  resolve,  and  how  dispose  of  me. 
Be  warn'd  to  cast  that  useless  Care  aside, 
My  self  alone  will  for  my  self  provide. 
If  in  thy  doting,  and  decrepit  Age, 
Thy  Soul,  a  Stranger  in  thy  Youth  to  Rage, 
Begins  in  cruel  Deeds  to  take  Delight, 
Gorge  with  my  Blood  thy  barb'rous  Appe- 
tite ;  '5Y0 
For  I  so  little  am  dispos'd  to  pray 
For  Life,  I  would  not  cast  a  Wish  away. 
Such  as  it  is,  th'  Offence  is  all  my  own ; 
And  what  to  Guiseard  is  already  done. 
Or  to  be  done,  is  doom'd  by  thy  Decree,  \ 
That,  if  not  executed  first  by  thee,  f 
Shall  on  my  Person  be  perfonn'd  by  me. ' 
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Away,  with  Women  wcet>,  and  leave  me 

here, 
FixM,  like  a  Man  to  die,  without  a  Tear  ; 
Or   save,   or  slay   us    both    this    present 

Hour,  5.S0 

•Tis  all  that  Fate  has  left  within  thv  Pow'r. 
She  said  :  Nor  did  her  Fother  fail  to  find, 
In  all  she  s|)oVc,  the  Greatness  of  her  Mind  ; 
Yet  thought  she  was  not  obstinate  to  die, 
Nor  deciu'd  th?  Death  she  proniis'd  was  so 

niRh : 
Secure  in  this  Iklief.  he  left  the  Dame, 
Resolv'd  to  spare  her  Life,  and  save  her 

Shame ; 
But  that  detested  Object  to  remove. 
To  wreak  his  VenReance,  and  to  cure  her 

Love. 
Intent  on  this,  a  secret  Order  sicn'd     590 
The    Death    of    Uuiscard    to   his   Guards 

enjoin'd : 
Stranghng  was  chosen,  and  the  Night  the 

Time; 
A  mute  Revenge,  and  blind  as  was  the 

Crime : 
His  faithful  Heart,  a  bloody  Sacrifice, 
Torn  from  his  Breast,  to  glut  the  Tyrant's 

Eyes, 
Clos'd  the  severe  Command :    For,  (Slaves 

to  pay) 
What  Kings  decree  the  Soldier  must  obey  : 
Wag'd  against  Foes,  and,  when  the  Wars 

are  o'er, 
Fit  only  to  maintain  Despotick  Pow'r : 
Dang'rous  to  Freedom,  and  desir'd  alone  600 
By  Kings,  who  seek  an  Arbitrary  Throne. 
Such  were  these  Guards  ;  as  ready  to  have 

slain 

Tlie  Prince  himself, allur'd  with  greater  gain: 

So  was  theChargcperform'd  with  iKttcr  Will, 

By  Men  inur  d  to  Blood,  and  excrcis'd  in  III. 

Now,  though  the  sullen  Sire  had  eas'd' 

his  Mind, 
The  Pomp  _.'  his  Reveiij,'e  was  yet  behind, 
A  Pomp  pre()ar'd  to  grace  the  Present  he 

design'd. 
A  Goblet  rich  with  Gems,  and  rough  with 

Gold, 
Of  Depth,  and  Breadth,  the  precious  Pledt,'e 

to  hold,  610 


<7Q  PixM,  like  a  Man  to  die,  witliont  a  Tear ;] 
Christie  wrongly  givts  Fixed  like  a  man,  to  die 
without  a  tear ; 


With  cruel  Care  he  chose :  The  hollow  I'art 
Iiu'los'd,  the  lid  conceal  d  the  Lover's  Iltart: 
Then  of  his  trusted  Mischiefs  one  he  sent, 
And  bad  him  with  these  Words  the  (lift 

present : 
Thy  Father  sends  thee  this,  to  cheer  thv 

Breast, 
And  gla«l  thy  Sight  with  what  thou  lov'st  the 

best. 
As  thou  hast  pleas'd  his  Eyes,  and  joy'd  hii 

Mind, 
With  what  he  lov'd  the  most  of  Humane 

Kind. 
K'er  this  the  Royal  Dame,  who  well  ha<l 

weigh'd 
The  Consequence  of  what  her  Sire  had  said, 
t'ix'd  on  her   Fate,  against   th'   expectid 

Hour,  621 

Procur'd  the  Mean^^  10  have  it  '.n  her  Pim'r; 
For  this  she  had  distill'd,  with  early  (arc, 
The  Juice  of  Simples,  friendly  to  Desii.iir, 
A  Magazine  of  Death  ;  and  thus  pn  nar'd, 
Secure  to  die,  the  fatal  Message  heard : 
Then  smil'd  severe ;    nor  with  a  troubi'd 

Look, 
Or  trembling  hand,  the  Fun'ral  Present  tools; 
Ev'n  kept  her  Count'nance,  when  the  Lid 

remov'd 
Disclos'd  the  Heart,  unfortunately  lov'd : 
She    needed    not    be    told    within    wliose 

Breast  631 

It  lodg'd ;    the  Message  had  explaiii'd  tiie 

rest. 
Or  not  amaz'd,  or  hiding  her  Surprize, 
She  sternly  on  the  Bearer  fix'd  her  Eyes ; 
Then  thus  ;  Tell  Tancred,  on  his  Daughters 

part. 
The  Gold,  though  precious,  equals  not  the 

Heart : 
But  he  did  well  to  give  his  best ;  and  I, 
Who  wish'd  a   worthier   Urn,  forgive  iiis 

Poverty. 
At  this  she  curb'd  a  Groan,  that  else  had 

come. 
And   pausing,   view'd  the   Present  in  the 

Tomb :  640 

Tlien  to  the  Heart  ador'd  devoutly  (jlew'd 
Her  Lins,  and  raising  it,  her  Speech  roiiew'd : 
Ev'n  from  my  Day  of  Birth,  to  this,  the 

Bound 
Of  my  unhappy  Being,  I  have  found 
My  Father  s  Care  and  "Tenderness  express'd : 
But  this  last  Act  of  Love  excels  the  rest ; 
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For  this  so  dear  a  Present,  bear  him  back 
The  best  Return  tliat  I  can  live  t»make. 
The    Messenger    dispatch'd,    again    she 

view'd 
The    lov'd    Remains,   and   sighing,   thus 

pursu'd  z  6,0 

Source  of  my  Life,  and  Lord  of  my  Desires, 
In  whom  I  liv'd,  with  whom  my  Soul  ex- 
pires; 
Poor  Heart,  no  more  the  Spring  of  Vital 

Heat, 
furs'd  be  the  Hands  that  tore  thee  from  thy 

Seat! 
The  Course  is  finish'd,  which  thy  Fates 

decreed, 
And  thou,  from  thy  Corporeal  Prison  freed: 
Soon  hast   thou   reach'd   the  Goal   with 

mended  Pace, 
A  World  of  Woes  dispatch'd  in  little  space : 
Forc'd  by  thy  Worth,  thy  Foe  in  Death 

become 
Thy  Friend,  has  lodg'd  thee  in  a  costly 

Tcmb ;  660 

There  yet  remain'd  thy  Fun'ral  Exequies, 
The  weeping  Tribute  of  thy  Widows  Eyes  ; 
And  those,  mdulgent  Heav'n  has  found  the 

way 
That  1,  before  my  Death,  have  leave  to  pey 
My  Father  ev'n  in  Cruelty  is  kind, 
Or  .'     ven  has  turn'd  the  Malice  <•        » 

To  better  Uses  tlian  his  Hate  design'o  ;    , 
And  made  th"   Insult,  which  m  his  Gift 

appears. 
The  Means  to  mourn  thee  with  my  pious 

Tears; 
Which  I  will  pay  thee  down,  before  I  go,  670 
And  save  my  self  the  Pains  to  weep  below, 
If  Souls  can  weep ;   though  once  I  meant 

to  meet 
My  Fate  with  Face  unmov'd,  and  Eyes  un- 

wet, 
Yet   sipce    I    have  thee  here  in  narrow 

Koom, 
My  Tears  shall  set  thee  first  afloat  within 

thy  Tomb: 
Then  (as  I  know  thy  Spirit  hovers  nigh) 
Under  thy  friendly  Conduct  will  I  fly 
To  Regions  unexplor'd,  secure  to  share     • 
Thy  State ;    nor  Hell  shall  Punishment 

a|>|)car ; 
And  Heav'n  is  double  Heav'n,  if  thou  krt 

there.  680 

OR. 


Her  brin-Iull  Eyes,  that  ready 


N 


She  said : 

stood. 

And  onlv  wanted  WUl  to  weep  a  Flood, 
Rcleas'd     heir  watry  Store,  and   pour'd 

amai.i, 
Like  Clouds  low  hung,  a  sober  Show'r  of 

Rain ; 
Mute  solemn  Sorrow,  free  from   Femak 

Noise, 
Such  as  the  Majesty  of  Grief  destroys  t 
For,  bending  o'er  the  Cup,  the  Tears  she  sited 
Seem  d  by  the  Posture  to  discharge  her 

Head, 
O'er-fill'd   before;    and   oft   (her   Mouth 

apply'd 
To  the  cold  Heart)  she  kisa'd  at  once,  and 

cry'd.  teo 

Her  Makls,  who  stood  amaz'd,  nor  knew  the 

Cause 
Of  her  Complaining,  nor  whose  Heart  it  wu } 
Yet  all  due  Measures  of  her  Mourning  kept. 
Did  Office  at  the  Dirge,  and  by  bfection 

wept; 
And  oft  enoair'd  th'  Occaskm  of  her  Grief, 
(Unanswer'd  but  by  Sighs)  and  ofier'd  vain 

Relief. 
At  length,  her  Stock  of  Tears  already  shed. 
She  wip'd  her  Eyes,  she  rais'd  her  drooping 

Head, 
And  thus  pursu'd :  0  ever  faithful  Heart, 
I  have  perform'd  the  Ceremonial  Part,   700 
The  Decencies  of  Grief ;  It  resU  behind. 
That,  as  our  Bodies  were,our  Souls  be  job'dt 
To  thy  whate'er  abode,  my  Shade  convey, 
And  as  an  elder  Ghost,  direct  the  way. 
She  said  ;  and  bad  the  Vial  to  be  brought. 
Where  she  before  had  brew'd  the  deadly 

Dmught : 
First  pouring  out  the  med'cinable  Bane, 
The  Heart,  her  Tears  had  rins'd,  she  bath'd 

again; 
Then  down  her  Throat  the  Death  securely 

'  rows. 

And  i,aafls  a  long  Oblivion  of  her  Woes.  710 

This  done,  she  mourts  the  Genial  Bed,  and 

there, 

(Her  Body  firbt  compos'd  with  honest  Case,) 

Attends  the  welcom  Rest ;  Her  Hands  yet 

hold 
Close  to  her  Heart,  the  Monumental  Go?d ; 
Nor  farther  Word  she  spoke,  but  dts'd 

her  Sight, 
And  qukt,  sought  the  Covert  of  the  Night. 
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The  DamtcU.  who  the  wbik  in  Sikr  -c 

mourn'd,  .... 

Not  knowing,  nor  tuspectini;  D«ith  luhcrn  d, 
Yet,  u  their  Duty  was,  to  Tancrtd  leat,  ^ 
Who,  conKioui  of  th*  Occasion,  fear'd  th 

Event.  7»o 

Alarro'u,  and  with  presaginR  Heart  he  came 
And  drew  the  Curuins,  and  ex|ios'd  the 

Dame 
To  loathsoni  Light ;  then  with  a  late  Kelicf 
Made  vain  £flort<i  to  mitigutc  her  Grief. 
She,  what  she  could,  excluding  Day,  her 

Eyes 
Kept  hrmly  seal'd,  and  sternly  thus  replies : 
Tancrtd,  restrain  thy  Tears  unsought  by 

me, 
And  Sorrow,  unavailing  i    ^r  to  thee : 
Did  ever  Man  before  anlic   '  s  Mind, 
To  see  th'  Effect  of  what  himself  design'd  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  hast  remaining  in  thy  Heart  7^1 
Some  Sense  of  Love,  some  unextinguuhd 

Part 
Of  former  Kindness,  largely  once  profess'd,  | 
Let  me  by  that  adjure  thy  narden  d  Breast,  > 
Not  to  deny  thy  Daughters  last  Request : ) 
The  secret  Love  which  I  so  long  enjoy'd, 
And  still  conceal'd,  to  gratitic  thy  Pride, 


Thou  hut  disjoin'd ;  but,  with  my  dying 

Breath, 
Seek  not,  1  beg  thee,  to  disioin  our  Death : 
Where-e'er  hit  Corps  by  thy  Command  ii 

laid,  740 

Thither  let  mine  in  publick  be  convey'd ; 
Expos'd  in  open  View,  and  Side  by  Side, 
Acknowledg'd  at  a  Bridegroom  and  a  Bride. 
The  Prince's  Anguish  hinder'd  his  Reply : 
And  she,  who  felt   her  Fate  ap|iro(iching 

nigh, 
Sciz'd  thf  cold  Heart,  and  heaving  to  her 

Breusi. 
Here,  precious  Pledge,  the  sakl,  securely  rest. 
These  Accents  were  her  last ;  the  creeping 

Death 
Benuni'd  her  Scuiiet  first,  then  stopp'd  her 

Breath. 
Thus  she  for  Disobedience  justly  dy'd  ;  750 
The  Sire  was  justly  punish'd  for  his  Pride : 
The  Youth,  least  guilty,  sufier'd  for  th' 

Offence 
Of  Duty  violated  to  hb  Prince  ; 
Who  late  repenting  of  his  cruel  Deed, 
One  common  Sepulchcr  for  both  decreed ; 
Intomb'd  the  wretched  Pair  in  Roval  State, 
And  on  their  Monument  inscrib'd  their  Fate. 


THEODORE  AND  HONORIA. 


Of  all  the  Cities  in  Romanian  Lands, 

The   chief,  and   most   renown'd   Ravenna 

stands : 
Adom'd  in  ancient  Times  with  A  rms  and  Arts, 
And  rich  Inhabitants,  with  generous  Hearts. 
But  Theodore  the  Brave,  above  the  rest. 
With   Gifts   of    Fortune,   and   of    Nature 

bless' d, 
The  foremost  Place,  for  Wealth  and  Honour 

held. 
And  all  in  Feats  of  Chivalry  excell'd. 
This    noble  Youth  to  Madness  lov'd  a 

Dame, 
Of  high  Degree,  Honorn'.-i  was  her  Natne  ;  10 
Fair  as  the  Fairest,  bui  of  haughty  Mind, 
And  fiercer  than  became  so  soft  a  kind  ; 
Proud  of  her  Birth ;    (for  equal  she  had 

none ;) 
The  rest  she  scorn'd  ;  but  hated  him  alone. 


Theodore    ani>    Honoria.    Text  from   the 
eripnal  and  only  contemporary  edition,  170a 


His  Gifts,  his  constant  Courtship,  nothing 

gain'd ; 
For  she,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  more  dis- 
dain'd  : 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  Pomp  he  cou'd  devise, 
AtTilts  a'idTurnaments  obtain'd  the  Prize, 
But  fourid  no  favour  in  his  Ladies  Eyes : 
Relentl"3S  as  a  Rock,  the  lofty  Maid        20 
Tutn'-'    ''  to  Poyson  that  he  did,  or  said : 
No.      -y'rs,  nor  Tears,  nor  ofler'd  Vow5\ 

couW  move ; 
The  Work  went  backward  ;  and  the  more ' 
he  Strove  ; 

T'  advance  his  Sute,  the  farther  from  her 
Love.  ' 

Weary'd  at  lenj^th,  and  wanting  Remedy, 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  resolv'd  to  die. 
But  Pride  stood  ready  to  prevent  the  Blow, 
For  who  would  die  to  gratify  a  Foe  ? 
His  generous  Mind  disdain'd  so  mean  a  Fate ; 
That  pass'd,  his  next  Endeavour  was  to 
Hate.  30 
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But  vainer  that  Relief  than  all  the  mt ;   . 
The  leu  he  hop'd,  with  more  Draire  pM> ' 

letMcl ; 
Lov-  stood  the  Siege,  and  would  not  yield  i 

his  Breast.  / 

Change  was  the  next,  but  change  deceiv'd 

his  Care, 
Ik  sought  a  Fairer,  but  found  none  so  Fair. 
lie  would  have  worn  her  out    by  slow\ 

degrees,  I 

\i  .Men  by  Fasting  starve  th'  untam'dr 

Disease: 
But  present  Love  requir'd  a  present  Ease./ 
Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famish'd  Eyes, 
Feeds  lingring  Death,  but,  looking  not,  he 

dies.  40 

\  et  still  he  chose  the  longest  way  to  Fate, 
Wasting  at  once  his  Life,  and  his  Estate. 

His  t  riends  beheld,  and  pity'd  '.Am  in  vain. 
For  what  Advice  can  ease  a  Lover's  Pain  I 
Alisence,  the  best  Expedient  they  could  find 
.Might  save  the  Fortune,  if  not  cure  the 

Mind: 
This  Means  they  long  propos'd,  but  little 

gain'd, 
Yet  after  much  pursuit,  at  length  obtain'd. 
Hard,  you  may  think  it  was,  to  give  con- 
sent. 
But,  struggling  with  hb  own  Desires,  he 

went ;  50 

Wit!)  large  Expencp,  and  with  a  po.iipous 

Train, 


He 


Provided,  as  to  visit  France  or  Spain,  f 
Or  for  some  distant  Voyage  o'er  the  Main.) 
But  Love  had  clipp'-J  his  Wings,  and  cut 

him  short, 
Conlin'd  within  the  purlieus  of  his  Court : 
Tiirec  Miles   he  went,  nor  farther  could 

retreat ; 
His  Travels  ended  at  his  Country-Seat : 
To  Chassis  pUasinK  Plains  he  took  his  way, 
There  pitch  d  his  Tents,  and  there  resolv'd 

to  stay. 
The  Spring  mis  in  the  Prime  ;  the  neigli- 

b  ring  Grove  6© 

Supply'd   with   Birds,   the    ChorUlers    of 

Love : 
Musick  unbought,  that  minister'd  Delight 
To  .Morning-w.ilks,  and  luli'd  his  Cires  bv 

Night: 
There  he  Uischargd  iiis  Friends ;    but  not 

th  Expence 
Of  frequent  Treats,  and  proud  Magnificence. 


Iiv  d  M  Khtgs  retire,  though  nore  at 
hrge. 
From   puUick   Business,  yet  with   equal 

Charge ; 
With  House,  and  Heart  still  open  to  receive ; 
As  well  content,  as  Love  wouk   give  him 

leave : 
He  would  have  liv'd  more  fre«      l»ut  many 
a  Guest,  ^g 

Who  could  forsake  the  Friena,  pursu'd  the 
Feast. 
It  happ'd  one  Morning,  as  his  Fancy  led, 
Before  his  usual  Hour,  he  left  his  Bed  ; 
To  'valk  within  a  lonelv  Lawn,  that  stood 
w  L"  ry  side  surroundied  by  the  Wood : 
Alon.  he  walk'd,  to  please  his  pensive  Mind, 
And  sought  the  deepest  Solitude  to  find : 
'Twas  in  a  Grove  of  spreading  Pines  he\ 
stroy'd ;  | 

The  Winds,  within  the  quiv'ring  Branches  I 
pbid,  I" 

And  Dancing-Trees  a  mournful    Musick 
made.  g^f 

The  Place  it  self  was  suiting  to  his  Care, 
Uncouth  and  Salvage  as  the  cruel  Fair. 
He  wander'd  on,  unknowing  whe's  he  went, 
Lost  in  the  Wood,  and  all  on  Love  intent ; 
The  Day  alreadv  half '  '.  Race  had  run       \ 
And  summond  him  to  duv  Repast  at  Ni     .  \ 
But  Love  could  feel  no  Hunger  but  his  ov      ' 
While  listening  to  the  muri    ting  Uaves 
he  stood, 
.More   than  a  Mile   immers  u'  within   the 

Wood, 
At  once  the  Win     .;  s  laid ;  the  whisp'ring 
sound  go 

Was  dumb  ;  a  risuig  Earthquake  rock'd  the 

Ground : 
With  deeper  Brown  the  Grove  was  over- 1 

spreu, 
A  sudden  Horror  seiz'd  his  giddy  Head, 
And  hb  Earstinckled,  and  his  Colour  fleu! 
Nature  was  in  alarm  ;  some  Danger  nigh 
Seeni'd  thrcaten'd,  thougli  unseen  to  morUl 

Eye: 
Unus'd  to  fear,  he  summon'd  ail  his  Soul, 
And  stood  collected  in  himself,  and  whole: 
Not   long:    For  soon   a   Whirlwind   rose 
around,  gg 

And  from  .afar  he  heard  a  screaming  sound. 
As  of  a  Dame  distress'd,  who  cry'd  for  Aid, 
And  fill'd  with  loud  LamenU  the  secret 
Shade. 
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A  Thicket  dosu  beside  the  Grove  there 

stood, 
With  Brcers  and  Brambles  choak'd,  and 

dwarfish  Wood : 
From    thence    the    Noise :     Which    now 

approachii)};  near 
Witli  more  distinguish'd  Notes  invades  his 

Ear: 
He  rais'd  his  Head,  and  saw  a  beauteous 

Maid, 
With  Hair  dishevell'd  issuing  through  tiic 

Shade ; 
Stripp'd  of   her   Cloaths,  and   e'en  those 

Parts  reveal'd 
Which  modest  Natuie  keeps  from  Sight 

conceal'd.  iio 

Iler  Face,  her  Hands,  her  naked  Limbs  were 

torn, 
With    passing    through    the    Brakes,    and 

prickly  Thorn : 
Two  Mast  ids  gaunt  and  grim,  her  Flight 

pursu'd, 
And   oft   their   fasten'd   Fangs    in   Blood 

embru'd : 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pinch'd  her  tender 

Side, 
Mercy,  0  Mercy,  Heav'n,  she  ran,  and  cry'd  ; 
When  Heav'n  was  nam'd,  they  loos'd  their 

Hold  again, 
Then  sprung  she  forth,  they  foUow'd  her 

amuin. 
Not  far  behind,  a  Knight  of  swarthy  Face, 
High  on  a  Coal-black  Steed  i)ursu'd  the 

Chace ;  120 

With  flashing  Rames  his  ardent  Eyes  were 

fill'd, 
And  in  his  Hands  a  naked  Sword  he  held : 
He  chear'd  the  Dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled. 
And  vow'd  Revenge  on  her  devoted  Head. 

As  Theodore  was  born  of  noble  Kind, 
The  Brutal  Action  rowz'd  his  manly  Mind : 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  Usage  of  the  Maid, 
He,  though  unarm'd,  resolv'd  to  give  her 

Aid. 
A  Saplin  Pine  he  wrench'd  from  out  the 

Ground, 
The  readiest  Weapon  that  his  Fury  found. 
Thus,  furnish'd  for  Offence,  he  cross'd  the 

way  131 

Betwixt  the  graceless  Villain,  and  his  Prey. 


IJ7  unworthy]  Sco/t  arid  others  wrongly  give 
the  unworthy 


The  Knight  came  thund'ring  on,  but  from 

afar 
Thus  in  imperious  Touv.  lorbad  the  War : 
Cease,  iheodore,  to  proffer  vain  Relief, 
Nor  stop  the  vengeance  of  so  just  a  Grief ; 
But  give  me  leave  to  seize  my  destiu'U 

Vvy, 
And  let  eternal  Justice  take  the  way  : 
I  but  revenge  my  Fate  ;  disdain'd,  betray'd, 
And   suff'ring    Death   for    this   ungrateful 

Maid.  140 

He  say'd,  at  once  dismounting  from  the 

Steed ; 
For  now  the  Hell-hounds  with  sujjeriour 

Speed 
Had  reach'd  the  Dame,  and  fast'ning  on  her 

Side, 
The  Ground  with  issuing  Streams  of  Purple 

dy'd. 
Stood  Theodore  surpriz'd  in  deadly  Fright, 
With  chatt'ring  Teeth,  and  bristling  Hair 

upright ; 
Yet  arm'd  with  inborn  Worth,  Wliat  e  cr, 

said  he, 
Thou  art,  who  know'st  me  better  than  I 

thee; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  Cause,  or  be  defy'd. 
The  Spectre,  fiercely  staring,  thus  reply 'd. 
Know,  Theodore,  thy  Ancestry  I  claim,  151 
And  Guido  Cavalcanli  was  my  Name. 
One  common  Sire  our  Fathers  did  beget, 
My  Name  and  Story  some  remember  yet : 
Thee,  then  a  Boy,  within  my  Arms  1  laid, 
When  for  my  Sins  I  lov'd  this  haughty 

Maid ; 
Not  less  ador'd  in  Life,  nor  serv'd  by  Me, 
Tiian  proud  Honoria  now  is  lov'd  by  Thee. 
What  did  I  not  her  stubborn  Heart  to  gain?  > 
But  all  my  Vows  were  answer'd  with  Dis-  [ 

dain ;  160'- 

She  scorn'd  my  Sorrows,  and  despis'd  my  I 

Pain.  ' 

Long  time  1  dragg'd  my  Days  in  fruitless 

Care, 
Then  loathing  Life,  and  plung'd  in  deep 

Despair, 
To  finish  my  unhappy  Life,  I  fell 
On  this  shari  Sword,  and  now  am  danin'd 

in  Hell. 
Short  was  her  Joy  ;  for  soon  th'  insulting 

Maid 
By  Heav'n's  Decree  in  the  cold  Grave  was 

Jaid,  . 
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And  as  in  unrepenting  Sin  she  dy'd, 
Doom'd  to  the  same  bad  Place,  is  punish'd 

for  her  Pride ; 
Because  she  deem'd  I  well  descrv'd  to  die, 
And  made  a  Merit  of  her  Cruelty.  171 

There,  then,  we  met ;  both  try'd,  and  both 

were  cast. 
And  this  irrevocable  Sentence  pass'd  ; 
That  she  whom  I  so  long  pursu'd  in  vain. 
Should   suffer  from  my  Hands  a  lingring 

Pain: 
Renew'd  to  Life,  that  she  might  daily  die, 
I  daily  doom'd  to  follow,  she  to  fly ; 
No  more  a  Lover  but  a  mortal  Foe, 
I  seek  her  Life  (for  Love  is  none  below :) 
As  often  as  my  Dogs  with  better  speed    180 
Arrest  her  Flight,  is  she  to  Death  decreed  : 
Then  with  this  fatal  Sword  on  which  I  dy'd, 
I  pierce  her  open'd  Back  or  tender  Side, 
And  tear  that  harden'd  Heart  from  out  her 

lireast, 
Which,  with  her  Entrails,  makes  my  hungry 

Hounds  a  Feast. 
Nor  lies  she  long,  but  as  her  Fates  ordain,' 
Springsupto  Life,and fresh  tosecond  Pain,  ■ 
Is  sav'd  to  Day,  to  Morrow  to  be  slain. 
This,  vers'd  in  Death,  th'  infernal  Knight 

relates. 
And  then  for  Proof  fulfjll'd  their  common 

Fates ;  ,„ 

Her  Heart  and  Bowels  through  her  Back  he 

drew. 
And  fed  the  Hounds  that  help'd  him  to 

pursue. 
Stern  look'd  the  Fiend,  as  frustrate  of  his 

Will, 
Not  half  suflic'd,  and  greedy  yet  to  kill. 
And  now  the  Soul  expiring  through  the 

Wound, 
Had  left  the  Body  breathless  on  the  Ground, 
When  thus  the  grisly  Spectre  spoke  again  : 
Behold  the  Fruit  of  ill-rewarded  Pain : 
As  many  Months  as  I  sustain'd  her  Hate, 
So  many  Years  is  she  condemn'd  bv  Fate  200 
To  daily  Death  ;  and  ev'ry  several  Place, 
t  onscious  of  her  Disdain,  and  my  Disgrace, 
Must  witness  her  just  Punishment ;  and  be 
A  Scene  of  Triumph  and  Revenge  to  me. 
As  in  this  Grove  I  took  my  last  Farewel, 
As  on  this  very  spot  of  Earth  I  fell, 


}M  unrepemingl  EJi/ors  till  ChrMit  vironph 
give  unrepentnl  *  -' 

18?  open'd]  Somt  editors  urotigly  give  open 


As  Friday  saw  me  die,  so  she  my  Prey 
Becomes  ev'n  here,  on  this  revolving  Day 
Thus  while  he  spoke,  the  Virgin  from  the 

Ground 
Upstarted  fresh,  already  dos'd  the  Wound. 
And  unconcern'd  for  all  she  felt  before,  an 
Precipitates  her  Flight  along  the  Shore : 
The  Hell-hounds,  as  ungorg'd  with  Flesh 

and  Blood 
Pursue  their  Prey,  and  seek  their  wonted 

Food: 

The  Fiend  remounts  his  Courser ;  mends  his 

Pace, 
And  all  the  Vision  vanish'd  from  the  Place. 
Long  stood  the  noble  Youth  oppress'd 

with  Awe 
And  stupid  at  the  wond'rous  Things  he  saw 
ourpassmg  common  Faith  ;  transeressinc 

Nature's  Law.  ^         *•. 

He  would  have  been  asleep,  and  wish'd  to 

wake,  220 

But  Dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  Impression 

make. 
Though  strong  at  first :  If  Vision,  to  what\ 

end,  I 

But  such  as  must  his  future  State  portend  ?  1- 
His   Love  the  Damsel,  and  himself   the 

Fiend.  j 

But  yet  reflecting  that  it  could  not  be 
From  Heav'n,  which  cannot  impious  Acts 

decree, 
Resolv'd  within  him  self  to  shun  the  Snare 
Which  hell  for  his  Distruction  did  prepare ; 
And  as  his  better  Genius  should  direct 
From  an  ill  Cause  to  draw  a  good  effect.  830 
Inspir'd  from  Heav'n  he  homeward  took 

his  way, 
Nor  pall'd  his  new  Design  with  long  delay  ; 
But  of  his  Train  a  trusty  Servant  sent. 
To  call  his  Friends  together  at  his  Tent. 
Thev  came,  and  usual  Salutations  paid. 
With  Words  premeditated  thus  he  said  : 
What  vou  have  often  counsell'd,  to  remove 
My  vam  pursuit  of  unregarded  Love  ; 
Bv  Thrift  my  sinking  Fortune  to  repair, 
Tho'  late,  yet  is  at  last  become  my  Care :  240 
My  Heart  shall  be  my  own ;  my  vast  Expence 
Reduc'd  to  bounds,  by  timely  Providence  : 
This  only  I  require  ;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  Father's  Family, 
Her  Friends,  and  mine ;   the  Cause  I  shall 
I         display. 
On  Friday  next,for  that's  th'  appointed  Day. 
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Well  pleas'd  were  all  his  Friends,  the 

Task  was  light ; 
The  Father,  Mother,  Daughter  they  invite 
Hardly  the  Dame  was  drawn  to  this  repast ; 
But  yet  resolv'd,  because  it  was  the  last.  250 
The  Day  was  come ;    the  Guests  invited 

came, 
And,  with  the  rest,  th'  inexorable  Dame : 
A  Feast  prepar'd  with  riotous  Expence, 
Much  Cost,  more  Care,  and  most  Magnifi- 
cence. 
The  Place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted 

Grove 
Where  the  revengingGhost  pursu'd  his  Love: 
The  Tables  in  a  proud  Pavilion  spread, 
With  Flow'rs  below,  and  Tissue  overhead : 
The  rest  in  rank  ;  Honoria  chief  in  place  \ 
Was  artfully  contriv'd  to  set  her  Face  260  >■ 
To  front  the  Thicket  and  behold  the  Chace. ' 
The  Feast  was  serv'd ;    the  time  so  well 

forecast, 
That  just  when  the  Dessert,  and  Fruits  were 

plac'd. 
The  Fiend's  Alarm  began;  the  hollow  sound  \ 
Sung  in  the  Leaves,  the  Forest   shook  I 

around,  V 

Air    blacken'd  ;     rowl'd    the   Thunder ;  1 

groan'd  the  ground.  / 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  Laments  arise, 
Of  one  distress'd,  and  Mastiffs  mingled  Cries ; 
And  first  the  Dame  came  rushing  through  \ 

the  Wood, 
And  next  the  famish'd  Hounds  that  sought 

their  Food  270 

And  grip'd  herFlanks,and  oft  essay'd  their 

Jaws  in  Blood. 
Last  came  the  Fellon  on  the  Sable  Steed, ' 
Arm'd  with  his  naked  Sword,  and  urg'd  his 

Dogs  to  speed : 
She  ran,  and  cry'd ;    her  Flight  directly 

bent, 
(A  Guest  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  Tent, 
The  Scene  of  Death,  and  Place  ordain'd  for 

Punishment. 
Loud  was  the  Noise,  aghast  was  every  Guest, 
The  Women  shriek'd,  the  Men  forsook  the 

Feast ; 
The  Hou^^ds  at  nearer  distance  hoarsely\ 

bay'U ; 
The  Hunter  close  pursu'd   the  visionary  I 

Maid,  280 1 

She  rent  the  Heav'n  with  loud  Laments, 

imploring  Aid.  ) 


The  Gallants,  to  protect  the  Ladies  right, 
Their  Fauchions  brandish'd  at  the  grisly 

Spright ; 
High  on  his  Stirups,  he  provok'd  the  Fight. 
Then  on  the  Crowd  he  cast  a  furious  Look, 
And  wither'd  all  their  Strength  before  he 

strook : 
Back  on  your  Lives ;   let  be,  said  he,  my 

Prey, 
And  let  my  Vengeance  take  the  destin'd  way. 
Vain    are   your   Arms,   and    vainer   your 

Defence, 
Against  th'  eternal  Doom  of  Providence :  290 
Mine  is   th'   ungrateful  Maid  by   Heav'n 

design'd : 
Mercy  she  would  not  give,  nor  Mercy  shall 

she  find. 
At  this  the  former  Tale  again  he  told 
With   thund'ring  Tone,   and   dreadful  to 

behold : 
Sunk  were  their  Hearts  with  Horror  of  the 

Crime, 
Nor  needed  to  be  wam'd  a  second  time, 
But  bore  each  other  back ;  some  knew  the 

Face, 
And  all  had  heard  the  much  lamented  Case 
Of  him  who  fell  for  Love,  and  this  the  fatal 

Place. 
And  now  th'  infernal  Minister  advanc'd, 
.Seiz'd    the   due    Victim,   and   with    Fury 

lanch'd  301 

lier  Back,  and  piercing  through  her  inmost 

Heart, 
Drew  backward,  as  before,  th'  offending  part. 
The  reeking  Entrails  next  he  tore  away, 
And  to  his  meagre  Mastiffs  made  a  Prey : 
The  pale  Assistants  on  each  other  star'd, 
With   gaping   Mouths   for   issuing  Words 

prepar'd ; 
The  still-born  sounds  upon  the  Palate  hung, 
And  dy'd  im[)erfect  on  the  faltring  Tongue. 
The  Fright  was  general ;    but  the  Female 

Band  310 

(A  helpless  Train)  in  more  Confusion  stand ; 
With  horror  shuddring,on  a  heap  they  run,j 
Sick  at  the  sight  of  hateful  *Justice  done ;  [ 
For  Conscience  rung  th'  Alarm,  and  madej 

the  Case  their  own.  / 

So  spread  upon  a  Lake,  with  upward  Eye, 

A  plump  of  Fowl  behold  their  Foe  on  high ; 

They  close  their  trembling  Troop ;  and  all 

attend 
On  whom  the  sowsing  Eagle  will  descend. 
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But  most  the  proud  Honoria  fear'd  th' 
Event, 
And  thought  to  her  alone  the  Vision  sent.  320 
Her  Guilt  presents  to  her  distracted  Mind  \ 
Heav'n's    Justice,   Theodore's  revengeful! 
Kind,  r 

And  the  same  Fate  tothesame  Sin  assign'd;  j 
Already  sees  her  self  the  Monster's  i  ey, 
And  feels  her  Heart,  and  Entrails  torn  away. 
"Twas  a  mute  Scene  of  Sorrow,  mix'd  with 

fear; 
Still  on  the  Table  lay  th'  unfinished  Cheer ; 
The  Knight,  and  hungry  Mastiffs  stood 

around. 
The  mangled  Dame  lay  breathless  on  the 

Ground ; 
When  on  a  suddain  reinspired  with  Breath, 
Again  she  rose,  again  to  suffer  Death ;    «i 
Nor  stay'd  the  Hell-hounds,  nor  the  Hunter 

stay'd. 
But  folfow'd,  as  before,  the  flying  Maid : 
Th'  Avenger  took  from  Earth  th^avengine 

Sword, 
And  mounting  light  as  Air,  his  Sable  Steed 

he  spurr'd : 
The  Clouds  dispell'd,  the  Sky  resum'd  her 

Light, 
And  Nature  stood  recovered  of  her  Fright. 
But  Fear,  the  last  of  Ills,  remain'd  behind. 
And  Horror  heavy  sat  on  ev'ry  Mind. 
Nor  Theodore  incourag'd  more  his  Feast,  340 
But  sternly  look'd.  as  hatching  in  his  Breast 
Some  deep  Design,  which  when  Honoria 

view'd 
The    fresh    Impulse    her    former    Fright 

renew 'd : 
She  thought  her  self  the  trembling  Dame 

who  fled. 
And  him  the  grisly  Ghost  that  spurr'd  th' 

infernal  Steed : 
The  more  dismay'd,  for  when  the  Guests 

withdrew, 
Their  courteous  Host  saluting  all  the  Crew 
Regardless  passed  her  o'er ;   nor  grac'd 

with  kind  adieu. 
TJat  sting  infix'd  within  her  haughty  Mind, 
The  downfalof  her  Empire  she  divin'd ;  350 
And  her  proud  Heart  with  secret  Sorrow 

pin'd. 
Home  as  they  went,  the  sad  Discourse 

renew'd 
Of  the  relentless  Dame  to  Death  pursu'd, 
And  of  the  Sight  obscene  so  lately  view'd ; 


None  durst  arraign  the  righteous  Doom  she 

bore, 
Ev'n  they  who  pity'd  most  yet  bkim'd  her 

more: 
The  Parallel  they  needed  not  to  name, 
j"  *•>«  Dead  they  damn'd  the  living 
Dame. 
At  ev'ry  little  Noise  she  look'd  behind. 
For  still  the  Knight  was  present  to  her 
Mmd :  ,^ 

And  anxious  oft  she  started  on  the  way. 
And  thought  the   Horseman-Ghost  came 

thundring  for  his  Prey. 
Retum'd,  she  took   her  Bed  with   little 

Rest, 
But  in  short  Slumbers  dreamt  the  Funeral 

Feast: 
Awak'd,  she  turned  her  Side ;  and  tlept\ 

again. 
The  same  black  Vapors  mounted  in  her 

Brain, 

And  the    same  Dreams   retum'd    with 

double  Pain.  ^ 

Now  forc'd  to  wake  because  afraid  to 

sleep 

Her  Blood  all  Fever'd,  with  a  furious  Leap 

She  sprung   from    Bed,  distracted  in  her 

Mind,  ^JQ 

And   fear'd,   at   ev'ry   Step,  a   twitching 

Spright  behind. 
Darkhng  and  desp'rate,  with  a  stagg'ring 

pace. 
Of  Death  afraid,  and  conscious  of  Disgrace ; 
Fear,  Pride,  Remorse,  at  once  her  Heart 

assail'd. 
Pride  put  Remorse  to  flight,  but  Fear  pre- 

vail'd. 
Friday,  the  fatal  Day,  when  next  it  came. 
Her   Soul    forethought    the    Fiend    would 

change  his  Game, 
And  her  pursue,  or  Theodore  be  slain. 
And  two  Ghosts  join  their  Packs  to  hunt 
her  o'er  the  Plain. 
This    dreadful    Image   so   possess'd   her 
Mind,  380 

That,  desp'rate  any  Succour  else  to  find. 
She  ceas'd  all  farther  Hope  ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  th'  unhappy  Man. 
Rich,  Brave,  and  Young,  who  past  expres- 
sion lov'd. 
Proof  to  Disdain  ;  and  not  to  be  remov'd : 
Of  all  the  Men  respected,  and  admir'd. 
Of  all  the  Dames,  except  her  self,  desir'd  : 


360 
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Why  not  of  her  ?  Preferr'd  above  the  rest 
By  him  with  Knightly  Deeds,  and  open 

Love  profcss'd  ? 
So  had  another  been  ;  where  he  his  Vows 
address'd.  390 

This  quell'd  her  Pride,  yet  other  Doubts 

remain'd, 
That  once  disdaining  she  might  be  dis- 

dain'd: 
The  Fear  was  just,  but  greater  Fear  prevail'd. 
Fear  of  her  LJe  by  hellish  Hounds  assail'd : 
He  took  a  low'ring  leave  ;  but  who  can  tell 
What  outward  Hate  might  inward  Love 

conceal ? 
Her  Sexes  Arts  she  knew,  and  why  not  then 
Mig^t  deep  dissembling  have  a  place  in  Men  ? 
Here  Hope  b^n  to  dawn ;  resoiv'd  to  try,  \ 
She  fix'd  on  this  her  utmost  Remedy;    400  [ 
Dekth  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die.  ' 
Twas  time  enough  at  last  on  Death  to  call ; 
The  Precipice  in  sight,  a  Shrub  was  at). 
That  kindly  stood  betwixt  to  break  the 
fatal  fall. 

One  Maid  she  had,  belov'd  above  the  rest 
Secure  of  her,  the  Secret  she  confess'd : 
And  now  the  chearful  Light   her   Fears  \ 
dUpell'd,  I 

She  with  no  winding  turns  the  Truth  con- 
ceal'd,  j 

But  put  the  Woman  ofi,and  stood  reveal'd: ' 


With    Faults   confess'd   commission'd   her 

to  go,  4,0 

If  Pity  yet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her 

Foe. 
The    welcom    Message    made,  was    soon 

receiv'd ; 
'Twas  what  he  wish'd,  and  hop'd,  but  scarce 

believ'd ; 
Fate  seem'd  a  fair  occasion  to  present. 
He  knew  the  Sex,  and  fear'd  she  might 

repent. 
Should  he  delay  the  moment  of  Consent. 
There  yet  remain'd  to  gain  her  Friends 

(a  Care 
The  modesty  of  Maidens  well  might  spare ;) 
But  she  with  such  a  Zeal  the  Cause  em- 

brac'd, 
(As  Women  where  they   will,  are  all  in 

hast,)  420 

That  Father,  Mother,  and  the  Kin  beside, 
Were  overborn  by  Fury  of  the  Tide : 
With  full  consent  of  all,  she  chang'd  her 

State, 
Resistless  in  her  Love,  as  in  her  Hate. 

By  her  Example  wam'd,  the  rest  beware ; 
More  Easy,  less  Imperious,  were  the  Fair ; 
And   that  one   Hunting  which  the  Devil 

design'd. 
For  one  fair  Female,  lost   him  half  the 

Kind. 


CYMON  AND   IPHIGENIA. 

FROM    BOCCACE. 


Poeta  loquitur, 
Old  as  I  am,  for  Ladies  Love  unfit, 
The  Pow'r  of  Beauty  I  remember  yet, 
Which  once  inflam  d  my  Soul,  and  still 

inspires  my  Wit. 
If  Love  be  Folly,  the  severe  Divine 
Has  felt  that  Folly,  tho'  he  censures  mine  ; 
Pollutes  the  Pleasures  of  a  chast  Embrace, 
Acts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  Grace 
Witu  riotous   Excess,  a  Priestly   Race : 
Suppose  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  th' 

offence,  g 

Heshew'd  theway.perverting  first  my  Sense: 


403  tight,  alsirht :  A 1700. 
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In  Malice  witty,  and  with  Venom  fraught, 
He  makes  me  speak  the  Things  I  never 

thought. 
Compute  the  Gains  of  his  ungovern'd  Zeal : 
111  sutes  his  Cloth  the  Praise  of  Railing  well ! 
The  World  will  think  that  what  we  loosly 

write, 
Tho'   now  arraign'd,  he  read  with  some 

delight ; 
Because  he  seems  to  chew  the  Cud  again, 
When  his  broad  Comment  makes  the  Text 

too  plain, 

CVMON  AND  IPRIGENIA. 

I  Ladirs]  Chrisli:  and  Sainlsbury  give  ladv's 
Sonu  tditors  gixt  ladies'  Thtre  can  be  no 
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And  teaches  more  in  one  explaining  Page, 
Than  all  the  double  Meanings  of  the  Stage. 
What  needs  he  Paraphrase  on  what  we 

mean  ?  21 

We   were   at    worst    but    Wanton ;    he's 

Obscene. 
I,  nor  my  fellows,  nor  my  Self  excuse  ; 
But  Love's  the  Subject  of  the  Comick  Muse : 
Nor  can  we  write  without  it,  nor  would  you 
A  Tale  of  only  dry  Instruction  view  ; 
Nor  Love  is  always  of  a  vicious  Kind, 
But  oft  to  virtuous  Acts  inflames  the  Mind, 
Awakes  the  sleepy  Vigour  of  the  Soul, 
And,  brushing  o'er,  adds  Motion  to  the 

,      ^°**'-  30 

Love,  studious  how  to  please,  improves  our 
Parts, 

With  polish'd  Manners,  and  adorns  with 

Arts. 
Love  first  invented  Verse,  and  form'd  the 

Rhime, 
The    Motion    measur'd,    harmoniz'd    the 

Chime ; 
To  lib'ral  Acts  inl.  rg'd  the  narrow-Soul'd. 
Soften  d  the  Fierce,  and  made  the  Coward 

Bold: 
The  World  whei  wast,  he   Peopled  with 

increase. 
And  warring  Nations  reconcil'd  in  Peace. 
Ortnond,  the  first,  and  all  the  Fair  may  find  ] 
In  this  one  Legend  to  their  Fame  design'd, 
When  Beauty  fires  the  Blood,  how  Love 

exalts  the  Mind.  41 , 

In  that  sweet  Isle,  where  Venus  keeps  her 

Court, 
And  ev'ry  Grace,  and  all  the  Loves  resort ; 
Where  either  Sex  is  form'd  of  softer  Earth, 
And  takes  the  bent  of  Pleasure  from  their 

Birth ; 
JJ^ere 'jv'd  a  Cyprian  Lo.-d,  above  the  rest 
Wae,  Wealthy,  with  a  num'rous  Issue  blest. 

But  as  no  Gift  of  Fortune  is  sincere. 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  Heir : 
His  eldest  Bom  a  goodly  youth  to  view    co 
txcelld  the  rest  in  Shape,  and  outward 

ahew ; 
Fair,  Tall,  his  Limbs  with  due  Proportion 

join'd, 
But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  d^^enerate  Mind. 
His  Soul  bely'd  the  Feamres  of  his  Face  : 
Beauty  was  there,  but  Beauty  in  dUgrace. 
A  clownish  Mien,  a  Voice  with  rustick  sound. 
And  stupid  Eyes, that  ever  lov'd  the  Ground. 


N3 


He  looked  like  Nature's  Error;  as  the  Mind 
And  Body  were  not  of  a  Piece  design'd. 
But  made  for  t  .u,  and  by  mistake  i»i  one 

were  join'd.  ^ 

The  ruling  Rod,  the  Father's  formios 

Care, 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain,  on  Wit's  despair ; 
Tfce  more  inform'd  the  less  he  understood, 
And   deeper  sunk    by  flound'ring  in  the 

Mud. 

Now  scorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  pubiick 

Sh.  Tie, 
The  people  from  GaUsus  chnnged  his  name, 
And  Cynion  call'd,  which  f     lifies  a  Brute ; 
So  well  his  Name  did  with  I.  ,  Nature  sute. 
His  Father,  when  he  found  his  Labour 

lost. 
And  Care  emplcy'd  that  answer'd  not  the 

„.    ^'>**'  70 

Chose  an  ungrateful  Object  to  remove. 
And  loath'd  to  see  what  Nature  made  him 

love ; 
So  to  his  Country-Farm  the  Fool  confin'd : 
Rude  Work  well  suted  with  a  rustick  Mind. 
Thus  to  the  Wilds  the  sturdy  Cymon  went, 
A  Squire  among  the  Swains,  and  pleas'd 

with  Banishment. 
His  Com,  and  Cattle,  were  his  only  Care, 
And  his  supreme  Delight  a  Country-Fair. 

It  happen'd  on  a  Summers  Holiday, 
That  to  the  Greenwood-shade  he  took  his 

»,     **y  5  80 

I  For  Cymon  shunn'd  the  Church,  and  us'd 

I         not  much  to  Pray. 

His  Quarter  Staff,  which  he  cou'd  ne'er  for- 
sake. 

Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  Back. 

He    tmdg'd    alonj    unknowing    what    he 
sought. 

And   whistled   as   he   went,   for  want   of 
Thought. 
By  Chance  conducted,  or  by  Thirst  con- 
strain'd. 

The  deep  Recesses  of  the  Grove  he  gain'd  ; 

Where,  m  a  Plain,  defended  by  the  Wood,^ 

Crept  through  the  matted  Grass  a  Chrvstal 
Flood, 

By  which  an  Alabaster  Fountain  stood :  90 ; 

And  on  the  Margin  of  the  Fount  was  laid 

(Attended  by  her  Slaves)  a  sleeping  Maid 

Like  Dian  and  her  Nymphs,  when,  tir'd 
with  Sport, 

To  rest  by  cool  Eurotas  they  resort : 


:lr; 

-J 
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The  IJitir.e  herself  the  Godd^s  well  ex- 

prass'd, 
Not  more  distinguUh'd  by  her  Purple  Vest, 
Than  by  the  charming  Features  of  her  Face, 
And  ev'n  in  Slumber  a  superiour  Grace : 
Her  comely  Limbs  compos'd  with  decent] 

Care,  99  L 

Her  Body  shaded  witli  a  slight  Cymarr ;  | 
Her  Bosom  to  the  view  was  only  bare :  ) 
Where  t\'o  beginning  Paps  were  scarcely 

spy'd 
For  yet  their  Places  were  but  signify'd : 
Thi  fanning  Wind  upon  her  Bosom  blows, 
To  meet  the  fanning  Wind  the  Bosom  rose; 
The  fanning  Wind,  and  purling  Streams 

continue  her  repose. 
The  Fool  of  Nature,  stood  with  stupid 

Eyes 
And  gaping  Mouth,  that  testify'd  Surprize, 
Fix'd  on  her  Face,  nor  cou'd  remove  his 

Sight, 
New  as  he  was  to  Love,  and  Novice  in 

Delight :  1 10 

Long  mute  he  stcod,  and  leaning  on  his  Staf!, 
His  Wonder  witness'd  with  an  Ideot  laugh  ; 
Then  would  have  spoke,  but  by  his  glimmer- 
ing Sense 
First  found  his  want  of  Words,  and  fear'd 

Offence : 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  should  be 

known. 
By  his  Clown-Accent  and  his  Country-Tone. 
Through  the  rude  Chaos  thus  the  running 

Light 
Shot  the  first  Ray  that  pierc'd  the  Native 

Night: 
Then  Day  and  Darkness  in  the  Masd  w  re 

mix'd. 
Till  gather'd  in  a  Globe,  the  Beams  were 

fix'd:  120 

Last  shon   the   Sun      ho,  radiant   in  his 

Sphere 
Ulumin'd  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  rowl'd 

around  the  Year. 
So  Reason  in  this  Brutal  Soul  began  : 
Love  made  him  first  suspect  he  was  a  Man  ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian 

Sound ; 
By  Love  his  want  of  Words  and  Wit  he 

found ; 
That  sense  of  want  prepar'd  the  future  way 
To  Knowledge,  and  disclos'd  the  promise 

of  a  Day. 


What  not  his  Father's  Care,  nor  T;.ccr's 

Art 
Cou'd  plant  with  Pains  in  his  unpolish'd 

Heart,  130 

The  best  Instructor  Love  at  once  inspir'd, 
As  barren  Grounds  to  ^ruitfulness  are  fir'd ; 
Love  taught  him  Shame,  and  Shame  with 

Love  at  S>'rife 
Soon  taught  the  sweet  Civilities  of  Life  ; 
His  gross  material  Soul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  Kind : 
Exciting  a  Desire  till  then  unknown, 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 
This  made  the  first  Impression  in  his  Mind, 
Above,  but  just  above,  the  T   utal  Kind.  140 
For  Beasts  can  like,  but  not  distinguish  too, 
Nor  their  own  liking  by  reflection  know ; 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this,  or  t'other  Face, 
Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  Grace  ; 
But  love  in  gross,  and  stupidly  admire  , 
As  Flies  (.Uur'd  by  Light,  approach   the 

Fire. 
Thus  our  Man-Beast  advancing  by  degrees 
First  likes  the  whole,  then  sep'rates  what 

he  sees ; 
On  sev'ral  Parts  a  sev'ral  Praise  bestows, 
The  ruby  Lips,  the  well-proportion'd  Nose, 
The  snowy  Skin,  in  Raven-glossy  Hair.  1511 
The  -dimpled  Cheek,  tb"  Forehead  rising  1. 

fair,  I 

And  ev'n  m  Sleep  it  self  a  smiling  Air.      / 
From  thence  his  Eyes  descending  view'd 

the  rest, 
Her  plump  round  Arms,  white  Hands,  and 

heaving  IJreast. 
Lon',  on   the  last  he  dwelt,  'though  tv'ry 

part 
A  pointed  Arrow  sped  to  pierce  his  Ile.irt. 
Thus  in  a  trice  a  Judge  of  Beauty  grown, 
(A  Judge  erected  from  a  Country-Clown) 
He  long'd  to  see  her  Eyes  in  Slumber  hid, 
And  wish'd  his  own  cou'd  pierce  within  tlie 

Lid :  161 

He  wou'd  have  wak'd  her,  but  restrnin'd 

his  Thought, 
And  Love  new-bom  the  first  good  Manners 

taught. 
An  awful  Fear  his  ardent  Wish  withstood, 
Nor  durst  disturb  the  Goddess  of  the  Wood ; 
For  such  she  seem'd  by  her  celestial  Face, 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  Rare : 


1.^9  in]  Tke  tdilors  wrongly  fiv*  an 
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\iid  Things  divine,  by  common  Sense  he 

knew, 
Must  be  devoutly  seen  at  distunt  view : 
So   checking   his    Desire,   with    trembline 
Heart  ,^5 

Gazing  he  stood,  nor  would,  nor  could  depart ; 
Fix'd  as  a  Pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way, 
Wiio  dar  <!  not  stir  by  Night  for  fear  to 

stra>  i 
Hut  stands  with  awful  Eyes  to  watch  the 
dawn  of  Day. 
At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair 
(So  was  the  Beauty  call'd  who  cuus'd  his 

Care) 
I'ncios'd  her  eyes,  and  double  Day  reveal'd. 
While  those  of  all  her  Slav?s  in  Sleep  were 
seal'd. 
The  slavering  Cudden,  prop'd  upon  his 
Staff, 
^tood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  Laugh, 
To  welcome  her  awake,  nor  durst  begin    181 
To  speak,  but  wisely  kept  the  Fool  within. 
Then  she:    What  make  you  Cymon  here 

alone  ? 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  Country 

known. 
Because  descended  of  a  noble  Race, 
And  for  a  Soul  ill  sorted  with  his  Face.) 

But  still  the  Sot  stood  silent  with  Surprize, 
Willi  fix'd  regard  on  her  new  open'd  Eyes, 
And  ill  his  Breast  roceiv'd  th*  invenom'd 

Dart, 

A  tickling  Pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  Smart. 

But  conscious   of   her   Form,   with   quick 

distrust  ,gj 

She  saw  his  sparkling  Eyes,  and  fear'd  his 

brutal  Lust : 
Tiiis  to  prevent,  she  wak'd  her  sleepy  Crew, 
Ami  rismg  hasty  took  a  short  Adieu. 

TlicnCywon  first  his  rustick  Voice  essay'd, 
With  proffer'd  Service  to  the  parting  Maid 
lo  see  her  safe  ;  his  Hand  she  long  deny'd, 
Uit  took  at  length,  asham'd  of  such  a  Guide. 
>'0  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there, 
No  more  wou'd  to  his  Country  Clowns 
repair,  „ 

Hut  sought  his  Father's  House,  with  becter 

Mind, 
Refusing  in  the  Farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  Father  wonder'd  at  the  Son's  return. 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn  : 
Bu   doubtfully  receiv'd,  expecting  still 
»o  lea  n  the  secret  Causes  of  his  alter'd  Will. 


Nor  was  he  long  dclay'd  :  the  first  Request ) 
nemaae,was,like  his  Brothers  tobedress'd,f 
And,  as  his  Birth  requir'd,  above  the  rest. ' 
Withease  hisSute  was  granted  by  his  Syre, 
Distinguishing  his  Heir  by  rich  Attire :   an 
His  Body  thus  adom'd,  he  next  dcsign'd 
With  lib'ral  Arts  to  o.ltivate  his  Mind  ; 
He  sought  a  Tutor  of  his  own  accord. 
And  study'd  Lessons  he  before  abhorr'd. 
Thus  the  ManChild  advanc'd,  and  learned 
so  fast, 
That  in  short  time  hii.  Equals  he  surpass'd  : 
His  brutal  Manners  from  his  Breast  exil'd. 
His  Mien  he  fashion'd,  and  his  Tongue  he 

fil'd ; 
In  ev'ry  Exercise  of  all  admir'd,  aao 

He  seem'd,  nor  only  seem'd   but  was  in* 

spir'd : 
Inspir'd  by   Love,  whose  Business  is   to 

please  ; 
He  Rode,  he  Fenc'd,  he  moved  with  grace- 
ful Ease, 
More  fam'il  for  Sense,  for  courtly  f  arriage 

more. 
Thrn  for    is  brutal  Folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  shall  we  sav, 
But  that  the  Fire  which  choak'd  in  Ashes  lay, 
A  Lopd  too  l-eavy  for  his  Soul  to  move. 
Was  .  pward  blown  below,  and  brush'daway 

by  Love  ? 

Love  made  an  active  Progress  through  his 

Mind,  2^0 

The  dusky  Parts  he  clear'd,  the  gross  refin'd  ; 

The  drowsy  wak'd ;    and  as  he  went  im- 

press'd 
The  Maker's  Image  on  the  human  Beast. 
Thus  was  the  Man  amended  by  Desire, 
And,  tho'  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  much 

Fire, 
His  Father  all  his  Faults  with  Reason  scan'd. 
And  lik'd  an  error  of  the  better  Hand  ; 
Excus'd  th'  excess  of  Passion  in  his  Mind, 
By  Flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much 
refin'd :  am 

So  Cymon,  since  his  Sire  indulg'd  his  Will, 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  still ; 
Gatesus  he  disown'd,  and  chose  to  bear 
The  Name  of  Fool  confirm'd,  and  Bishop'd 
bv  the  Fair. 


J3.1  BcMtl  All  Ikt  English  tdilors  chaun 
Ihtsviord  into  Breast,  a  most  thoughtltss  and 
ludicrous  error. 
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To  Cipseut  by  his  Friends  his  Sute  he 

mov'd, 
Cipseut  the  Father  of  the  Fair  he  lov'd  : 
Hut  lie  was  pre-intjafi'd  by  former  Ties, 
While  Cymon  was  endeav'ring  to  be  wise 
And  Iphigenf,  oblig'd  by  former  Vows, 
Had  giv'n  lier  Faith  to  wed  a  Foreign  Spouse: 
Her  Sire  and  Slie  to  KhoJian  Pasiinoni',  250 
The'    botli    repenting,    were    by    Pi  imise 

bound. 
Nor  «.ould  retract ;  and  thus,  as  Fate  decreed, 
Tho'  better  1  v'd,  he  spoite  too  late  to  speed. 
The  Doom  was  past,  the  Ship  already  sent 
Did  all  his  tardy  Diligence  prevent : 
Sigh'd  to  her  self  the  fair  unhappy  Maid, 
While  stormy  Cymon  tlius  in  secret  said  : 
The  time  is  come  for  Ipliigene  to  find 
The  Miracle  she  wrouglit  upon  my  Mind  ; 
Her  Charms  have  made  me  Man,  her  ravish'd 

Love  260 

In  rank  shall  place  mewith  theBless'd  above. 
For  mine  by  Love,  by  Force  she  shall  be 

mine. 
Or  Death,  if  Force  should  fail,  shall  finish 

my  Design. 
Resolv'd  he  said :  And  rigg'd  with  speedy 

Care 
A  Vessel  strong,  and  well  equipp'd  for  War. 
The  secret   Ship  with  chosen  Friends  he 

stor'd. 
And  bent  to  die,  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
Ambush'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  Shore, 
Waiting  the  Sail  that  all  his  VVishes  bore  ; 
Nor  long  expected,  for  the  following  Tide  270 
Sent  out  the  hostile  Ship  and  beauteous 

Bride. 
To  Rhodes  the  Rival  Bark  directly  steer'd, 
When  Cymon  sudden  at  her  Back  appear'd, 
And  stop'd  her  Flight :    Then  standing  on 

his  Prow 
In  haughty  Terms  he  thus  defy'd  the  Foe : 
Or  strike  your  Sails  at  Summons,  or  prepare 
To  prove  the  last  Extremities  of  War. 
Thus  warn'd,  the  Rhodians  for  the  Fight 

provide  ; 
Already  were  the  Vessels  Side  by  Side, 
These  obstinate  to  save,  and  those  to  seize  i 

the  Bride.  280' 

But  Cymon  soon  his  crooked  Grapples  cast,  < 
Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  Foes  em- 1 

brac'd,  l 

And  arm'd  with  Sword  and  Shield,  amid 

the  Press  he  pass'd. 


Fierce  was  the  Fight,  but  hatt'ning  to  hit 

Prey, 
By  force  the  furious  Lover  freed  his  way : 
Himself  alone  dispers'd  the  Rkodian  Crew, 
The  Weak  disdain  d,  the  Valiant  overthrew ; 
Cheap  Conquest  for  his  following  Friendi 

remain'd, 
He  reap'd  the  Field,  and  they  but  only 

glean'd.  289 

His  Victory  confess'd,  the  Foes  retreat, 
And  cast  their  Weapons  at  the  Victor's  Feet. 
Whom  thus  he  chear'd :  O  Rhodian  Vouih, 

I  fought 
For  Love  alone,  nor  other  Booty  sought ; 
Your  Lives  are  safe  ;  your  Vessel  I  resign. 
Yours  be  your  own,  restoring  what  is  mine : 
In  Iphigene  I  claim  my  rithtful  Due, 
Rob  d  by  my  Rival,  and  detain'd  by  you : 
Your  Pasimond  a  lawless  Bargain  drove, 
The  Parent  could  not  sell  the  Daughters 

I^ve ; 
Or  if  he  cou'd,  my  Love  disdains  the  Laws, 
And  like  a  King  by  Conc^uest  gains  his 

Cause ;  30. 

Where  Arms  take  place,  all  other  Pleas  are 

vain  ; 
Love  taught  me  Force,  and  Force  shall  Love 

maintain. 
You,  what  by  Strength  you  could  not  keep, 

release. 
And  at  an  easy  Ransom  buy  your  Peace. 
Fear  on  the  conqucr'd  Side  soon  sign'd 

th'  Accord, 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  restor'd : 
While  to  his  Arms  the  blushing  Bride  he  took, 
To  seeming  Sadness  she  compos'd  her  Look ; 
As  if  by  Force  subjected  to  his  Will,  310 
Tho'  pleas'd,  dissembling,  and  a  Woman  still. 
And,  for  she  wept,  he  wip'd  her  falling  Tears, 
And  pray'd  her  to  dismiss  her  empty  Fears ; 
For  yours  I  am,  he  said,  and  have  deserv'd 
Your  Love  much  better,  whom  so  long  I 

serv'd. 
Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  Father  ty'd 
Your  Vows  ;   and  sold  a  Slave,  not  sent  a 

Bride. 
Thus  while  he  spoke,  he  seiz'd  the  willing 

Prey, 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  Spouse  away : 
Faintly  she  scrcam'd,  and  ev'n  her  Eyes 

confess'd  320 

She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was  dis- 

tress'd. 
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yV  ..0  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  Mind  ? ) 
yainhopesandemptyjoys  of  humanKind,  [ 
Proud  of  the  present,  to  the  future  blind!) 
Secure  of  Fate,  while  Cymon  plows  the  Sea, 


And  steers  to  Candy  with  his  conquer'd  Prey 
Scarce  the  third  Glass  of  measur'd  Hours' 

was  run, 
When  like  a  fiery  Meteor  sunk  the  Sun, 
Tiie  Promise  of  a  Storm  ;  the  shifting  Gales 
forsake  by  Fits  and  fill  the  flagging  Sails : 
Hoarse  Murmurs  of  the  Main  from  Uir  were 
'•card,  _jj, 

And  Night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar'd, 
But  all  at  once  ;  at  once  the  Winds  arise, 
The  Thunders  roul.the  forky  Lightning  flies 
In  vam  the  Master  issues  out  Commands, 
In  vain   the   trembling  SaUors   ply   their 

f'ands ; 
The  Tempest  unforeseen  prevents  their  Care, 
And  from  the  first  they  labour  in  destwir. 
Tlie  Riddy  Ship  betwixt  the  Winds  and 

Tides, 
Forc'd  back  and  forwards,  in  a  Circle  rides, 
Stun  d  with  the  diff'rent  Blows  ;  then  shoots 
amain  -.j 

Till  counterbuff'd  she  stops,  and  sleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghast  the  proud  Archangel  fell, 
Plungd   from    the   height   of    Ileav'n    to 

deepest  Hell, 
Than  stood  the  Lover  of  his  Love  possess'd 
Now  curs  d  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been 

bless  d  ; 
More  anxious  for  her  Danger  than  his  own, 
Death  he  dehes  ;  but  would  be  lost  alone 
Sad  Iphigene  to  Womanish  Complaints 
Adds  pious   Pray'rs,  and   wearies  all   the 
^  baints  ;  ..^ 

Ev'n  if  she  could,  her  Love  she  would 
repent. 

But  since  she  cannot,  dreads  the  Punish- 
ment : 

Her  forfeit  Faith,  and  Pasimond  betray'd, 

Are  ever  present,  and  her  Crime  upbraid. 

She  blames  herself,  nor  blames  her  Lover 
less; 

Augments  her  Anger  as  her  Fears  increase  ; 
iTom  her  own   Back   the   Burden   would 

rei!  ve, 
And  lays  the  Load  on  his  ungovern'd  Love. 
}\hich  mterposing  durst  in  Heav'n's  despight 
Invade,  and  violateanother's  Right :  360 
The  Pow  rs  incens'd  awhile  deferr'd  his  Pain, 
And  made  him  Master  of  his  Vows  in  vain  • 


But  soon  they  punish'd  his  presumptuous  1 

Pride ;  "^ 

That  for  his  daring  Enterprize  she  dy'd. 

Who  rather  not  resisted,  :han  comply'd.  / 

Ihen  impotent  of  Mind,  with  alterM Sense. 

She  hugg'd  th'  Offender,  and  forgave  th* 

Offence, 
Sex  to  the  last :    Jlean  time  with  Sails 

declind 
The  wand'ring  Vessel  drove  before  the  Wind; 
Toss  d,  and  retoss'd,  aloft,  and  then  alow  : 
^or  Port   they  seek,  nor  certain  Course 

they  know,  ,., 

But  ev'ry  moment  wait  the  roming  Blow. 
Ihus  blindly  driv'n,  by  breaking  Day  thev 

view  d  "      J       J 

The   Land   before  'em,  and   their   Fears 
renew  d ; 

^^^  ji?"**  **"  welcome,  but  the  Tempest 

The  threalen'd  Ship  against  a  rocky  Shore. 
A  winding  Bay  was  near ;   to  this  they 

bent,  ' 

And  just  cscap'd  ;  their  Force  already  spent, 
secure  from  Storms,  and  panting  from  the 

Sea, 
The  Land  unknown  at  leisure  they  survey ; 
And  saw  (but  soon  their  sickly  Sight  with- 

The  rising  Tow'rs  of  Rhodes  at  distant  view  • 
And  curs'd  the  hostile  Shoar  of  Pasimond, 
Sav  cl  from  the  Seas,  and  shipwreck'd  on 

the  Ground. 
The  frighted  Sailors  try'd  their  Strength 

in  vain 
To  turii  the  Stern,  and  tempt  the  stormy 

Main ; 

But  the  stiff  Wind  withstood  the  lab'rinc 
Oar,  •• 

And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  Shoar ! 

I  he  crooked  Keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian 
Strand, 

And  the  Ship  moor'd,  constrains  the  Crew 
to  land :  .^ 

Yet  still  they  might  be  safe,  btcause  un- 
known ; 

But  as  ill  Fortune  seldom  conies  alone, 

The  Vessel  they  dismissed  was  driv'n  before. 
!  Already  shelter'd  on  their  Native  Shoar  • 

Known  each,  they  know :    But  each  with 

change  of  Chear ; 
The  vanquished  side  exulU;    the  Victors 
fear; 
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Not  them  but  theirs,  made  PrU'ncn  ere 

tht-y  V\i>\\t, 
Dnpairmi;  Conquest  and  depriv'd  of  Flight. 
Tne  Country    rings   around   with   loud 

Alarms, 
And  raw  in  Fields  the  rude  Militia  swarms  ; 
Mouths  without  Hands  ;  maintuin'd  at  vast 

Expcnce,  401 

In  Peace  a  Charge,  in  War  a  weak  Defence  ; 
Stout  once  a  Month  they  inarch,  a  I '  ist'ring 

Band, 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  Need,  at  hand  ; 
This  was  tlic  Morn  wlicn  issuing   on  the 

Guard, 
Drawn  up  in  Rank  and  File  they  ytood 

pre|>ar'd 
Of  seeming  Arms  to  make  a  short  essay. 
Then  hasten  to  be  Drunk,  the  Business  of 

the  Day. 
The  Cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that 

thev  knew 
1  hemselves  so  many,  and  their  Foes  so  few  ; 
But  crowding  on,  the  last  the  first  ini|K-l ;  41 1 
Till' overborn  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  insluv'd,  who  first  the  War  begun. 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  loct  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  Dungeon  was  the  Captive  cast, 
Depriv'd  of  Day,  and  held  in  Fetters  fast : 
His  Life  was  only  S|)ar'd  at  their  Request, 
Whom  taken  he  so  nob'.y  )iad  rcleas'd  : 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  Ladies  Care,  \ 

Each  in  their  turn  address'd  to  treat  the ' 

Fair ;  420  - 

While  Pasiinond  and  his,  the  Nuptial  ("east  | 

prepare.  ' 

Her  secret  Soul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd,  t 
Butshemust  suiTcr  wlint  her  Fates  ossign'd;  [ 
So  passive  is  the  Church  of  Womank<nd.  > 
What  worse  t)  Cymon  could  his  Fortune  deal, 
Kowl'd  to  the  lowest  S|)oke  of  all  her  Wheel  ? 
It  rested  to  dismiss  tiie  downward  weight. 
Or  raise  him  upward  to  his  former  height ; 
The  latter  pleas'd  :  and  Love  (concern'd  the 

most) 
Prepar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  Love  he 

lost.  430 

The  Sire  of  Pasimond  had  left  a  Son, 
Thoughyounger,yetfo^Coura(ie  early  known, 
Ormisda  call'd,  to  whom,  by  Promise  ty'd, 
A  Hhodian  Beauty  was  the  flestin'd  Bride  : 
Cassandra  was  her  Name,  above  the  rest 
Renown'd  for  Birth,  with  Fortune  amply 

bless'd. 


Lvsymaehus  who  rul'd  the  Khodian  State, 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  Magbtrtte : 
He  lov'd  Cassandra  too  with  eaual  Fire, 
But  Fortune  had  not  favour'd  his  Desire ; 
Crois'd  by  her  Friends,  by  her  not  dis- 

approv'd,  441 

Nor  yet  prcferr'd,  or  like  Ormisda  lov'd : 
So  stood   th'    Affair :    Some   little    Hope 

remaui'd. 
That  should  his  Rival  chance  to  lose,  he 

gain'd. 
Meantime  young  Pasimond  his  Marri;i(;c 

press' d, 
Ordain'd   the  Nuptial  Day,  preiHir'd  liic 

Feast ; 
And  frugally  resolv'd  (the  Cliarge  to  shun,  ^ 
Whichwouldbcdoubleshould  hewedalum)  t 
To  join  his  Brother's  Bridal  with  his  o>mi.  ' 
Lysymaclius  oppress'd  with  mortal  (Jiicf 
Receiv'd  the  News,  and  study'd  quick  Re- 
lief :  451 
The  fatalDayapproach'd:  If  Force  wcreusM, 
The  Magistrate  nis  publick  Trust  ubus'd ; 
To  Justice  liable,  as  Low  rcquir'd. 
For  when  his  Oilice  ceas'd,  his  Pow'r  c.\- 

pir'd : 
While  Pow'r  remain'd,  the  Means  wire  in 

his  Hand 
By  Force  to  seize,  and  then  forsake  thcLaud: 
Betwixt  Extreains  he  knew  not  how  to 

move, 
A  Slave  to  Fame,  but  more  a  Slave  to  Love : 
Restraining  others,  yet  himself  not  free, 
Made    impotent    by    Pow'r,    debas'd    liy 

Dignity !  4(11 

Both  .Sides  he  weigh'd :    But  after  nmdi 

Debate, 
The  Man  prcvail'd  above  the  Magislralc. 
Love  never  fails  to  master  what  lie  tinds, , 
But  works   a  difi'rent  way  in  dill'rcnt' 

Minds, 
The  Fool  enlightens,  and  the  Wise  licj 

blinds.  ' 

This  Youth  proposing  to  possess,  and  scape, 
Began  in  Murder,  to  conclude  in  Ka|>c : 
Unprais'd  by  me,  tho'    llcav'n  souatiine 

may  bless 
An  impious  Act  with  undescrv'd  Success: 
The  Great,  it  seems,  are  privilcdg'd  alone  171 
To  ])unish  all  Injustice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  stop,  not  daring  to  proceed,  \ 
Vet  blush  to  flatter  an  unrighteous  Deed :  f 
For  Crimes  ir"  but  permitted,  not  decreed.' 
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Rwolv'd  on  I'orcc,  hU  Wit  tbo  Pretor 
bent 

To  find  the  Means  thnt  might  secure  th* 

event  ; 
Nor  long  lie  labour'd,  for  his  lucky  Thousht 
III  Captive  CymoH  found   the   Friend  he 

sought. 
Tl."  Example  picas'd :  The  Cause  and  Crime 

the  same ;  480 

An  mjur'd  Lover,  and  a  ravish'd  Dame. 
How  much  he  durst  he  knew  by  what  he 

dar'd, 
The  less  lie  had  to  lose,  the  less  he  car'd 
To  menage  loathsom  Life  when  Love  was 

the  Reward.  , 

This  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  Intent, 
111  depth  of  Night  he  for  the  Pris'ner  sent ; 
III  secret  sent,  the  publick  View  to  shun, 
Then  with  a  sober  Smile  he  thus  begun : 
The  I'ow'r?  above,  who  bounteously  bestow 
fhcir  Gilts  and  Graces  on  Mankind  be- 

,.     '"*'  490 

Vet  prove  our  Merit  first,  nor  blindly  give 
To  such  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive : 
i'or  Valour  and  for  Virtue  they  provide 
Thtir  due  Reward,  but  jrst  they  must  be 

try'd : 
These  fruitful  Seeds  within  your  Mind  they 

sow'd  ; 
'Twiis  yours  t'  improve  the  Talent  they 

bestow'd  ; 
Tlay  (jave  you  to  be  born  of  noble  Kind, 
riiey  gave  you  Love  to  lighten  up  your  Mind 
And  purge  the  grosser  Parts  ;  they  gave  vou 

Care 
To  please,  and  Courage  to  dcsci .  ^  the  Fair. 
Ihus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  Proof 

they  found  cqi 

The  Grain  intrusted  ..i  a  grateful  Ground  : 
m  still  the  great  Experiment  remain'd, 
rhey  suffer  d  you  to  lose  the  Prize  you 

gain'd; 
That  you  might  karn  the  Gift  was  theirs 

alone. 

And  when  restor'd,  to  them  the  Blessine 
own.  " 

Restor'd  it  soon  will  be ;    the  Means  pre- 

par'd,  ' 

The  Difficulty  smooth'd,  the  Danger  shar'd  : 
Be  but  ymr  self,  the  Care  to  me  resign, 
1  hen  Iphtgene  is  yours,  Cassandra  mine.  510 
vour  Rival  Pasimond  pursues  your  Life, 
lmi)aticnt  to  revenge  his  ravish'd  Wife, 


but  yet  not  his  j  to  Morrow  is  behind. 
And  Love  our  Fortunes  in  one  Band  hM 

join'd : 
Two  Brothers  are  our  Foes,  Ormiti*  mim. 
As  much  declar'd,  as  Pasimond  is  thine : 
To  Morrow  roust  their  common  Vows  be 

ty'd: 
With  Love  to  Friend,  and  Fortunt  for  our 

Guide, 
Let  both  resolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a 
Bride.  ^ 

Right  I  have  none,  ncr  hast  thou  much 
to  plead;  ,„ 

Tis  Force  when  done  must  justify  the  Deed  1 
Our  Task  perform'd  we  next  pivpare  for 

Flight: 
And  let  the  Losers  talk  in  vain  of  Right  1 
We  with  the  Fair  will  sail  before  the  Wind, 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  Laws  behind, 
bpeuk  thy  Resolves ;   if  now  thy  Courage 

droop, 
Despair  in  Prison,  and  abandon  Hope ; 
But  if  thou  dar'st  in  Arms  thy  Love  regain 
^or  Liberty  without  thy  Love  were  vain :) 
Then  second  my  Design  to  seize  the  Prey, 
Or  lead  to  second  Rape,  for  well  thou  know'st 
the  way.  „, 

Said  Cymon,  overjoy'd.  Do  Thou  propose 
The  Means  to  Fight,  and  only  shew  the  Foes; 
For  from  the  first,  when  Love  had  fir'd  my 

Mind, 
Rwolv'd  I  left  the  Care  of  Life  behind. 
To  this  the  bold  Lysymaehui  reply'd, 
!  Let  Heav'n  be  neuter  and  the  Sword  decide  t 
j  The  Spousals  are  nrepar'«1,  already  play 
The  Minstrels,  and  provoke  the  tardy  Day : 
.  By  this  the  Brides  are  wak'd,  their  Grooms 
I         are  dress'd ;  5^ 

.  All  Rhodes  is  summon'd  to  the  Nuotial 
Feast,  *^       ' 

I  All  but  my  self,  the  sole  unbidden  Guest. 
Unbidden  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there, 
And,  join'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  Fair. 
Now  hear  the  rest;    when  Day  resiens 
the  Light,  * 

And  chearful  Torches  guild  the  jolly  Night  t 
Be  ready  at  my  Call,  my  chosen  few 
With  Arms  administer'd  shall  aid  thy  Crew. 
Then  entring  unexpected  v-\\  we  seize 
Our  destin'd  Prey,  f-  ..    dissolved  in 

ease,  -.^ 

By  Wine  disabled,  un.       ^.d  for  Fight, 
And  hast'ning  to  the  Seas  suborn  our  Flight  1 
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The  Scu  are  oun,  for  I  command  the  Fort, 
A  Ship  well  man'd,  expects  ui  in  the  Port : 
If  they,  or  1  their  Friends  the  Frixc  contest. 
Death  shk.    attend  the  Man  who  dares  resist. 
It   pleas'd  I  The  Pris'ner  to  his  Hoid\ 

retir'd. 
His  Troop  with  equal  Emulation  Tir'd,      f 
All  fix'd  to  Fight,  and  ali  their  wonted 

Work  requir'd.  / 

The  Sun  aroM  ;  the  Streets  were  throng'd 

around,  560 

The  Pahce  open'd,  and  the  Poiu  were 

crown'd : 
The  double  Bridegroom  at  the  Door  attends 
Th'   expected  Spc  ^e,  and  entertains  the 

Friends : 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  Church  ;  the  PriesU 

invoke 
The  Pow'rs,  and  feed  the  Flames  with 

fragrant  Smoke : 
This  done  they  Feast,  and  at  the  close  of , 

Night  I 

By  kindled  Torches  vary  their  Delight, 
Tne.e  lead  the  lively  Dance,  and  those  the  | 

brimming  Bowls  invite.  ' 

Now,  at   th'  appvinted   Place  and  Hour 

assign'd. 
With   Soub   resolv'd   the    Kavishers   were 

join'd :  570 

Three  Bands  are  fori,   d  :   The  first  is  sent 

before 
To  favour  the  Retreat  and  guard  the  Shore : 
The  second  at  the  Palace-gate  is  plac'd. 
And  up  the  lofty  Stairs  ascend  the  last  : 
A  peaceful  Troop  they  seem  with  shining 

Vests, 
But  Coats  of  Male  beneath  secure  their 

Breasts. 
Dauntless   they   enter,   Cymon  at   their 

Head, 
And  find  the  Fcastrenew'd, the  Table  spread: 
Sweet    Voices    mix'd    with    instrumental 

Sounds 
Ascend  the  vaulted  Roof,  the  vaulted  Roof 

rebounds.  580 

When  like  the  Harpies  rushinc  through  the 

Hall 
The  suddain  Troop  appears,  the  Tables  fall. 
Their  smoaking  Load  is  on  the  Pavement 

thrown ; 
Each  Ravisher  prepares  to  seize  his  own  ■; 
The  Brides  invaded  with  a  rude  Embr- 
Sbreek  out  for  Aid,  Confusion  fills  the  Place : 


Quick  to  redeem  th«  Prey  their  plighted 

Lords 
Advance,  the  Palace  gleams  with  shining 

Swords. 
But  bte  is  all  Defence  ;  and  Succour  vain ; 
The  Rape  is  mt.de,  the  Ravishen  remain : 
Two  sturdy  Sktves  were  only  sent  before  591 
To  bear  the  purchas'd  Prise  in  Safety  to  the 

Shore. 
The  Troop  retires,  the  Lovers  close  the  rear, 
With  forward  Faces  not  confessing  Fear : 
Backward  they  move,  but  scorn  their  Pace 

to  mend. 
Then  seek  the  Suirs,  and  with  slow  hast 

descend. 
Fierce  Pasimond,  their  passage  to  pre- . 

vent,  I 

Thrust  full  on  CywunCs  Back  in  his  descent.  - 
The  Blade  return'd  unbath'd,  and  to  the  \ 

Handle  bent :  599' 

Stout  Cymon  soon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  Rival's  Head  with  one  descending  Blow : 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormisia  stood. 
He  turn'd  the  Point ;  The  sword  inur'd  to  I 

Blood 
Bor'd  his  unguarded  Breast,  which  pour'd  1 

>  purple  Flood.  ' 

With  vow'd  Revenge  the  gath'ring  Crowd 

pursues. 
The  Kavishers  turn  Flcad,  the  Fight  renews ; 
Tiic  Hall  is  lieup'd  with  Corps  ;  the  spruikled 

Gore 
Besmears  the  Walls,  and  floaU  the  Marble 

Floor. 
Dispcrs'd  at  length  the  drunken  Squadrons 

flies, 
The  Victors  to  their  \'esscl  bear  the  Prize  , 
And  hear  behind  loud  Groans,  and  lament- 
able Cries.  61 1  i 
The    Crew   with   merry  Shouts    their\ 

Anchors  weigh,  I 

Then  ply  their  Oars,  and  brush  the  buxom 

Sea, 
While  Troo|)s  of  gather'd  Khodians  croud 

the  Key. 
What  should  the  People  do,  when  left  alone  ? 
The  Governor,  and  Government  are  gone ; 
Tiic  publick  Wealth  to  Foreign  ParU  con- 

vcy'd ; 
Some  TroojM  disbanded.and  the  rest  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  Soveraign  of  the  Sea  no  more ; 
Their  Ships  unrigg'd,  and  spent  their  Naval 

Store ;  6m 


CYMON  AND  IPHIGENIA. 


Thty  Mitber  could  defend,  nor  can  punue. 

In  vain  with  Dart,  a  distant  War  they  try, 
bhort,  and  more  ibort  the  miMive  Weaponi 

!rii!!f Al"?:>?«"i^««/ Cri^  •"ioy. 
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with    his   XMian  Friend 


.     . —       .^Twucn  uicir  vrinws  enjoy. 
Coast. 


y«* /Jsk  they  iceic ;  nrr  Joit  denies  his 


lost ; 


In  salety  landed  on  the  Candian  Shore, 
With  generous   Wines  their  Spirits   they 
r«torej  *'  ^ji 


There  Cvnmn 
resides, 

Siiff^tJ^T/"!!'  !l;«.<^;"«'"  o*""  «heir  Cause. 
Mifl  to  defend  theu  hospitable  Uws : 
Both  Parties  lose  by  turns ;  and  neither 

S."  ?«•«  P'oppT''^  ^y  ■  Tnice  begins. 
The  Kindred  of  the  Slain  forRive  the  Deed. 
But  a  short  Exile  must  for  Show  precede  : 
The    Term    expir'd,    from    Candia    they 
remove ;  ^  ' 

And  happy  c«Ji  at  Home  enjoys  his  kwe. 


TRANSLATIONS   OF   LATIN   HYMNS 


AND 


MINOR   MISCELLANIES. 

VENI,  CREATOR  SPIRITUS. 

TRAASLATED  IN  PARAPHRASE. 


ClEATOR  Spirit,  b\  whose  aid 

The  World  s  Foundations  first  were  laid. 

tome,  visit  ev'ry  pious  Mind  ; 

Come,  pour  thy  Joys  on  Human  Kind  ; 

rrom  bin,  and  Sorrow  set  us  free  ; 

And  make  thy  Temples  worthy  Thee. 

0,  Source  of  uncreated  Light, 
The  Father's  promis'd  Paraclite  ! 
Thnce  Holy  Fount,  thrice  Holy  Fire, 
Our  Hearts  with  Heav'nly  Love  inspire  ;  10 
Come,  and  thy  Sacred  Unction  ^rine 
10  banrtifie  us,  while  we  sing  ' 

Plenteous  of  Grace,  descend  from  high, 
Kich  m  thy  sev'n-fold  Energj- ' 
Thou  strength  of  his  Almighty  Hand, 
Whose  Pow'r  does  Hcav'u  aai  Earth  com- 

mand : 
Proceeding  Spirit,  our  Defence, 
Who  dost  the  Gift  of  Tongues  dispence,  } 
And  crown'st  thy  Gift  with  Eloquence  '    ) 


Refiiie  and  purge  our  Earthy  Pfi-ts  ; 
But,  oh,  mflame  and  fire  our  Hearts  ! 
Uur  frailties  help,  our  Vice  controu? : 
v^ubmit  the  Senses  to  the  Soul ; 
And  when  Rebellious  they  are  grown. 
Then,  lay  thy  Land,  and  hold  'em  down. 

Chace  from  oui  Jinds  th'  Infernal  Foe  ; 
And  Peace,  the  fruit  of  Love,  bestow  ; 
And,  lest  our  Feet  shou'd  step  astray. 
Protect,  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  Eternal  Truths  receive. 
And  practise,  all  that  we  believe : 
Give  us  thy  self,  that  we  may  see 
The  j<ather  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 

Immortal  Honour,  endless  Fame, 
Attend  th'  Almighty  Father's  Name : 
I  he  Saviour  Son  be  glorify'd. 
Who  for  lost  Man's  Redemption  dy'd : 
And  equal  Adoration  be. 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee. 


30 


30 


Viw  Creator.    Text  from  the  origin.!  in  ExameH  r^iicum, 


I       ) 


I  ••'11 


>   11 


wm 
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TRANSLATIONS  OF  LATIN  HYMNS 


TE  DEUM. 


Thee,  Sovereign  God,  our  grateful  Accents 

praise  ; 
We  own  tiiee  Lord,  and  bless  thy  wondrous 

ways ; 
To   thee,   Eternal   Father,   Earth's   whole 

Frame 
With  loudest  Trumpets  sounds  immortal 

Fame. 
Lord  God  of  Hosts !   for  thee  the  heav'nly 

Pow'rs 
With  sounding   Anthems  fill   the  vaulted 

Tow'rs. 
Thy  Cherubims  th  rice  Holy ,  Holy ,  Holy  cry ; 
Thrice  Holy,  all  the  Seraphims  reply. 
And  thrice  returning  Echoes  endless  Songs 

supply. 
Both  Ileav'n  and  Euith  thy  Majesty  dis- 
play ;  lo 
They  owe   their   Beauty   to    thy   glorious 

Rdy. 
Thy  Praises  fill  the  loud  Apostles*  Quire : 
The  Train  of  Prophets  in  the  Song  conspire. 
Legions  of  Martyrs  in  the  Chorus  shine, 
And  vocal  Blood  with  vocal  Musick  join. 
By  these  thy  Church,  inspir'd  by  heav'nly 

Art, 
Around  the  World  maintains  a  second  Part, 
And  tuneS  her  sweetest  Notes,  O  God,  to 

thee. 
The  Father  of  unbounded  Majesty  ; 
The  Son,  ador'd  Co-partner  of  thy  Seat,    ao 
And  equal  everlasting  Paraclete. 


Thou  King  of  Glory,  Christ,  of  the  Most 

High 
Thou  co-eternal  filial  Deity  ; 
Thou  who,  to  save  the  VVorld's  impending 

Doom, 
Vouchsaf'dst   to   dwell   within   a   Vircin's 

Womb ; 
Old  Tyrant  Death  disarm'd,  before  thee  flew 
The  Bolts  of  Heav'n,  and  back  the  Foldings 

drew, 
To  give  access,  and  make  thy  'aithful  way  ; 
From  God's  right  Hand  thy  filial  Beams 

display. 
Thou  art  to  judge  the  Living  and  the  Diad  ; 
Then  spare  those  Souls  for  whom  thy  Veins 

have  bled.  3: 

0  take  us  up  amongst  thy  blest  above, 
To  share  with  them  thy  everlasting  Love 
Preserve,  0  Lord  !  thy  People,  and  eiiliancc 
Thy  Blessing  on  thine  own  Inheritance. 
For  ever  raise  their  Hearts,  and  rule  their 

ways, 
Each  Day  we  bless  thee,  and  proclaim  lliy 

Prabe ; 
No  Age  shall  fail  to  celebrate  thy  Name, 
No  Hour  neglect  thy  everlasting  I'ame. 
Preserve  our  Souls,  O  Lord,  this  Day  from 

111 ;  40 

Have  Mercy  on  us,  Lord,  have  Mercy  still: 
As  we  have  hop'd,  do  thou  reward  our  Pain ; 
We've  hop'd  in  thee,  let  not  our  Hoik:  be 

vain. 


HYMN  FOR  THK 


NATIVITY  OF 

24TII  JUNE. 


ST.  JOHN  BAPTIST, 


O  SYLVAN  Prophet !   whose  eternal  Fame 
Echoes   from   Jiidah's   Hills   and   Jordan's 

Stream, 
The  Musick  of  our  Numbers  raise, 
And  tune  our  Voices  to  thy  Praise. 

A  Messenger  from  high  Olympus  came 
To  bear  the  Tidings  of  thy  Life  and  Name, 
And  told  thy  Sire  each  Prcxligy 
That  Heav'n  design'd  to  work  in  thee. 

Te  Del'U.  Firs*  printpH  as  Drj'den's  by  Scott 
(roin  a  Roman  Catholic  Primer  oi  Hymns,  1706. 

HvsisFOK  THE  Nativity  OF  St.  JoHM.  Printed 
with  an  iiicoireit  title  l>y  Scott  from  the  same. 
The  title  was  corrected  by  Saintsbury,  who  adds 


Hearing  the  News,  and  doubting  in  Surprize, 
His  faltering  Speech  in  fetter'd  Accent  dy's ; 
But  Providence,  with  happy  Choice, 
In  thee  restor'd  thy  Father's  Voice. 

In  the  Recess  of  Nature's  dark  Abode, 
Though  still  enclos'd,  yet  knewest  thou  thy 

God  ; 
Whilst  each  glad  Parent  told  and  blest 
The  Secrets  of  each  other's  Breast. 


othiT  versp!!  from  the  Primer,  Thcnj  ■!«  nn  proof 
that  these  are  Drydcn's,  and  in  any  case,  sinre  Iho 
compilers  of  Hymn  Books  often  deal  iininorallv 
with  their  texts,  it  seems  best  not  to  |>ul>l{sh  what 
may  be  spurious  and  is  ccrtain'y  corrupt. 


■'•-^■Mik. 


MINOR  MISCELLANIES. 
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LINES  IN  A  LETTER  TO  HIS  LADY  COUSIN, 
HONOR  DRIDEN, 

WHO    HAD   GIVEN    HIM    A    SILVER    INKSTAND,    WITH    A    SET   OF 
WRITING    MATERIALS,    1655. 


For  since  'twas  mine,  the  white  hath  lost 

its  Hiew, 
To  show  twas  11' ere  it  selfe  but  whilst  in 

you, 
The  virgin  Waxe  hath  blush'd  it  selfe  to  red 
Since  it  with  mcc  hath  lost  its  Maydenhead. 


You,  Fairest  Nymph,  are  Waxe :   Oh  may 

you  bee 
As  well  in  Softnesse  as  in  Purity  ! 
Till  Fate  and  your  own  happy  Choice  reveale 
Whom  you  so  farre  shall  bless  to  make  your 

Seale. 


LINES  PRINTED  UNDER  THE  ENGRAVED  PORTRAIT 

OF  MILTON, 

IN    TONSOK's    folio    EDITION    OF    THE    'PARADISE    LOST,'    1688. 

Three  Poets,  in  tliree  distant  Ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  Loftiness  of  Thought  surpassed, 
The  next  in  Majesty,  in  both  the  last  : 
Tlie  Force  of  Nature  could  no  farther  go ; 
To  make  a  third  she  join'd  the  former  two. 

IMPROMPTU  LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  HIS  COUSIN, 

MRS.  CREED, 

IN    A    CONVERSATION    AFTER    DINNER    ON    THE    ORIGIN    OF    NAMES. 


So  much  Religion  in  your  Name  doth  dwell, 
Vour  Soul  must  needs  with  Piety  excel. 
Thus  Names,  like  [  ]  Pictures  drawn 

of  old, 
Their  owners'  Nature  and  their  Story  told. 
\our  Name  but  half  exijresses,  for  in  you 
Behef  and  Practice  do  together  go. 


My  Pray'rs  shall  be,  while  this  short  Life 

endures, 
These  may  go  Hand  m  Hand,  with  you  and 

yours  ; 
Till  Faith  hereafter  is  in  Vision  drown'd, 
And     Practice     is     with     endless     Glory 

crown'd.  10 


'•♦ 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  CHARACTER  OF  JACOB  TONSON, 

HIS    PUBLISHER. 

With  leering  Looks,  Bull-fac'd,  and  freckl'd  fair. 
With  two  left  Legs,  and  J ti da s-colont'd  Hair, 
And  frowzy  Pores  that  taint  the  ambient  Air. 


],t^  "  *,^^"^'*-...  ^"*^  ^ro™  »••«  oriKinal  as  nrinted. 
l-iNtb  ON  Milton.    Text  from  the  oricinal  of  1M8. 
iMPKoMPru  Likes.    Text  first  printctf  by  Malonc. 


SONGS   FROM   THE   PLAYS. 


SONG  OF  AERIAL  SPIRITS, 

FROM 

THE  INDIAN  QUEEN. 

Poor  Mortals  that  are  clog'd  with  Earth 
below 

Sink  under  Love  and  Care, 

While  we  that  dwell  in  Air 
Such  heavy  Passions  never  know. 

Why  then  shou'd  Mortals  be 

Unwilling  to  be  free 

From  Blood,  that  sullen  Cloud 

Which  shining  Souls  does  shroud  ? 

Then  they'l  shew  bright, 

And  like  us  light,  lo 

When  leaving  Bodies  with  their  Care 

They  slide  to  us  and  Air. 

HYMN  TO  THE  SUN,  From  the 
Same. 

You  to  whom  Victory  we  owe, 

Whose  glories  rise 

By  sacrifice 
And  from  our  fates  below. 
Never  did  your  Altars  shine 
Feasted  with  Blood  so  near  divine. 

Princes  to  whom  we  bow. 

As  they  to  you, 
Thus  you  can  ravish  from  a  throne. 
And  by  their  loss  of  pow'r  declare  your 
own.  10 


From  THE  INDIAN  EMPEROR. 

I  look'd  and  saw  within  the  Book  of  Fate, 
When  many  Days  did  lower. 
When  lo  one  happy  hour 
Leapt  up,  and  smil'd  to  save  thy  sinking 
State  ; 
A  day  shall  come  when  in  thy  pow'r 
Thy  cruel  Foes  shall  be 
Then  shall  thy  Land  be  free 
And  then  in  Peace  shall  Raign  : 
But  take,  O  take  that  opportunity. 
Which  once  refus'd  will  never  come  again. 

Frou  the  Indian  Bupehok. 
4  thy]  the  soiue  tdd. 


From  the  Same 

Ah  fading  joy,  how  quickly  art  thou  past  1 

Yet  we  thy  ruine  haste : 
As  if  the  Cares  of  Humane  Life  were  few. 

We  seek  out  new. 
And  follow  Fate  that  does  too  fast  pursue. 

See  how  on  ev  ry  Bough  the  Birds  express 
In  their  sweet  notes  their  happiness. 
They  all  enjoy  and  nothing  spare  ; 

But  on  iheir  Mother  Nature  lay  their  care: 

Why  then  should  Man,  the  Lord  of  all 
below,  10 

Such  troubles  chuse  to  know, 

As  none  of  all  his  Subjects  undergo  ? 

Hark,  hark,  the  Waters  fall,  fall,  tall 
And  with  a  Murmuring  sound 
Dash,  dash,  upon  the  ground. 
To  gentle  slumbers  call. 


From  THE  MAIDEN  QUEEN. 

I  Feed  a  Flame  within  which  so  torments  me 
That  it  both  pains  my  heart,  and  yet  con- 
tents me : 
'Tb  such  a  pleasing  smart  and  I  so  love  it, 
That  I  had  rather  die,  then  once  remove  it. 

Yet  he  for  whom  I  grieve  shall  never  know  it, 
My  tongue  does  not  betray,  nor  my  eyes 

shew  it : 
Not  a  sigh  not  a  tear  my  pain  discloses, 
But  they  fall  silently  like  dew  on  Roses. 

Thus  to  prevent  my  love  from  being  cruel, 
My  heart's  the  sacrifice  as  'tis  the  fuel :   lo 
And  while  I  suffer  thus  to  give  him  quiet, 
My  faith  rewards  ray  love,  tho  he  deny  it. 

On  his  eyes  will  I  gaze,  and  there  delight 

me  ; 
Where  I  conceal  my  love,  no  frown  can 

fright  me : 
To  be  more  happy  I  dare  not  aspire  ; 
Nor  can  I  fall  more  low,  mounting  no  higlier. 


Pkom  thr  Same. 

5  that  doesj  Som*  editors  giv*  which  would 


SONGS  FROM  THE  PLAYS. 


He 


From  SIR  MARTIN  MARR-ALL. 

Make  ready  lair  Lady  to  night, 

And  stand  at  the  Door  below. 
For  I  will  be  there 
To  receive  you  with  Care, 

And  to  your  true  Love  you  shall  go. 
She.  And  when  the  Stars  twinckle  so  bright. 

Then  down  to  the  Door  will  I  creep. 
To  my  Love  will  I  flye, 
E'er  the  jealous  can  spye. 

And  leave  my  old  daddy  asleep.        lo 

From  the  Same  (apr  Voiturk). 

Blind  Love,  to  this  hour. 
Had  never  like  me,  a  Slave  under  his  Pow'r 
Then  blest  be  the  Dart 
That  he  threw  at  my  heart. 
For  nothing  can  prove 
A  joy  so  great  as  to  be  wounded  with  bve. 

My  Days  and  my  Nights 
Are  fill'd  to  the  purpose  with  sorrows  and 
frights ; 
From  my  heart  still  I  sigh. 
And  my  Eyes  are  ne'r  dry,  lo 

So  that,  Cupid  be  nrais'dj 
I  am  to  the  top  of  Love's  happiness  rais'd. 

My  Soul's  all  on  fire 
So  that  1  have  the  pleasure  to  dote  and 
desire. 
Such  a  pretty  soft  pain. 
That  it  tickles  each  vein, 
'Tis  the  dream  of  a  smart. 
Which  makes  me  breathe  short  when  it 
beats  at  my  heart. 

Sometimes  in  a  Pet, 
When  I  am  despis'd,  I  my  freedom  would 
get ;  2Q 

But  straight  a  sweet  smile 
Does  my  anger  beguile, 
-,       And  my  heart  does  recall, 
ihen  the  more  I  do  struck  the  lower  I  fall. 

Heaven  does  not  impart 
iuch  a  grace  as  to  love  unto  ev'ry  one's 
heart ; 
For  many  may  wish  • 

To  be  wounded,  and  miss. 
Then  blest  be  toves  Fire, 
And  more  blest  her  Eyes  that  first  taught 
me  desire.  *„ 
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From  AN  EVENING'S  LOVE. 

You  charm'd  me  not  with  that  fair  face 

Though  It  was  all  Divine : 
To  be  anothers  is  the  Grace, 

That  makes  me  wish  you  mine. 

H,P°^  ""**  Fortune  take  their  part 

Who  like  young  Monarchs  fight : 
And  boldly  dare  invade  that  Heart 

Which  IS  anothers  right. 
Firet  mad  with  hope  we  undertake 

To  pull  up  ev'ry  Bar ;  ,© 

But  once  possess'd  we  faintly  make 

A  dull  defensive  War. 
Now  ev'ry  Friend  is  turn'd  a  foe 

In  hoj)e  to  get  our  store  ; 
And  passion  makes  us  Cowards  grow 

Which  made  us  brave  before. 


From  the  Same. 

A"ER  the  pangs  of  a  desperate  Lover, 
VJben  day  and  night  I  have  sigh'd  ail 
in  vain,  * 

Ah  what  a  Pleasure  it  is  to  discover 
In  her  eyes  pity,  who  causes  my  pain ! 

When  with  unkindness  our  Love  at  a 
stand  is, 

And  both  have  punish'd  our  selves  with 
the  pain, 

Ah   what   a   pleasure    the    touch    of    her 
hand  is, 
Ah  what  a  pleasure  to  press  it  again  ! 

When  the  denial  comes  fainter  and  fainter. 

And   her    Eyes  give   what   her   tongue 

does  deny,  ,q 

Ah  what  a  trembling  I  feel  when  I  ven- 
ture. 

Ah  what  a  Trembling  does   usher   mv 
joy!  ' 

When,  with  a  Sigh,  she  accords  me  the 
blessing, 
And   her  Eyes   twinkle   'twixt  pleasure 
and  pam; 
Ah  what  a  joy  'tis,  beyond  all  Express- 
ing, 
Ah  what  a  joy  to  hear,  shall  we  again  ! 


■«■. 

•  ••. 
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SONGS  FROM  THE  PLAYS. 


From  thi;  Same. 

Calw  was  the  Even,  and  clear  was  the  Sky, 

And  the  new-budding  Flowers  did  spring. 
When  all  alone  went  Atnyntas  and  I 

To  hear  the  sweet  Nightingal  sing ; 
I  sate,  and  he  laid  him  down  by  me  ; 

But  scarcely  his  breath  he  could  draw ; 
For  when  with  a  fear,  he  began  to  draw 
near. 

He  was  dash'd  with  A  ha  ha  ha  ha  ! 

He  blush'd  to  himself,  and  lay  still  for 
a  while. 
And  his  modesty  curb'd  his  desire  ;     10 
But  straight  I  convinc'd  all  his  fear  with 
a  smile. 
Which  added  new  Flames  to  his  Fire. 

0  Sylvia,  said  he,  you  are  cruel, 

To  kei^n  your  poor  I^vcr  in  awe  ; 
Then  1      0  moie  he  prest  with  his  hand  to 
my  brest 
But  was  dash'd  with  A  ha  ha  ha  ha. 

1  knew  'twas  his  passion  that  caus'd  all  his 

fear; 

And  therefore  I  pity'd  his  Case : 
I  whisper'd  him  softly,  there's  no  body  here 

And  laid  my  Cheek  close  to  his  Face  :  20 
But  as  he  grew  bolder  and  bolder, 

A  Shepheard  came  by  us  and  saw  ; 
And  just  as  our  bliss  we  began  with  a  Kiss, 

He  laugh'd  out  with  A  ha  ha  ha  ha. 

From  the  Same. 

Damon.    Celiinena,  of  my  heart 
None  shall  e're  bereave  you  : 
If  with  your  good  leave  I  may 
Quarrel  with  you  once  a  day 
I  will  never  leave  you. 

CeUmena,    Passion's  but  an  empty  name 
Where  respect  is  wanting  : 
DaitioH,  you  mistake  your  aim  ( 
Hang  your  Heart  and  burn  your  Flame, 
\i  you  must  be  ranting.  10 

Damon.    Love  as  dull  and  muddy  is, 
As  decaying  Liquor : 
Anger  sets  it  on  the  Lees, 
And  refines  it  by  degrees, 
Till  it  works  it  quicker 

VaoV  THB  Samb  (3). 

15  it  quicker)  the  quicker  EM. 


CeUmena.    Love  by  Quarrels  to  beget 
Wisely  you  endeavour ; 
With  a  grave  Physitian's  wit. 
Who  to  cure  an  Ague  fit 
Put  me  in  a  Feavor.  20 

Damon.    Anger  rouzes  Love  to  fight, 
And  his  only  bait  is, 
'Tis  the  spurre  to  dull  delight, 
And  is  but  an  eager  Bite, 
When  desire  at  height  is. 

CeUmena.    If  such  drops  of  heat  can  fall 
In  our  wooing  weather 
If  such  drops  of  heat  can  fall 
We  bhall  have  the  Devil  and  ail 
When  we  come  together.  30 


From  TYRANNICK  LOVE 

You   pleasing  Dreams  of  Love  and  sweet 

delight. 
Appear  before  this  slumbring  Virgins  siglit : 
Soft  visions  set  her  free 
From  mournful  piety. 
Let  her  sad  thoughts  from  Heav'n  retire ; 
And  let  the  Melancholy  Love 
Of  those  remoter  joys  above 
Give  place  to  yoar  more  sprightly  fire. 
Let  purling  streams  be  in  her  fancy  seen  ; 
And  flowry  Meadi,  and  Vales  of  ciieiufnl 

green :  10 

And  in  the  midst  of  deathless  Groves 
Soft  smiling  wishes  ly. 
And  smiling  hopes  fast  by, 
And  just  beyond  'cm  ever  Laughing  Loves. 


From  the  Same. 

Ah  how  sweet  it  is  to  love. 

Ah  how  gay  is  young  desire  ! 

And  what  pleasing  pains  we  prove 

When  we  first  approach  Loves  fire ! 
Pains  of  Love  be  sweeter  far 
Than  all  other  pleasures  are. 

Sighs  which  are  from  Lovers  blown, 
Do  biit  genti"  heave  the  Heart : 
Ev'n  the  tears  they  shed  alone 
Cure,  like  trickling  Balm,  their  smart.    10 

Lovers  when  they  lose  their  breath 

Bleed  away  in  easie  death 
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Love  and  Time  with  reverence  use. 
Treat  'em  like  a  parting  friend : 
Nor  the  golden  gifts  refuse 
Which  in  youth  sincere  they  send  : 
For  each  year  their  price  is  more, 
And  they  less  simple  than  before. 
Love  like  Spring-tides  fuU  and  high 
Swells  In  ev>  youthful  vein :  o 

But  each  Tide  does  less  supply, 
Til!  thev  quite  shrink  in  again 
If  a  now  in  Age  appear, 
'Tis  but  rain,  and  runs  not  clear. 

From  THE  CONQUEST  OF  GRANADA. 

I 
Whf,    "er  I  am,  and  whatever  I  doe, 

M)  Jaillts  is  still  in  my  mind : 
When  angry  I  mean  not  to  Phillis  to  goe. 

.My  Feet  of  themselves  the  way  find  : 
Lnknown  to  my  self  I  am  just  at  her  door, 
And  when  I  would  raile,  I  can  bring  out  no 
more, 

Than  Phillis  too  fair  and  unkind  ! 

2 

When  Phillis  I  see,  my  Heart  bounds  in 
my  Breast, 
.\ik1  the  Love  I  wou'd  stifle  is  shown  : 
But  .isleep,  or  n    ake,  I  am  never  at  Rest 

When  from  my  Eyes  Phillis  is  gone  ' 
isometimes  a  sad  Dream  does  delude  my 
sad  mind,  ' 

But  alas,  when  I  wake  and  no  Phillis  I  find 
How  I  sigh  to  my  self  all  alone. 

Should  a  King  be  my  Rival  in  her  I  adore 

He  should  offer  his  Treasure  in  vain : 
u  let  me  alone  to  be  happv  and  poor. 

T  Td,  ^l^^""*^  ™y  Phillis  again : 
Let  ntllts  be  mine,  and  but  ever  be  kind 
i  could  to  a  Desart  with  her  be  confin'd. 
And  envy  no  Monarch  his  Raign. 


375 


SONG  OF  THE  ZAMBRA  DANCE, 

FROM 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  GRANADA. 

t 

Beneath  a  Myrtle  shade 

Which  Love  for  none  but  happy  Lovers 

made, 
I  slept,  and  straight  my  Love  before  me 

brought 

/^AtWj  the  object  of  my  waking  thought  t 

H7u-,^?  '^^^  •*"•=  "y  ''a'""  to  meet. 
While   Love  strow'd  flow'rs  beneath  her 
leet ; 

Flow'rs,  which  so  press'd  by  her,  became 
more  sweet. 

From  the  bright  Visions  Head 
A  careless  vail  of  Lawn  was  loosely  spread  : 
I-rom  her  white  temples  fell  her  shaded  hair. 
Like  cloudy  sunshine  not  too  brown  nor  fair : 
Her  hands,  her  lips  did  love  inspire ; 
Her  ev  ry  grace  my  heart  did  fire  : 
But  most  her  eyes  which  languish'd  with 
desire. 


Ah,  Charming  fair,  said  I, 

How  long  can  you  my  Wiss  and  yours  ;  nv  ? 

By  Nature  and  by  love  this  lonely  shade 

Was  for  revenge  of  suffring  Lovers  made : 

biJence  and  shades  with  'ove  agree : 

Both  shelter  j-ou  and  f       t  me  • 

You  cannot  blush  be.  cannot  see. 


of 


Alas,  I  discover  too  much  of  my  Love, 
And  she  too  well  knows  her  own  power ! 

hlie  makes  me  each  day  a  new  Martyrdom 
prove,  ^ 

And  makes  me  grow  jealous  ,ur  • 

But  let  her  each  minute  t .  .rment  -mind 

'"ssr '""""""»'   """" 

Than  ever  be  freed  from  her  Pow'r. 


No,  let  me  dye,  she  said, 

Rather  than  loow   the   spotless  name 

Maid: 
Faintly  methought  she  spoke,for  all  the  while 
^he  bid  me  not  believe  her,  with  a  smile, 
Then  dye,  said  I,  she  still  deny'd  : 
And  IS  It  thus,  thus,  thus  she  cry'd 
You  use  a  harmless  Maid,  and  so  she  dy'd  ! 


if 
I  wak'd,  and  straight  I  l:new 
I  lov'd  so  well  it  made  my  dream  prove  true  • 
taiicy,  tne  kinder  Mispress  of  the  two 

^1^7  ''*''«  °"*  *****  ''*'""  ^o"**'  not  do ! 
ului    ,     Nymph,  cease  your  disdain. 
While  I  can  dream  you  ^com  in  vain  ; 
Asleep  or  waking  you  must  case  my  pain. 


M      > 


« t  •« . 

,3 
.» 


<: 
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He. 


I 


She. 


From  the  Same,  Part  II. 

I 
How  unhappy  a  Lover  am  I 
While  I  sigh  for  my  Phillis  in  vain  ; 
All  my  Hopes  of  Delight 
Are  another  man's  Right, 
Who  is  happy  while  I  am  in  pain  ! 


Since  her  Honour  allows  .lo  Relief, 
But   to   pity  the   pams  which   you 
bear, 

'Tis  the  best  of  your  Fate, 

(In  a  hopeless  Estate,) 
To  give  o're  and  betimes  to  despair. 


He. 


3 

the 


false   Med'cine   in 


I  have  try'd 

vain  ; 

For  I  wish  w'.at  I  hope  not  to  win  : 
From  without,  my  desire 
Has  no  Food  to  its  Fire, 

But    it    burns    and    consumes    me 
within. 


She.    Yet  at  least  'tis  a  pleasure  to  know 
That  you  are  not  unhappy  alone : 
For  the  Nymph  you  adore 
Is  as  wretched  iind  more, 
And  accounts  all  your  suff'rings  her 
own; 

5 
He.    0  ye  Gods,  let  me  suffer  for  both  ; 
At  the  Feet  of  my  Phillis  Tie  lye: 
I'll  resign  up  my  Breath, 
,ind  take  Pleasure  in  Death, 
To  be  pity'd  by  her  when  I  dye. 


She.    What  her   Honour  deny'd    you   in 
Life 
In  her  Death  she  will  give  to  your 
Love: 
Such  a  Flame  as  is  true 
After  Fate  will  renew. 
For  the  Souls  to  meet  closer  above. 


From  t.ie  Same,  Part  II. 
4.5   accounts  I  counts  sotHe  edd. 


From  MARRIAGE  A-LA-MODE. 


Why  should  a  foolish  Marriare  Vow 

Which  long  ago  was  made, 
Oblige  us  to  each  other  now 

When  Passion  is  decay'd  ? 
We  lov'd,  and  we  lov'd,  as  long  as  we  cou'd, 

Till  our  Love  was  lov'd  out  in  us  both : 
But  our  Marriage  is  dead,  when  the  Pleasure 
is  fled : 

'Twas  Pleasure  first  made  it  an  Oath. 


If  I  have  Pleasures  for  a  Friend, 

And  farther  Love  in  store. 
What  Wrong  has  he  whose  Joys  did  end, 

And  who  cou'd  give  no  more  ? 
'Tis  a  madness  that  he 
Shou'd  be  jealous  of  me, 
Or  that  I  shou'd  bar  him  of  another : 
For  all  '•  e  can  gain  is  to  give  our  selves  pain, 
When  neither  can  hinder  the  other. 


From  the  Same. 

I 

Whilst  Alexis  lay  prest 

In  her  Arms  he  lov'd  best. 
With  his  hands  round  her  neck. 

And  his  head  on  her  breast. 
He  found  the  fierce  pleasure  too  hasty  to 

stay. 
And  his  soul  in  the  tempest  just  flying  away. 

a 
When  Ccdia  saw  this. 
With  a  sigh,  and  a  kiss. 
She  cry'd.  Oh  my  dear,  I  am  robb'd  of  my 

bliss  ; 
'lis  unkind  to  your  Love,  and  unfaithfully 

done. 
To  leave  me  behind  you,  and  die  all  alone. 


The  Youth,  though  in  haste. 

And  breathing  his  last, 

In  pity  dy'd  slowly,  while  she  dy'd  more 

fast; 
Till  at  length  she  cry'd,  Now,  my  dear,  now 

let  us  go. 
Now  die,  my  Alexis,  and  I  will  die  too. 


But 
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Thus  intranc'd  they  did  lie. 

Till  Alexis  did  try 

To  recover  new  Breath,  that  again  he  might 

die: 
Tlien  often  they  di'd ;   but  the  more  they 

did  so,  ' 

The  Nymph   dy'd   more   quick,  and   the 

Shepherd  more  slow. 


From  THE  ASSIGNATION. 

Long  betwixt  Love  and  fear  Phillis  tor- 
mented 
Shun'd  her  own  wish  yet  at  last  she  con- 
sen  ted  : 
But  ioath   that  day  shou'd   her  Blushes 
discover, 
Come,  gentle  Night  She  said. 
Come  quickly  to  my  aid, 
And  a  poor  Shamefac'd  Maid 
Hide  from  her  Lover. 


The  day  you  wish'd  arriv'd  at  las^. 
You  wish  as  much  that  it  were  past.        lo 
One  Minute  more  and  niffht  willhide 
The  Bridegroom  and  thel)luihing  Bride. 
The  Virgin  now  to  Bed  do's  goe  • 
Take  care  oh  Youth,  she  rise  not  soe ; 
She  pants  and  trembles  at  her  doom 
And  tears  and  wishes  thou  wou'dst  come. 

TJe  Bridegroom  comes.  He  comes  apace 
With  Love  and  Fury  in  hu  Face  ; 
She  s^nnks  away,  He  close  pursues, 
And  Pray  rs  and  Threats  at  once  do's  use ;  20 
She  softly  sighing  begs  delay, 
And  with  her  hand,  puts  his  away. 
Now  out  aloud  for  help  she  cryes. 
And  now  despairing  shuts  her  Eyes. 

SONG  OF  THE  SEA  FIGHT, 
From  the  Same. 


Now  cold  as  Ice  I  am,  now  hot  as  Fire, 
I  dare  not  tell  my  self  my  own  desire ; 
But  let  Day  fly  away,  and  let  Night  haste 
her :  ^^ 

Grant  ye  kind  Powers  above, 

Slow  Hours  to  parting  Love, 

But  when  to  Bliss  we  move. 

Bid  'em  fly  faster. 

How  sweet  it  is  to  Love  when  I  discover 
That  Fire  which  bums  my  Heart  warmine 

my  Lover ; 
Tis  Pity  Love  so  true  shou'd  be  mistaken  : 

But  if  this  Night  he  be 

False  or  unkinde  to  me. 

Let  me  dye  ere  I  see  20 

That  I'm  forsaken. 


EPITHALAMIUM.  from  AMBOYNA. 
The  Day  is  come,  I  see  it  rise, 
ftlrrS!!" '  ^;'^«^'? ''"d  Bridegroom's  Eyes, 
riiat  Golden  day  they  wish'd  so  long 
^ve  pick  d  It  out  amidst  the  throng ; 
He  destm'd  to  himself  this  Sun. 
tod  look  the  Reins  and  drove  him  on  : 
In  his  own  Beams  he  drest  him  bright, 
"t  bid  him  brmg  a  better  night. 


Who  ever  saw  a  noble  sight. 
That  never  view'd  a  brave  Sea  Fight  ? 
Hang  up  your  bloody  Colours  in  the  Aire. 
Lp  with  your  Fights  and  your  Nettings 
prepare,  ^ 

Your  Merry  Mates  chear  with  a  lusty  bold 

spright,  ' 

Now  Mch  Man  his  brindice  and  then  to  the 

Sl  George,  Si.  George,  we  cry. 
The  shouting  Turks  reply. 
Oh  nowit  begins,and  the  Gunroom  grows  hot 
Phe  It  with  Culverin  and  with  small  shot ;  10 
Heark  do  s  it  not  Thunder  ?  no  'tis  the  Guns 
roar 

The  Neighbouring  Billows  are  tum'd  into 

Gore. 
Now  each  Man  must  resolve  to  dye 
For  here  the  Coward  cannot  flyef 
Drums  and  Trumpets  toll  the  Knell. 
And  Culverins  the  Passing  Bell 

NownowtheyGrappleandnowboardaMain, 
Blow  up  the  Hatches,  they're  off  all  again 
Give  em  a  broadside,  the  Dice  run  ai  all 
Down  comes  the  Mast  and  Yard,  and  tack- 
lings  fall;  ^^ 

She  grows  giddy  now  like  blind  fortunes 
wiiccl  f 

She  sinfa  there  she  sinks  she  turns  up  her 

Keel,  "^ 

Who  ever  beholds  so  noble  a  sight 
As  this  so  brave,  so  bloody  Sea  Fight. 
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From  THE  KIND  KEEPER. 

Song  from  the  Italian. 

By  a  dismal  Cypress  lying, 

Datnon  cry'd,  all  pale  and  dying, 

Kind  is  Death  that  ends  my  pain, 

But  cruel  She  I  lov'd  in  vain. 

The  Mossy  Fountains 

Murmure  my  trouble, 

And  hollow  Mountains 

My  groans  redouble : 

Every  Nymph  mourns  me, 

Thus  while  I  languish  ;  lo 

She  only  scorns  me, 

Who  caus'd  my  anguish. 

No  Love  returning  me,  all  my  hope  denying ; 

By  a  dismal  Cypress  lying. 

Like  a  Swan,  so  sung  he  dying : 

Kind  is  Death  that  ends  my  pain. 

But  cruel  She  I  lov'd  in  vain. 


From  (EDIPUS. 

SONG  TO  APOLLO. 

Phoebus,  God  belov'd  by  men  ; 

At  thy  dawn,  ev'ry  Beast  is  rouz'd  in  his 

Den; 
At  thy  Setting,  all  the  Birds  of  thy  absence 

complain. 
And  we  dye,  all  dye  till  the  morning  comes 
again, 
Phoebus,  God  belov'd  by  men  ! 
Idol  of  the  Eastern  Kings, 
Awful  as  the  God  who  flings 
His  Thunder  round,  and  the  Lightning 

wings  ; 
God  of  Songs,  and  Orphean  Strings, 
Who  to  this  mortal  bosom  brings  lo 

All  harmonious  heav'nly  Things  ! 
Thy  drouzie  Prophet  to  revive. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  forms  before  him 

drive  ; 
With  Chariots  and  Horses  all  o'  Fire  awake 

him. 
Convulsions,  and   Furies,   and   Prophesies 

shake  him : 
Let  him  tell  it  in  Groans,  tho'  he  bend  with 

the  load. 
The'  he  burst  with  the  weight  of  the  terrible 
God. 


Kind  Keeper.    6  Murmnre  my  in  idilions. 


From  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


Can  Life  be  a  Blessing, 
Or  worth  the  possessing. 
Can  Life  be  a  blessing  if  Love  were  away  ? 
Ah  no !   though  our  Love  all  Night  ketp 
us  waking. 
And  though  he  torment  us  with  Cares  all 
the  Day, 
Yet  he  sweetens  he  sweetens  our  Pains  in 
the  taking. 
There's  an  Hour  at  the  last,  there's  an  Hour 
to  repay. 


In  ev'ry  possessing. 
The  ravishing  Blessing, 
In  ev'ry  possessmg  the  Fruit  of  our  Pain, 

Poor  Lovers  forget  long  Ages  of  Anguish, 
What  e're  they  have  suner'd  and  done  to 
obtam ; 
'Tis  a  Pleasure,  a  Pleasure  to  sigh  and 
to  languish. 
When  we  hope,  when  we  hope  to  be  happy 
again. 


From  THE  SPANISH  FRYAR. 
I 

Farweli.  ungratefull  Traytor, 
Farwell  my  perjur'd  Swain, 
Let  never  injur'd  Creature 

Believe  a  Man  again. 
The  Pleasure  of  Possessing 
Surpasses  all  Expressing, 
But  'tb  too  short  a  Blessing, 
And  Love  too  long  a  Pain. 

II 

'Tis  easie  to  deceive  us 
In  Pity  of  your  Pain, 
But  when  we  love  you  leave  us 

To  rail  at  you  in  vain. 

Before  we  have  descry'd  it, 

There  is  no  Bliss  beside  it, 

But  she  that  once  has  try'd  it 

Will  never  love  again. 
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III 

The  Pauion  you  pretended 

Was  onely  to  obtain 
But  when  the  Charm  is  ended 

The  Charmer  you  disdain. 
Your  Love  by  ours  we  measure 
Till  we  have  lost  our  Treasure, 
But  dyine  is  a  Pleasure, 

When  Living  is  a  Pain. 


SONG  BETWIXT  A  SHEPHERD  AND 
A  SHEPHERDESS, 

FROM 

THE  DUKE  OF  GUISE. 


me    Thirsts,    tell   your 


Shepherdess.    Tell 
Anguish, 

Why  you  Sigh,  and  why  you  Languish  ; 
When  the  Nymph  whom  you  Adore, 
Grants  the  Blessing  of  Possessing, 
What  can  Love  and  I  do  more  ? 


it's    Love    beyond    all 


Shepherd.    Tliink 
Measure, 
Makes  me  faint  away  with  Pleasure ; 

Strength  of  Cordial  may  destroy, 
And  the  Blessing  of  possessing 
Kills  me  with  Excess  of  Joy.         lo 

Shepherdess.    Thirsts,  how   can   I   believe 
you? 
But  confess  and  I'le  forgive  you  ; 
Men  are  false,  and  so  are  you  ; 
Never  Nature  fram'd  a  Creature 
To  enjoy,  and  yet  be  true. 

Shepherd.    Mine's  a  Flame  beyond  expiring. 
Still  possessing,  still  desiring, 
Fit  for  Love's  imperial  Crown  ; 
c  ^1   l"'"2'  *"^  refining, 
Sstill  the  more  'tis  melted  down.    20 


a  Flame  beyond 


Chorus  together.    Mine's 
expiring, 
Still  possessing,  still  desiring, 

i-it  for  Love's  imperial  Crown  ; 
tver  shining,  and  refining, 
atUI  the  more  'tis  melted  down. 


FtOM  AMPHITRYON. 
I 
Celia,  that  I  once  «a<  blest 
Is  now  the  Torment  of  my  Brest ; 
Since  to  curse  me,  you  bereave  me 
Of  the  Pleasures  I  possest : 
Cruel  Creature,  to  deceive  me  I 
First  to  love,  and  then  to  leave  me. 

II 
Had  you  the  Bliss  refus'd  to  grant, 
Then  I  had  never  known  the  want : 
But  possessing  once  the  Blessing, 
Is  the  Cause  of  my  Complaint : 
Once  possessing  is  but  tasting  ; 
Tis  no  Bliss  that  is  not  lasting. 

Ill 
Celia  now  is  mine  no  more ; 
But  I  am  hers  and  must  adore : 
Nor  to  leave  her  will  endeavour  ; 
Charms,  that  captiv'd  me  before. 
No  Unkindness  can  dissever  ; 
Love  that's  true,  is  Love  for  ever. 

From  the  Same. 
I 
Fair  Iris  I  love  and  hourly  I  dye, 
put,  not  ^or  a  Lip  nor  a  languishing  Eye : 
She  s  fickle  and  false,  and  there  I  agree ; 
For  I  am  as  false  and  as  fickle  as  she : 
We  neither  believe  what  either  can  say ; 
And,  neither  believing,  we  neither  betray. 

Tis  civil  to  swear  and  sav  Things  of  course ; 
We  mean  not  the  taking  for  better  or  worse. 
When  present  we  love,  when  absent  agree  ; 
I  thmk  not  of  Iris,  nor  Iris  of  me : 
The  Legend  of  Love  no  Couple  can  find 
So  easie  to  part,  or  so  equally  join'd. 

PASTORAL  DIALOGUE  From  the 
Same. 
I 
Thyrsis.    Fair /m  and  her  Swain 
Were  in  a  shady  Bow'r  ; 
Where  Thyrsis  long  in  vain 

Had  sought  the  Shepherd's  hour* 
At  length  his  Hand  advancing  upon  her 
snowy  Breast, 
He  said,  O  kiss  me  longer, 
And  longer  yet  and  longer. 
If  you  will  make  me  Blest. 


.^1 
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Iris.    An  easie  yicldinR  Maid 
By  trutting  is  undone  ; 
Our  Sex  is  oft  betray'd, 
By  granting  Love  too  soon. 
If  you  desire  to  gain  me,  your  Sufi'rings  to 
redress ; 
Prepare  to  love  me  longer, 
And  longer  yet,  and  longer, 
Before  you  shall  possess. 

in 
Tkyrsis.    The  little  Care  you  show, 
Of  all  my  Sorrows  past. 
Makes  Death  appear  too  slow. 
And  Life  too  long  to  last. 
Fair  Iris  kiss  me  kindly,  in  pity  of  my 
Fate; 
And  kindly  still,  and  kindly. 
Before  it  is  too  late. 


IV 


Iris. 


You  fondly  Court  your  Bliss, 
And  no  Advances  make  ; 
'Tis  not  for  Maids  to  kiss. 
But  'tis  for  Men  to  take. 
So  you  may  ^iss  me  kindly,  and  I  will 
not  rebell ; 
But  kindly  still,  and  kindly. 
But  Kiss  mc  not  and  tell. 


A  Rondeau 

Chorus.    Thus  at  the  Height  we  love  and 
live. 
And  fear  not  to  be  poor : 
We  give,  and  give,  and  give,  and  give, 

Till  we  can  give  no  more : 
But  what  to  day  will  take  away, 

To  Morrow  will  restore. 
Thus  at  the  heighth  we  love  and  live, 
And  fear  not  to  be  poor. 


From  KING  ARTHUR. 

Man  sings 

Oh  Sight,  the  Mother  of  Desires, 

What  Charming  Objects  dost  thou  yield  1 
'Tis  sweet,  when  tedious  Night  expires, 
>    To  see  the  Rosie  Morning  guild 

The  Mountain-Tops  and  paint  the  Field ! 


But  when  Clorinda  comes  in  Sight, 

She  makes  the  Summers  Day  more  bright ; 

And  when  she  goes  away,  'tu  Night. 

Chorus.    When    fair    Clorinda    comes   in 
Sight,  &c. 

Woman  sings 
'TU  sweet  the  blushing  Mom  to  view  ;    lo 
And  Plains  ado'n'd  with  Pearly  Dew: 
But  such  ch'ap  Delights  to  sec. 
Heaven  and  Nature 
Give  each  Creature ; 
They  have  Eyes,  as  well  as  we. 
This  is  the  Joy,  all  Joys  above, 
To  see,  to  see, 
That  only  she. 
That  only  she  we  love  t  i) 

Chorus,    This  is  the  Joy,  all  Joys  above,  &c, 

Man  sings 
And,  if  we  may  discover. 
What  Charms  both  Nymph  and  Lover, 

'Tis,  when  the  Fair  at  Mercy  lies, 
With  Kind  and  Amorous  Anguish, 
To  Sigh,  to  Look,  to  Languish, 

On  each  others  Eyes  1 

Chorus  of  all  Men  and  Women 
And  if  we  may  discover,  &c. 


From  the  Same. 

I 

How  happy  the  Lover, 
How  easie  his  Chain, 
How  pleasing  his  Pain  ! 
How  sweet  to  discover 
He  sighs  not  in  vain. 
For  Love  ev'ry  Creature 
Is  form'd  by  his  Nature  ; 
No  Joys  are  above 
Thp  Pleasures  of  Love. 

3 

In  vain  are  our  Graces, 
In  vain  are  your  Eyes, 
If  Love  you  despise ; 
When  Age  furrows  Faces, 

'Tis  time  to  be  wise. 
Then  use  the  short  Dleshing, 
That  flies  in  Possessing : 
No  Joys  are  above 
I  The  Pleasures  of  Love. 


: 
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SONG  OF  ^OLUS.  F.oii  the  Sam«. 
Ve  blustW  Brethren  of  the  Skfci. 

Retire,  and  let  Britannia  rise. 

Ill  Triumph  o'er  the  Wain, 
bcrtiie  and  Caltn,  and  void  of  Fear. 
Th.  Queen  oslands  must  a,,,«,r: 

1  "i  ^^.S^^-Created  World  began,        *• 
And  U.rds  on  IJpughs  did  wftly  .ing, 
Their  peaceful  Iloinnge  paid  to  Man         la 
Mule  iW«,  did  Im  lv.Z  forb«r 
«  1-avour  of  the  Ter    ..  Year. 
Retreat,  rude  Winds,  itetreat, 
To  Hollow  Rock,  your  Stormy  Seat: 
There  swell  your  Lung,,  and  vL.ly,  (.i^ly 


3h 

One  in  Ten, 
One  in  Ten, 

'  *tt°"'*'  ■  ^''^'''"■'^  '«•  One  » 

™EumSKt'l''""P''"''"'"»«J'»»' 

Bur-  to  Pot,' 
Till  Pudding  and  Dumplin  bum  to  Pot. 
Oionis.    Burn  to  Pot,  &c. 


SONG  OF  PAN  AND  NEREIDE,  From 
TME  Same. 

for  thy  Guard  our  Waters  flow  : 
W  all  his  Herds  admitting 

On  .hy  Greens  to  Graze  below. 

ore.«M  Lauds  tliv  Fishes  Tasting 

Learn  from  thee  Luxurious  Fasting. 

For  Folded  Flocks,  on  Fruitful  Plains. 
T'.e  Shepherds  and  the  Fanners  Gai^ 

Ja.rZ/n/«,«  all  the  world  outvyeiT 
■™,^''"' as  Jn  ^A^arfia  reigns      ^     ' 

(Where  Pleasure  raixt  wiHi  Profit  lyes. 
iiie  tf/^  /,iA  Wool  IS  growing  Gold  ; 
•No  Mines  ran  more  of  Wealth  supply  ■ 

Aud  takes  for  Kings  the  Tyrian  Dye. 
From  the  Same. 

"iAu;!',.'»  "■"•  -"  >-' 

( oine,  my  Boys,  come  ; 
»„/"'"''•  my  lioys,  come  : 
And  merrily  Roar  out  Harvest  Home. 
Chorus.    Come,  my  Boys,  come,  &c. 


3    We'll  toss  of!  our  Ale  till  wc  canno* 
stand, 

SdlK"""'"'"''^-''-'"'' 

Old  EMgland, 
And  Hoigh  for  the  Honour  of  Old  England, 
Chorus.    Old  England,  &c. 


SONG  OF  VENUS,  From  the  Same. 
I 

Fairest  Isle,  all  Isles  Excelling. 

Seat  of  Pleasures,  and  of  Loves  ; 

Venus  here  will  chuse  her  Dwelling. 

And  forsake  her  Cyprian  Groves. 

2 

Cupid,  from  his  Fav'rite  Nation. 

tare  and  Envy  will  Remove  : 
^A^%  that  poysons  Passion, 

And  Despair  that  dies  for  Love. 

3 

Gentle  Murmup,  sweet  Complaining, 
Sighs  that  blow  the  Fire  of  Lov^ 

boft  IJepulses.  kind  Disdaining. 
Shall  be  all  the  Pains  you  prove. 

4 

EvV  Swain  shall  pay  his  Duty. 

Grateful  cv'ry  Nymph  shall  prove  ; 

Ti."'  ^^ese  Excef  in  Beauty.*^        ' 

Those  shall  be  Renown'd  for  Love. 


•*l»i 
■•■i 
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From  CLEOMENES 

No,  no,  poor  kufl'ring  Heart,  no  Change 

endcuvour. 
Choose  to  lUkbMii  tlw  tnwrt,  rather  than 

leave  her ; 
My   ravUh'd   Eye*   behold   »uch   Ciiarnu 

about  her,  . 

I  can  dye  with  her,  but  not  live  witliout 

One  te  der  Si^h  of  ..t- •    'o  ^tee  mc  Lunjiuish, 
Will  more  than  iwy  the  price  of  my  past 

Anguish : 
Beware,  O  cruel  Fair,  how  you  smile  on  me, 
•Twus  a  kind  look  of  yours  that  has  undone 

me. 

a 
Love   has   in    store    for   me  one   happy 

Minute,  ,.,.■■ 

And  She  will  end  mv  jwin  who  did  bcRm  it ; 
Then  no  day  void'  of    Bliss,  or  Pleasure 

leaving,  .  . 

Ages  shall  slide  aw;  v  without  perceivmg: 
Cupid  shall  guard  the  Door  the  more  to 

please  us. 
And  keep  out  Time  and  Death,  when  they 

would  seize  us : 
Time  and  Death  shall  depart,  and  say  in 

flying, 
Love  has  found  out  a  way  to  Live  by  Dymg. 


SONG  OF  JEALOUSIE, 

FROM 

LT         ""'JMPHANT. 

What  State  (.  «  so  blest 

As  Love,  that  wu.  .ver's  Breast  ? 

Two  Souls  in  one,  the  same  desire 

To  grant  the  Bliss,  and  to  require  ! 

But  if  in  Heav'n  a  Hell  we  find. 

'Tis  all  from  thee, 

O  Jealousie ! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Tyrant  Jealousie, 

Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind ! 


All  other  ilb,  tho  sharp  they  prove. 
Serve  to  refine,  and  perfect  Love : 
In  absence,  or  unkind  disdain, 
Sweet  Hope  relieves  the  Lover's  iwin: 
But  ah,  no  Cure  but  Death  we  find 
To  set  us  free 
From  Jealousie  i 
O  Jeafcmsie ! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Tyrant  Jeatousie, 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Muid. 

3 
False  in  thy  Glass  all  Objects  arc, 
Some  set  too  near,  and  some  too  far : 
Thou  art  the  Fire  of  endless  Night 
The  Fire  that  burns,  and  gives  tm  Light 
All  Torments  of  the  Damn'd  we  find 
In  onlv  thee 
0  Jealousie ! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Tyrant  Jealousie 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Miitd  1 


SONG  FOR  A  GIRL,  From  the  Sami. 

I 

Young  I  am,  and  yet  unskill'd 
How  to  make  a  Lover  yield : 
flow  to  keep,  or  hfv.  t.  u  in. 
When  to  love ;  and  when  lO  (cign. 

3 

Take  me,  take  me,  some  of  you, 
While  I  yet  am  Young  and  True ; 
E're  I  can  my  Soul  disgviise  ; 
Heave  my  BreasU,  and  roul  my  Eyes. 


Stay  not  till  I  learn  the  way, 
How  to  Lye,  and  to  Betray  : 
He  that  has  me  first,  b  blest, 
For  I  may  deceive  the  rest. 

4 
Cou'd  I  find  a  blooming  Youth, 
Full  of  Love,  and  full  of  Truth, 
Brbk,  and  of  a  janty  mean 
I  shou'd  long  to  be  Fifteen. 


TRANSLATIONS. 

[PREFACE  TO  SYLVAE 


0»   THE   SECOND   PART   OF    POETICAL   MISCELLANIES:     1685.] 

Forlhi,  last  half  Year  I  kav*  hecnlroMt^  with  the  disease  (as  I  may  tall  it)  of  Translation  ; 
the  <0U  Prose  /itsoftt  {uhuh  are  aiu-ays  the  nwsl  tedious  with  me)  were  spent  in  iheHiZl 
c  ikeLtatue;  the  hot  (whuh  succeeded  them)  in  this  Volume  of  Verse  Aliscellanies  The 
r«M  »  /  faneted  to  myself. .,  hind  o  ease  in  the  change  of  the  Paroxism;  never  us  peeling 
bu  Ike  humour  won  d  hai>e  wasted  tiseif  in  two  or  thee  Pas/'-als  of  Thcocr  tus,  and  ai  many 
Odes  of  I loracc.  But  finding,  or  at  least  thinhing  I  found  nething  that  was  more  pl^asZ 
m  Ihent  than  tny  ordtnary  productions,  1  encouraged  my,  lo  renew  my  old  acquaintantt  10 
.irt  Lucretius  ««J  Vjrgil ;  and  immediately  fix^dufon  sonu  parts  of  lhL,whhhhTmcsl 
affected  m<  m  the  reading.  These  were  my  natural  Impulses  for  the  undertakint  •  But  there 
^asan  accidental  motive  which  was  fuUal forcibU,  and  God  firgil!h^XoTas  iheocclsron 
»/"•''«■«  '"y  ^<i  R«K:omii.o..'s  Essay  on  Translated  Vnse  ;  which  made  meuneasie 
idl  Itriedwhethn  or  no  I  was  capable  of  following  his  KuUs,  and  of  reducing  the  specltion 
tnopract^  For  many  a  fair  Precept  in  Poetry  is  liho  a  seeming  DemoLrallon  nihe 
Ma^kemalichs.  very  specious  m  the  Diagram,  but  failing  in  the  Mechanich  Operation  I  thinh 
/  J«r  gW/y  ^.rryV  his  instructions  ;   1  am  sure  my  reason  is  su^icienlly  conSd 

Yil  tu^lf  ""f/'"/"^"'".-  ^fich.  in  ether  wvrds.  is  to  confess  no  less  aL^N.^han 
to  P^'l'fjhatl  have  at  Uast  in  some  places  made  Examples  to  his  Rules.  Yet  witkall.l  must  30 
otkMge  that  I  have  many  times  exceeded  my  Commission;  for  I  have  both  added  and 
omuttd,  and  even  sometimes  very  boldly  made  such  expositions  of  my  Authors,  as  no  Dutch 
im„ienlator  will  forgive  me.  Perhaps,  in  such  particular  passages,  J  have  thought  that 
1  discover  d  some  beauty  yet  undiscovered  by  those  Pedants,  which  none  but  a  Poet  could  hate 
tound.  nhere  I  have  taken  av.ay  some  of  their  Expressions,  and  cut  tkem  shorter,  it  may 
possibly  be  on  Ikts  consideration,  that  what  was  beautiful  in  the  Greek  or  Latin,  would  not 
appear  so  shining  in  the  English  ;  and  where  I  have  enlarg'd  them,  J  desire  the  false  Critiehs 
woMmt  always  think  that  those  thoughts  are  wholly  mine,  but  that  either  they  are  secretly 
TJ,  .u,     *^  '^^  '^  M^-  ^^"f^!ro*"  *"«  ••  <^  <"  '">*'.  •/  horn  those  considerations  should 

lii!s:A7z::>dVobXZ)  w:it^  ""^ '' " ""''  ^"^■'•«' '"" ""  ^"«"**"»-'  "^  30 

Jor,  after  all.  a  Translator  is  to  nmke  his  Author  appear  as  charming  as  possibly  he  can. 
^rl  z^"'"""'"''/  *'f  ^t^"'"^'  <'*"^  '""*"  him  not  unlike  himself.  Translation  is 
Ik^'fJ  7"^  "''",  '*f  h'l'\lli'"''  ""^y  "»«  «•'«  acknowledge  there  is  a  double  sort  of 
irZ'lf^  ""'  Ti^H    'Tis  one  thing  to  draw  the  Out-lines  true,  the  Features  lihe. 

W  gra«M  by  the  posture,  iheshadpwings.  and  chiefly  by  the  Spirit  uhich\nimales  the 

i/nJ,7T,'/'t"'J'''"'  "ifJ^'"}'Tr  '""*  "«  ««  '«  Cof^ol ««  '^cellent  Origin,  Much 
i^L  *"«  «"'*  ^«"«««  VirRil.  Homer,  and  some  other's,  whose  beaut  J I  h„ve  been 

Ta.'^lHL  M  f "'''"'*  ^'"^"'J  r'^9'""nted  with  Greek  or  Latin,  w"  relieve  me. 
ahtlt,  ^""i  •^*'?  "•'  commend  those  Authors,  and  confess  we  derive  all  that  is  pardo^- 

Translation,  than  his  Carcass  ivould  be  to  his  living  Body.     There  are  many,  who  understand 
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Greek  and  Latin,  and  yet  are  ignorant  of  their  Mother  Tongue.  T,;e  proprieties  and  delicacies 
ol  the  Enclish  are  knou-n  to  few  :  'lis  impossible  even  for  a  good  Wit  to  understand  and  practise 
them,  without  the  help  of  a  liberal  Education,  long  Reading,  and  cigesting  of  those  fe%v  good 
Authors  we  have  amongst  us,  the  knowledge  of  Men  and  Manners,  the  freedom  of  habitudes 
and  conversation  with  the  best  company  of  both  Sexes;  and,  in  short,  wilhoul  wearing  o(j 
the  rust  which  he  contracted,  while  he  was  trying  in  a  stock  of  Uarntng.  Thus  difficull  ii  ,s 
to  understand  the  purity  of  English,  and  aitically  to  discern  not  only  good  Writers  from  bad, 
and  a  proper  stile  from  a  corrupt,  but  also  to  distinguish  that  which  is  pure  tn  a  good  Author, 
from  that  which  is  vicious  and  corrupt  in  him.  And  for  want  of  all  these  requisites,  or  the 
10  greatest  part  of  them,  most  of  our  ingenious  young  Men  take  up  some  cry  d  up  }Mg\\%h  Poet 
lor  their  Model,  adore  him,  and  imitate  him,  as  they  think,  without  knowing  wherein  he  is 
defective,  where  he  is  Boyish  and  trifling,  wherein  either  his  thoughts  are  improper  Jo  h,s 
Subiects,  or  his  Expressions  unworthy  of  his  Thoughts,  or  the  turn  of  bothtsunharmomous. 

Thus  it  appears  necessary  that  a  Man  shou'd  be  a  nice  Critick  tn  his  Mother  Tongue,  bejm 
he  attempts  to  Translate  a  foreign  Language.  Neither  is  it  sufficient,  that  he  be  able  to  Judge 
of  Words  and  Stile;  but  he  must  be  a  Master  of  them  too :  He  must  perfectly  understand 
his  Authors  Tongue,  and  absolutely  command  his  own  :  So  that,  to  be  a  thorow  Translator, 
he  must  be  a  thorow  Poet.  Neither  is  it  enough  to  give  his  Authors  sence  tn  good  LiiRlish 
in  Poetical  expressions,  and  in  Musical  numbers;  For,  though  all  these  are  exceeding  difficult 
20  to  perform, :'  -  vet  remains  a  harder  task  ;  and  'tis  a  secret  of  which  few  Translators  have 
sufficiently  '  I  have  already  hinted  a  word  or  two  concerning  tt ;  that  is,  the  mamlatn- 

ins  the  cL  m  AiUhor,  which  distinguishes  him  from  all  others,  and  makes  him  appear 

that  indiviu  I,  whom  you  woit'd  interpret.    For  example,  not  only  the  thoughts,  but  the 

Style  and  l\,.  .^cation  of  Virgil  and  Ovid,  are  very  different :    Yet  1  see,  even  tn  our  best 
Poets,  who  have  Translated  some  parts  of  them,  that  they  have  confounded  their  several  Talents; 
and,  by  endeavouring  only  at  the  siveetness  and  harmony  of  Numbers,  have  made  them  bolh 
so  much  alike,  that  if  I  did  not  know  the  Originals,  I  should  never  be  able  to  Judge  by  the  Copies, 
which  was  Virgil,  and  which  tvas  Ovid.     It  tvas  objected  against  a  late  noble  Painter,  that 
he  drew  many  graceful  Pictures,  but  few  of  them  were  like.    And  this  happen  d  to  him,  became 
w  he  always  studied  himself,  nwre  timn  those  who  sat  to  kim.    In  such  Translatours  I  can 
easily  distinguish  the  hand  which  performed  the  Work,  but  I  cannot  distinguish  then  Poet 
from  another.    Suppose  two  Authors  are  equally  sweet,  yet  there  is  as  great  distinction  to  be 
tnade  in  siveetness,  as  in  that  of  Sugar,  and  that  of  Honey.    I  can  make  the  difference  more 
plain,  by  giving  you  (if  it  be  worth  knowing)  my  own  method  of  proceeding,  tn  my  Tramlalms 
out  of  four  several  Poets  in  this  volume-\ irsW,  Theocritus,  Lucretius,  anrf  Horace.    In 
each  of  these,  before  I  undertook  them,  I  consider' d  the  Genius  and  disttnguishmg  Character 
of  my  Author.    I  looked  on  Virgil,  as  a  succinct  and  grave  Majestick  writer  ;  one  wluiu-ctgh  d 
not  only  every  thought,  but  every  Word  and  SyllabU  :  who  was  still  aiming  to  crowd  hts  sena 
into  as  narrow  a  compass  as  possibly  he  cou'd;  for  which  reason  he  ts  so  very  Figurative, 
40  that  he  requires  {I  may  almost  say)  a  Grammar  apart  to  construe  htm.    Hts  Verse  is  ei<ery 
where  sounding  the  very  thing  in  your  Ears,  whose  sence  tt  bears  :  yet  the  Numbers  are  per- 
petually varied,  to  increase  the  delight  of  the  Reader  ;  so  that  the  same  ^^}*»'^r''%'''}''' '/-f/^Z 
twice  together.    On  the  contrary,  Ovid  and  Claudian,  MougA  they  Write  m  Styles  dticrm^ 
from  ecuh  other,  yet  have  each  of  them  but  one  sort  of  Mustek  tn  their  Verses.    All  tht  msi^- 
cation  and  littU  variety  of  Claudian  is  included  within  the  compass  of  four  or  five  Lines,  ani 
then  he  begins  again  in  the  same  tenour  ;  perpetually  closing  his  sence  at  the  end  of  a  Verse, 
and  that  Verse  commonly  which  they  caU  golden,  or  two  Substantives  and  tu'o  M,uln'^, 
with  a  Verb  betwixt  them  to  keep  the  peace.    Ovid  with  all  hts  sweetness,  has  as  '""  '«/^/ 
of  Numbers  and  sound  as  he  :  He  is  always  as  it  were  "?'>»'''' J^.'^^'^'S^'^fP' ""'^ ^ 
SO  runs  upon  Carpet  ground.    He  avoids,  like  the  other,all  Synalcephay.or  cutting  of)  onejm^ 
when  it  comes  before  another,  in  the  following  word :  So  that  mmdmg  only  smoothness. 

^  Syltable:  who]  Syllable.     n'Ao  i6Ss. 
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mss  ts  requir  d,  yet  he  is  so  jar  jrom  affecting  it,  that  he  seems  rather  to  disdain  it  •  heauenilv 
makes  use  of  Synala^pha's,  and  concludes  his  sence  in  the  middle  oihisvTne/eT^nl 

/";r2  M  r  ^''f /"''  "'  *"  Character;  but  must  conj.^s  to  mrsUmeTthaUhZinot  10 
been  able  to  Trans  ate  any  part  of  him  so  well,  as  to  make  him  appear  MylihehimS 

S  ;  %  -A  '■*"', "  "',"  V""""'' ""  *""''  Poetical,  and  the  most  Sonorous  ofanv  TrarulaHBH 
0  the  /Encids ;  yet,though  he  takes  the  advantage  oj  blank  Verse,  he7ommZiaiws7uo1^s 
lor  one  of  Virgil,  and  does  not  always  hit  his  seme.    Tasso  tells  ,s  inhisLeZr!,hn,^^rT. 

at^lL^Tn  ''"^'T"rS  '1  •'^'"'"'  '*'  Copiousness  of  Home'r,  t^e  Greek  pZ ;  and 
that  he  UUne  Poet  made  ,t  hts  buswess  to  reach  the  conciseness  of  Demosthenes  M«  Greek 
OratourWirs^  therefore,  being  so  very  sparing  of  his  words,  and  iTaZTTomuchtofe 
magmedby  the  Reader,  can  never  be  translated  as  h  J  ought,  in  any  modern  Tongue  To  make  20 
Inn,  Copious  ts  to  alter  his  Character  ;  and  to  Translate  him  line  fZSh'imlosSe- 
hcmise  the  Latin  is  naturally  a  more  succinct  Language  than  «/A<i-  /a7  Ita  lU  S^nilh' 
French,  or  even  tluinthe  English  {which,  by  reason  of  its  Alonosy  tables,  s  /Ir  *"  W".m' 

Besides  all  this,  an  Author  has  the  choice  of  his  own  thoughts  and  words,  which  a  Translalour 

t^TL  \i  '/rY'^/^  '•*'  T""*  '*'  '"^"-"^  '"  '*"'*  expressTonswhi^aretrneamt 
to  U .  So  that  Virgil,  studying  brevity,  and  having  the  command  of  his  own  Lanluage  could 
bnng  those  words  into  a  narrow  compass,  which  a  Translatour  cannor^ndn^SutCir- 
"""'ocuhms.    In  short,  they,  who  have  call'd  him  the  torture  of  Gramman^nsSit  lo  to 
flrnZ  tZ  '*'  ^^  •'"?/,  Translatours  ;  for  he  seems  to  have  ltudu7Z  tZ' Tratlaled   ^ 
I  o.vn  that,  endeavouring  to  turn  AwNisus  and  Euryalus  as  close  as  I  was  able  IkMetZ- 

'vZt'i^n'^'  ""  "'rfKi  "'"''  S'^'"?  *"'^'  ""P'  '0  Mezentius.«7Lausus  fjb/ 
I  nfin^«\f,"  ""Tf//  '*,'  ^'"V'2'  "/  y^eil,  has  less  of  his  conciseness;  andM  £ 
/  can  promise  for  myself  is  only  that  I  have  done  both  better  than  Ogleby,  and  perhaps  as  well 
«  Caro.  So  that  methinks  I  come  like  a  Malefactor,  to  makeVSpeecrXSrcJl^s 
n,d  to  warn  all  other  Poets  by  my  sad  example,  from  the  Sacrilege  of  franslaCg  YuTvi 
'>yo"'"^^'*>ght>n  so  carefully  as  I  did  before  my  attempt,  J  have  made  sonuZtref^nblanc'e 

oii'J'^t  "''.u'  ""  "'her  Poets  in  his  own  Language,  were  it  possible  to  do  him  right  must 

ZiZ  /«X  rT"  "'■''  ^^rrr-'  "*''?/  "^  '^  ^'^  Roscommon  justly  observe,  ap^oS 
nearest  to  /A<r  Roman  in  its  Majesty :  Nearest  indeed,  but  with  a  vast  interval  betwixt  them 
Th»e  IS  an  inimitaMe  grace  in  Virgils  words,  and  in  them  pincipallycZsstsZtb^^^^ 
Ach  gives  sounexpressible  a  pleasure  to  him  who  best  understands  their  force     tZ  Del  Z 

mJ^.TJhu"'  I'^^/i^'O"-  /he  turns  of  his  Verse,  Ms  breakings,  his  propriel,his 
IihliZL   ^.  «*"/,«^»'-    -^.way  «'«  sometimes  lo  have  varied  from  his  senee  ■  but 

mt'Sa'ces    ButtoZt""!*"!-   *'?»  ^f""- • . ^'  '"£'  ^  Writ  without  consulting  them  in  ^ 
ITindZi'^y,  "'f,? T  '?,^.»''"  "•  M^«nt'"s  o*"i  Lausus  /  cannot  so  easily  excuse  ;  they 
are  indeed  remotely  allied  lo  Virgil's  sente  ;  but  they  ure  loo  like  Ike  trifling  lendZness  of  OvW 
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and  were  printed  before  J  had  considered  them  enough  to  alter  them  :  The  first  of  them  I  have 
forgotten,  and  cannot  easily  retrieve,  because  the  Copy  is  at  the  Press :  the  second  is  this  ; 

When  Lausus  dy'd,  I  was  already  slain. 

This  appears  pretty  enough  at  first  sight ;  but  I  am  convine'd  for  many  reasons,  that  the 
expression  is  too  bold;  that  Virgil  wou'd  not  have  said  it,  though  Ovid  uou'd.  The  Reader 
may  pardon  it,  if  he  please,  for  the  freeness  of  the  confession  ;  and  instead  of  that,  and  the 
former,  admit  these  two  Lines,  which  are  more  according  to  the  Author  : 

Nor  ask  I  Life,  nor  fought  with  that  design  ; 
As  I  had  us'd  my  Fortune,  use  thou  thine. 

Having  with  much  ado  got  clear  of  Virgil,  /  have,  in  the  next  place,  to  consider  the  genius 
of  Lucretius,  whom  I  have  translated  more  happily  in  those  parts  of  him  which  I  undertook. 
If  he  was  not  of  the  best  age  of  Roman  Poetry,  he  was  at  least  of  that  which  preceded  it ;  and 
he  himself  refin'd  it  to  that  degree  of  perfection,  both  in  the  Language  and  the  thoughts,  that 
he  left  an  easy  task  to  Virgil ;  who  as  he  succeeded  him  in  time,  so  he  Copy'd  his  excellencies : 
for  the  method  of  the  Georgicks  is  plainly  deriv'd  from  him.  Lucretius  had  chosen  a  Subject 
naturally  crabbed;  he  therefore  adorn' d  it  with  Poetical  descriptions,  and  Precepts  of  Morality, 
in  the  beginning  and  ending  of  his  Books.  Which  you  see  Virgil  has  imitated  with  great 
success,  in  those  four  Books,  which  i»  my  opinion,  are  more  perfect  in  their  kind  than  even 
his  Divine  iEneids.     The  turn  of  his  Verse  he  has  likewise  followed,  in  those  places  uhich 

20  Lucretius  has  most  labour' d,  and  some  of  his  very  lines  he  has  transplanted  into  his  own  Works, 
without  much  variation.  If  I  am  not  mistaken,  the  distinguishing  Character  of  Lucretius 
(/  mean  of  his  Soul  and  Genius)  is  a  certain  kind  of  noble  pride,  and  positive  assertion  oj 
his  Opinions.  He  is  every  where  confident  of  his  own  reason,  and  assuming  an  absolute 
command,  not  only  over  his  vulgar  Reader,  but  even  his  Patron  Memmius.  For  he  ts 
always  bidding  him  attend,  as  if  he  had  the  Rod  over  him,  and  using  a  Magisterial 
authority,  while  he  instructs  him.  From  his  time  to  ours,  1  know  none  so  like  him 
as  our  P  el  and  Philosopher  of  Malmsbury.  This  is  that  perpetual  Dictatorship,  which 
is  exercis'd  by  Lucretius ;  who,  though  often  in  the  wrong,  yet  seems  to  deal  bona  fide 
with  his  Reader,  and  tells  him  nothing  but  what  he  thinks :    in  which  plain  sincerity. 

30  /  believe,  he  differs  from  our  Hobbs,  who  cou'd  not  but  be  convine'd,  or  at  least  doubt 
of  sotne  eternal  Truths,  which  he  has  oppos'd.  But  for  Lucretius,  he  seems  to  disdain  all 
tnanner  of  Replies,  and  is  so  confident  of  his  cause,  thai  he  is  beforehand  with  his  Antagonists ; 
Urging  for  them  whatever  he  imagin'd  they  cou'd  say,  and  leaving  them,  as  he  supposes,  u-ithoul 
an  obfection  for  the  future  ;  all  this  too,  with  so  much  scorn  and  indignation,  as  if  he  were 
assur'd  of  the  Triumph,  before  he  entered  into  the  lists.  From  this  sublime  and  daring  Getiius 
of  his,  it  must  of  necessity  come  to  pass,  that  his  thoughts  must  be  Masculine,  full  of  argumenta- 
tion, and  that  sufficiently  warm.  From  the  same  fiery  temper  proceeds  the  loftiness  of  his 
Expressions,  and  the  perpetual  torrent  of  his  Verse,  where  the  barrenness  of  his  Subject  does 
not  too  much  constrain  the  quickness  of  his  Fancy.    For  there  is  no  doubt  to  be  made,  but  that 

40  he  cou'd  have  been  every  where  as  Poetical,  as  he  is  in  his  Descriptions,  and  in  the  Moral 
part  of  his  Philosophy,  if  he  had  not  aim'd  more  to  instruct,  in  his  Systeme  of  Nature,  than 
to  delight.  But  he  was  bent  upon  making  Memmius  a  Materialist,  and  teaching  him  to  defie 
an  invisible  power  :  In  short,  he  was  so  much  an  Atheist,  that  he  forgot  sometimes  to  be  a  Poet. 
These  are  the  considerations  which  1  had  of  that  Author,  before  I  attempted  to  translate  some 
parts  of  him.  And  accordingly  I  lay'd  by  my  natural  Diffidence  and  Scepticism  for  a  while, 
to  take  up  that  Dogmatical  way  of  his,  which,  as  I  said,  is  so  much  his  Character,  as  to  make 
him  that  individual  Poet.  As  for  his  Opinions  concerning  the  mortality  of  the  Soul,  they  are 
so  absurd,  that  I  cannot,  if  I  wou'd,  believe  them.  J  think  a  future  state  demonstrable  even 
by  natural  Arguments ;  at  least,  to  take  away  rewards  and  punishments,  is  only  a  pUasini 

50  prospect  to  a  Man,  who  resolves  beforehand  rut  to  live  morally.  But  on  the  other  side,  the 
thought  of  being  nothing  after  death  is  a  burthen  unsupportable  to  a  vertuous  Man,  efen 


PREFACE  TO  SYLVAE. 


^387 

a  Heathen.  We  naturally  aim  at  happiness,  and  cannot  bear  to  have  it  eonfin'd  to  the  shortness 
oj  our  present  Being,  especially  when  we  consider,  that  vertue  is  generally  unhappy  in  this 
World  and  vice  fortunate :  so  that  'tis  hope  oj  Futurity  alone  that  makes  this  Life  tolerable, 
in  expectation  of  a  better.  Who  wou'd  not  commit  all  the  excesses,  to  which  he  is  prompted 
by  his  natural  inclinations,  if  he  may  do  them  with  security  while  he  is  alive,  and  be  uncapable 
of  punishment  after  he  is  dead  I  if  he  be  cunning  and  secret  enough  to  avoid  the  Laws,  there 
is  no  band  of  morality  to  restrain  him :  for  Fame  and  Reputation  are  weak  ties :  many  men 
have  not  the  least  sence  of  them :  Powerful  men  are  only  aw'd  by  them,  as  they  conduce  to 
their  interest,  and  that  not  always,  when  a  passion  is  predominant :  and  no  Man  will  be 
contained  within  the  bounds  of  duty,  when  he  may  safely  transgress  them.  These  are  my  10 
thoughts  abstractedly,  and  without  entering  into  the  Notions  of  our  Christian  Faith,  which 
is  the  proper  business  of  Divines. 

But  there  are  other  Arguments  in  this  Poem  (which  I  have  turned  into  English)  not  belonging 
to  the  Mortality  of  the  Soul,  which  are  strong  enough  to  a  reasonable  Man,  to  make  him  less 
«H  love  with  Life,  and  consequently  in  less  apprehensions  of  Death.  Such  as  arc  the  natural 
Satiety  proceeding  from  a  perpetual  enjoyment  of  the  same  things;  the  inconveniences  of 
old  age,  which  make  him  uncapable  of  corporeal  pleasures  ;  the  decay  of  understanding  and 
memory,  which  render  him  contemptible,  and  useless  to  others.  These,  and  many  other  reasons, 
so  pathetically  urged,  so  beautifully  express'd,  so  adorn'd  with  examples,  and  so  admirably 
rats'd  by  /A«  Prosopopeia  of  Nature,  who  is  brought  in  speaking  to  her  Children,  with  so  much  20 
authority  and  vigour,  deserve  the  pains  I  have  taken  with  them,  which  I  hope  have  not  been 
unsuccessful,  or  unworthy  of  my  Author.  At  least  I  must  take  the  liberty  to  own,  that  I  was 
pleased  with  my  own  endeavours,  which  but  rarely  happens  to  me  ;  and  that  1  am  not  dissatisfied 
upon  the  review  of  any  thing  I  have  done  in  this  Author. 

'  Tis  true,  there  is  something,  and  that  of  some  moment,  to  be  objected  against  my  Englishing 
the  Nature  of  Love,  from  the  fourth  book  of  Lucretius  ;  and  I  can  less  easily  answer  why 
I  Translated  it,  than  why  I  thus  Translated  it.  The  Objection  arises  from  the  Obscenity 
of  the  Subject ;  which  is  aggravated  by  the  too  lively  and  alluring  delicacy  of  the  Verses.  In 
the  first  place,  without  the  least  For-  ->  of  an  excuse,  1  own  it  pleas'd  me :  and  let  my  enemies 
make  the  worst  they  can  of  this  I  x :  I  am  not  yet  so  secure  from  that  passion,  but  vt 

that  I  want  my  Authors  Antidotes  t.    He  has  given  the  truest  and  most  Philosophical 

account  both  of  the  Disease  and  h  .u.y,  which  I  ever  found  in  any  Author :  For  whic^ 
reasons  I  Translated  him.  But  it  will  be  ask'd  why  1  turned  him  into  this  luscious  English' 
{for  I  will  not  give  it  a  worse  word ;)  Instead  of  an  answer,  I  wou'd  ask  again  of  my  Super- 
cilious Adversaries,  whether  I  am  not  bound,  when  I  translate  an  author,  to  do  him  all  the 
right  I  can,  and  to  Translate  him  to  the  best  advantage  f  If,  to  mince  his  meaning,  which 
I  am  sattsfi  d  was  honest  and  instructive,  I  had  either  omitted  some  part  of  what  he  said,  or 
taken  from  the  strength  of  his  expression,  I  certainly  had  wrong' d  him  ;  ami  that  freeness 
of  thought  and  words  being  thus  cashiered  in  my  hands,  he  had  no  longer  been  Lucretius.  // 
nothing  of  this  kind  be  to  be  read.  Physicians  must  not  study  nature.  Anatomies  must  not  be  40 
seen,  and  somewhat  I  cou'd  say  of  particular  passages  in  Books,  which,  to  avoid  prophaneness, 
1  do  not  name.  But  the  intention  qualifies  the  act ;  and  both  mine  and  my  Authors  were 
to  instruct  as  mil  as  please.  'Tis  most  certain  that  barefac'd  Bawdery  is  the  poorest  pretence 
to  wit  imaginable :  If  I  shou'd  say  otherwise,  I  should  have  two  great  authorities  against  me: 
1  lie  one  is  the  Essay  on  Poetry,  which  I  publickly  valu'd  before  I  knew  the  Author  of  it,  and 
ftlhthe  commendation  of  which  my  Lord  Roscommon  so  happily  begins  his  Essay  on  Trans- 
tated  Verse :  The  other  is  no  less  than  our  admir'd  Cowley,  who  says  the  same  thing  in  other 
words :  For  in  his  Ode  concerning  Wit,  he  writes  thus  of  it  : 


Much  less  can  that  have  any  place. 

At  which  a  Virgin  hides  her  Face : 

Such  dross  the  fire  must  purge  away ;  'tis  just 

The  Author  blush,  there,  where  the  Reader  must. 
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Here  indeed  Mr.  Cowley  goes  jar.her  man  the  Essay ;  for  he  asserts  plainly,  that  obscenity 
has  no  place  in  Wit :  the  other  only  says,  'tis  a  poor  pretence  to  it,  or  an  ill  sort  of  Wit, 
which  has  nothing  more  to  support  it  than  bare-faced  Ribaldry  ;  uhich  is  both  unmannerly 
in  it  self,  and  fulsome  to  the  Reader,  But  neither  of  these  mil  reach  my  case :  For  in  the 
first  place,  J  am  only  the  Translalour,  not  the  Inventor  ;  so  that  the  heaviest  pail  of  the  censure 
falls  upon  Lucretius,  before  it  reaches  me  ;  in  the  next  place,  ^'either  he  nor  1  have  iis'd 
the  grossest  words,  but  the  cleanliest  Metaphors  itr  cou'd  find,  to  palliate  the  broadness 
of  the  meaning;  and,  to  conclude,  luive  carried  the  Poetical  part  no  farther,  than  the 
philosophical  exacted.  There  is  one  mistake  of  mine  which  I  mil  not  lay  to  the  Printer's 
10  charge,  who  has  enough  to  ansv'er  for  in  false  pointings:  'tis  in  the  Hwi Viper;  /  wou'd 
have  the  verse  run  thus, 

Tlic  Scorpion,  Love,  must  on  the  wound  be  bruis'd. 

There  are  a  sort  of  blundering  half-witted  people,  who  make  a  great  deal  of  noise  about  a 
Verbal  slip  ;  though  Horace  wou'd  instruct  them  better  in  true  criticism :  Non  ego  paucis 
Oflendor  tnaculis,  quas  aut  iiicuria  fudit,  Aut  humana  parum  cavit  natura.  True  judg- 
ment in  Poetry,  like  that  in  Painting,  takes  a  view  of  the  whole  together,  whether  it  be  good 
or  not ;  and  where  the  beauties  are  more  than  the  Faults,  concludes  for  the  Poet  against  the 
little  Judge  ;  'tis  a  sign  that  malice  is  hard  driven,  when  'tis  forc'd  to  lay  hold  on  a  Word  or 
Syllable  ;  to  arraign  a  Man  is  one  thing,  and  to  cavil  at  him  is  another.    In  the  midst  of  an 

20  ill  nalur'd  Generation  of  Scriblers,  there  is  always  Justice  enough  left  in  Mankind  to  protect 
good  Writers  :  And  they  loo  are  oblig'd,  both  by  humanity  and  interest,  to  espouse  each  other's 
cause  against  false  Criticks,  wh"  re  the  common  Enemies.  This  last  consideration  puis 
me  in  mind  of  what  I  owe  to  the  Ingenious  and  Learned  translalour  of  Lucretius  ;  I  have 
not  here  design' d  to  rob  him  of  any  part  of  tliat  commendation,  which  he  has  so  justly  acquir'd 
by  the  whole  Author,  whose  Fragments  only  fall  to  my  Portion.  What  I  have  now  perform'd, 
is  no  more  than  I  intended  above  twenty  years  ago  :  The  ways  of  our  Translation  are  very 
different ;  he  follows  him  more  closely  tlian  I  have  done,  which  became  an  Interpreter  oj  the 
whole  Poem  :  I  take  nwre  liberty,  because  it  best  suited  with  my  design,  which  was  to  make 
him  as  pleasing  as  I  could.    He  had  been  too  voluminous,  had  he  us'd  my  method  in 

30  so  long  a  work  ;  and  I  had  certainly  la'-en  his,  had  I  made  it  my  business  to  Translate 
the  whole.  The  preference  then  ts  justly  his :  and  I  joyn  wi'h  Mr.  Evelyn  in  the 
confession  of  it,  u'ith  this  additional  advantage  to  him,  that  his  Reputation  is  already 
establish' d  in  this.  Poet,  mine  is  to  make  its  Fortune  in  the  World.  If  I  have  been  any 
where  obscure,  in  following  our  common  Author,  or  if  Lucretius  himself  is  to  be  eo  •dcmn'd, 
I  refer  my  self  to  fiis  excellent  Annotations,  which  I  have  often  read,  and  always  with  some 
new  pleasure. 

My  Preface  begins  already  to  swell  upon  me,  and  looks  as  if  I  were  afraid  of  my  Reader, 
by  so  tedious  a  bespeaking  of  him  :  and  yet  I  have  Horace  and  Theocritus  upon  my  hands ; 
but  the  Greek  Gentlenmn  shall  quickly  be  dispatch'd,  because  I  have  more  business  with  the 

40  Koman. 

TluU  which  distinguishes  Theocritus  from  all  other  Poet;,  both  Greek  and  Latin,  and  uhich 
raises  him  even  above  Virgil  in  his  Eclogw',  is  the  inimitable  tenderness  of  his  passions, 
and  the  natural  expression  of  them  in  ucrds  so  becoming  of  a  Pastoral.  A  simplicity  shines 
through  all  he  writes :  he  shows  his  Art  and  Learning  by  disguising  both.  His  Shepherds 
never  rise  above  their  Country  Education  in  their  complaints  of  Lave :  There  is  the  same 
difference  betwixt  him  and  Virgil,  as  there  is  betwixt  Tasso's  Amiuta  and  the  Pastor  Fido 
of  Guarini.  Virgils  Shephen^s  are  too  well  read  in  the  Philosophy  of  Epicurus  and  of  Plato ; 
and  Guarini's  seem  to  have  been  bred  in  Courts ;  hut  Theocritus  and  Tasso  have  taken  theirs 


q-ta  There  is  one . . .   kniis'd]  This  pa<ssa(re  u  omitted  by  some  editors,  who  nevertheless  do  not 
make  the  correction  of  the  text  which  it  enjoins. 
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Irm  Collages  and  Plains,  't  was  said  of  Tasso,  in  relation  10  his  similitudes,  Wai  csce  del 
Bosco :  That  he  never  depi.,,.d  from  the  Woods,  that  is,  all  his  comparisons  were  taken  jrom 
the  Country.  The  same  may  he  said  of  out  Theocritus ;  he  is  softer  than  Ovid,  he  touches  the 
passions  more  delicately,  and  performs  all  this  out  of  his  own  Fond,  without  diving  into 
Ihe  Arts  and  Sciences  for  a  supply.  Even  his  Dorick  Dialed  has  an  incomparable  sweetness 
VI  lis  Clmvntshr.ess,  like  a  fair  Shepherdess  in  her  Country  Russet,  talking  in  a  Yorksiiin- 
Tone.  This  was  impossible  for  Virgil  to  imitate  ;  because  the  severity  of  the  Roman  Language 
dented  hm  that  advantage.  Si)enccr  has  endeavoured  it  in  his  Shepherds  Calendar;  b>t 
iialher  will  tl  succeed  in  English  ;  for  which  reason  I  forebore  to  attempt  it.  For  Theocritus 
■mtio  Sicilians,  who  stoke  that  Dialect;  and  I  direct  this  part  of  my  Translations  to  our  10 
Ladies,  wlio  neither  understand  nor  mil  take  pleasure  in  such  homely  expressions.  I  proceed 
to  Horace. 

Take  him  in  parts,  and  he  is  chiefly  to  be  eonsider'd  in  his  three  different  Talents,  as  he 
u-as  a  Critick,a  SatyrisI,  and  a  Writtr  of  Odes.  His  Morals  are  uniform,  and  run  through 
all  of  them  ;  For  let  his  Dutch  Commenlatours  say  what  they  will,  his  Philosophy  was  Epi- 
curean ;  and  he  made  use  of  Gods  and  providence  only  to  serve  a  turn  in  Poetry.  But  since 
imllier  his  Criticisms  (which  are  the  most  instructive  of  any  that  are  written  in  this  Art)  nor 
his  Satyrs  (which  are  incomparably  beyond  J  ivenals,  if  to  laugh  and  rally  is  to  be  preferr'd 
to  railing  aiui  declaiming),  are  no  part  of  my  present  undertaking,  I  confine  my  self  wholly 
to  his  Odes.  These  are  also  of  several  sorts:  some  of  them  are  Panegyrical,  others  Moral,  20 
the  rest  Jovial,  or  (if  I  may  so  call  them)  Bacchanalian.  As  difficult  as  he  makes  it,  and  as 
indeed  it  is,  to  imitate  Pindar,  yet  in  his  most  elevated  flights,  and  in  the  sudden  changes  of 
Ins  biibiecl  with  almost  imperceptible  connexions,  that  Theban  Poet  is  his  Master.  But 
Horiice  IS  of  the  more  bounded  Fancy,  and  confines  himself  strictlv  to  one  sort  of  Verse,  or 
6/rt«:a,  |«  every  Ode.  That  which  will  distinguish  his  Style  from  all  other  Poets,  is  the  Elegance 
oj  his  \\ords,  and  the  numerousncss  of  his  Verse;  there  is  nothing  so  delicately  :urn'd  in 
all  theRoinan  Language.  There  appears  in  every  part  of  his  diction,  or,  (to  speak  English) 
in  all  his  Expressions,  a  kind  of  noble  and  bold  Purity.  His  ^^'ords  are  chosen  with  as  much 
exactness  as  Virgils  ;  but  there  seems  to  be  a  greater  Spirit  in  them.  There  is  a  secret  Happiness 
attends  his  Choice,  which  in  Petronius  is  called  Curiosa  Felicitas,  and  which  1  suppose  he  30 
had  from  the  Foliciter  audere  of  Horace  himself.  But  the  most  distinguishing  part  of  all 
his  Cliaracter  seems  to  me  to  be  his  Briskness,  his  Jollity,  and  his  good  Humour  :  and  those 
I  have  chiefly  endeavour' d  to  Coppy  ;  his  other  Excellencies,  I  confess,  are  above  my  Imitation. 
One  Cdi,  which  infinitely  pleas'd  me  in  the  reading,  I  have  attempted  to  translate  in  Pindarique 
Verse ;  lis  that  which  is  inscribd  to  the  present  Earl  of  Rochester,  to  whom  I  have  particular 
Obligations,  which  this  small  testimony  of  my  gratitude  can  never  p-iy.  'Tis  his  Darling 
in  the  Latiiie,  and  I  have  taken  some  pains  to  make  it  my  Master-Piece  in  English  ;  for 
■Mitch  reason  I  took  this  kind  of  verse,  which  allows  more  Latitude  than  any  other.  Every 
one  knows  it  was  introduced  into  our  Language,  in  this  age,  by  the  happy  Genius  of  Mr.  Cowley. 
Ihe  seeming  easiness  of  it  has  made  it  spread  ;  but  it  has  not  been  considerd  enough,  to  be  so  40 
well  cultivated.  U  languishes  in  almost  eiery  hand  but  his,  and  some  very  few,  (whom  to  keep 
the  rest  in  countenance)  I  do  not  name.  He,  indeed,  has  brought  it  as  near  Perfection  as 
icas  possible  m  so  short  a  time.  But  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  my  Mind  modestly,  and 
li'ithotil  Injury  to  his  sacred  Ashes,  somewM  of  the  Purity  of  the  English,  somewhat  of  more 
equal  Thoughts,  somewhat  of  sweetness  in  the  Numbers,  in  one  Word,  somiwhal  of  a 
finer  turn  and  more  Lyrical  Verse  is  yet  wanting.  As  for  the  Soul  of  it,  which  consists 
in  ihe  Warmth  and  Vigor  of  Fancy,  the  masterly  Figures,  and  the  copiousness  of 
Imamalwn,  he  has  excelld  all  others  in  this  kind.  Yet,  if  the  kind  it  self  be  capable 
Oj  fwre  Perfection,  ikotign  rather  in  the  Ornaiiu  ital  parts  of  it,  than  the  Essential,  what  Rules 

i  saido/our  Theocritus]  said,  of  cur  Theocritus  >6Ss. 

.   A,..y|  Wantonly  ahrr.ti  by  most  editors  into  Fund    See  N.  E.  D. 
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of  Morality  or  respect  have  1  broken,  in  naming  the  defects,  that  they  may  hereafter  be  amended  i 
Imitation  is  a  nice  point,  and  there  are  few  Poets  who  deserve  to  be  Models  in  all  they  write. 
Miltons  Paradice  Lost  is  admirable  ;  but  am  I  therefore  bound  to  maintain,  that  there  are 
no  flats  amongst  his  Elevations,  when  Uis  evident  he  creeps  along  sometimes,  for  above  an 
Hundred  lines  together  ?  cannot  1  admire  the  height  of  his  Invention,  and  the  strength  of 
his  expression,  without  defending  his  antiquated  words,  and  the  perpetual  harshness  of  their 
sound  ?  '  Tis  as  much  commendation  as  a  Man  can  bear,  to  own  him  excellent ;  all  beyond 
it  is  Idolatry.  Since  Pindar  was  the  Prince  of  Lyrick  Poets,  let  me  have  leave  to  say,  that 
in  imitating  him,  our  nundiers  shou'd,  for  the  most  part,  be  Lyrical :  For  variety,  or  rather 

10  where  the  Majesty  of  thought  requires  it,  they  may  be  stretch'd  to  the  Englbh  Heroick  of  five 
Feet,  and  to  the  French  Alexandrine  of  Six.  But  the  ear  must  preside,  and  direct  the  Judg- 
ment to  the  choice  of  numbers :  Without  the  nicety  of  this,  tlie  Harmony  of  Pindarick  Verse 
can  never  be  compleat :  the  cadency  of  one  line  must  be  a  rule  to  that  of  the  next ;  and  the 
sound  of  the  former  must  slide  gently  into  that  which  follows  ;  without  leaping  from  one  extream 
into  another.  It  must  be  done  like  the  shadowings  of  a  Picture,  which  fall  by  degrees  into 
a  darker  colour.  1  shall  be  glad,  if  I  have  so  explained  my  self  as  to  be  understood  ;  but  ij 
I  hate  not,  quod  nequeo  dicere,  &  sentio  tantitm,  must  be  my  excuse.  There  remains 
much  more  to  be  said  on  this  subject ;  but,  to  avoid  envy,  I  will  be  silent.  What  I  have  said 
is  the  general  Opinion  of  the  best  Judges,  and  in  a  nmnner  has  been  forc'd  from  me,  by  seeing 

20  a  noble  sort  of  Poetry  so  happily  restor'd  by  one  Man,  and  so  grossly  copied  by  almost  all  the 
rci! :  A  musical  eare,  and  a  great  genius,  if  another  Mr.  Cowley  cou'd  arise,  in  another  age 
may  bring  it  to  perfection.    In  the  mean  time, 

Fungar  vice  cotis,  acutum 

Reddere  quse  ferrum  valet,  expers  ipsa  secandi. 

I  hope  it  will  not  be  expected  from  me,  that  I  shou'd  say  any  thing  of  my  fellow  undertakers 
in  this  Miscellany.  Some  of  them  are  too  nearly  related  to  me,  to  be  commended  without 
suspicion  of  partiality  :  Others  I  am  sure  need  it  not ;  and  the  rest  I  have  not  perus'd. 

To  conclude,  I  am  sensible  that  I  havt  written  this  too  hastily  and  too  loosely  :  I  fear  I  have 
been  tedious,  and,  which  is  worse,  it  comes  out  from  the  first  draught,  and  uncorrected.  This 
30  I  grant  is  no  excuse  ;  for  it  may  be  reasonably  urg'd,  why  did  he  not  write  with  more  leisure, 
or,  if  he  had  it  riot  (which  was  certainly  my  case),  why  did  he  attempt  to  write  on  so  nice  a 
subject  ?  The  objection  is  unanswerable  ;  but  in  part  of  recompense,  lei  me  assure  the  Reader, 
that,  in  hasty  productions,  he  is  sure  to  meet  with  an  Authors  present  sence,  which  cooler  thoughts 
would  possibly  have  disguisd.  There  is  undoubtedly  more  of  spirit  though  not  of  judgment, 
in  these  uncorrect  Essays,  and  consequently,  though  my  hazard  be  the  greater,  yet  the  Readers 
pleasure  is  not  the  less. 

John  Dryden. 


4  an  Hundred]  Most  edii.  give  a  hundred 

34  rxpers  ipsa  secandi]  Some  edd,  correct  ike  quotation,  printing  exsors. 
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AMARYILIS; 

OR,    THE   THIRD    It  .LLIUM    OF    .'HEOCRITUS,    PARAPHRAS'd. 


To  Amaryllis  Love  compells  my  way, 
My  browzing  Goats  upon   the  Mountains 
stray : 

0  Til,  ■  uSftend  them  well,  and  see  them  fed  \ 
In  Pastures  fresh,  and  to  their  watring  led ;  I 
And  'ware  the  Ridgling  with  his  butting  [ 

head.  / 

Ah,  beauteous  Nymph,  can  you  forget  your 

Love, 
The  conscious  Grottos,  and  the  shady  Grove  ; 
Where  stretcht  at  ease  your  tender  Limbs 

were  laid. 
Your  nameless  Beauties  nakedly  display'd  ? 
Then    I    was    call'd    your    darling,    your 

desire,  lo 

With  Kisses  such  as  set  my  Soul  on  fire  : 
But  you  are  chang'd,  yet  I  am  still  the 

same; 
Myheart  maintains  for  both  a  double  Flame; 
Griev'd,  but  unmov'd,  and  patient  of  your 

scorn : 
So  faithfull  I,  and  you  so  much  forsworn  ! 

1  dye,  and  Death  will  finish  all  my  pain  ; 
Yet  e'er  I  dye,  l>ehold  me  once  again  : 

Am  I  so  much  deform'd,  so  chang'd  of  late  ? 
What  partial  Judges  are  our  Love  and  Hate  ! 
Ten  Wildings  have  I  gather'd  for  my  Dear  ; 
How  ruddy  like  your   Lijw  their  streaks 

appear !  21 

Far  off  you  view'd  them  with  a  longing  Eye 
Upon  the  topmost  branch  (the  Tree  was 

high;) 
Yet  nimbly  up,  from  bough  to  bough   I 

swcrv'd. 
And  for  to  Morrow  have  Ten  more  reserv'd.  j 
Look  on  me  Kindly,  and  some  pity  shew. 
Or  give  me  leave  at  least  to  look  on  you. 
Some  God  transform  me  by  his  Heavenly 

pow'r 
Ev'r  to  a  Bee  to  buzz  within  your  Bow'r, 

Ahari'llis.    Text  from  the  oriirinal  edition  of 
169J. 
5  'warel  w'«re  i6q2. 
batting]  TAe  tdilors  absurdly  givt  budding 


The  winding  Ivy-chaplet  to  invade,  30 
And  folded  Fern,  that  your  fair  Forehead 

shade. 
Now  to  my  cost  the  force  of  Love  I  find  ; 
The  heavy  hand  he  bears  on  humane  kind. 
The  Milk  of  Tygers  was  his  Infant  food, 
Taught  from  his  tender  years  the  tast  of 

blood ; 
His  Brother  whelps  and  he  ran  wild  about 

the  wood. 
Ah  nymph,  train'd  up  in  his  Tyrannick 

Court, 
To  make  the  sufi'rings  of  your  Slaves  your 

sport ! 
Unheeded  Ruine  !  treacherous  delight ! 

0  polish'd  hardness,  soften'd  to  the  sight  1 40 
Whose  radiant  Eyes  your  Ebon  Brows  adorn. 
Like  Midnight  those,  and  these  like  break 

of  Morn ! 
Smile   once  again,  revive  me   with  your 

Charms : 
And  let  me  dye  contented  in  your  Arms. 

1  would  not  ask  to  live  another  Day, 
Might  I  but  sweetly  Kiss  my  Soul  away. 
Ah,  why  am  I  from  empty  Joys  debarr'd  ? 
For  Kisses  are  but  empty,  when  Compar'd ! 
I  rave,  and  in  my  raging  fit  shall  tear 

The  Garland  which  I  wove  for  you  to  wear. 
Of  Parsley  with  a  wreath  of  Ivy  bound,  51 
And  border'd  with  a  Rosie  edging  round. 
What  pangs  I  feel,  unpity'd  and  unheard  ! 
Since  I  must  dye,  why  b  my  Fate  deferr'd  ! 
I  strip  my  Body  of  my  Shepherds  Frock : 
Behold  that  dreadfull  downfall  of  a  Rock, 
Where  yon  old  Fisher  views  the  Waves  from 

high! 
'Tis  that  Convenient  leap  I  mean  to  try. 
You  would  be  pleas'd  to  see  me  plunge  to 

shoar, 
But  better  pleas*  J  if  I  should  rise  no  more.  60 
I  might  have  read  my  Fortune  long  agoe, 
When,  seeking  my  success  in  Love  to  know, 
I  try'd  th'  infallible  Prophetique  way, 
A  Poppy  leaf  upon  my  palm  to  lay  ; 


".h 
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I  struck,  and  yet  no  lucky         ^  did  follow, 
Yet  I  struck  hard,  and  the  leaf  lay 

hollow. 
And,  which  was  worse,  if  any  worse  cou'd 

prove, 
The  withring  leaf  foreshew'd  your  withring 

Love. 
Yet  farther  (Ah,  how  far  a  Lover  dures  !) 
My  last  recourse  I  had  to  Scive  imd  Sliecrcs  ; 
And  told  the  Witch  Agreo  njy  disease,      71 
{.igreo,  tiiat  in  Harvest  us'd  to  lease  ; 
But  Harvest  done,  to  Cliare- work  did  aspire  ; 
Meat,  drink,  and  Two-pence  was  her  daily 

hire ;) 
To  work  she  went,  her  Charnis  she  mutter'd 

o'er, 
And  yet  the  resty  Seive  wagg'd  ne'er  the 

more ; 
I  wept  for  Woe,  liic  testy  Heldame  swore,- 
And  foaming  with  her  God,  foretold  my 

Fate ; 
That  I  was  doom'd  to  Love,  and  you  to 

Hate. 
A  milk-white  Goat  for  you  I  did  provide  ; 
Two  milk-white  Kids  run  frisking  by  her 
side,  8, 

For  which  the  Nut-brown  Lass,  Erithacis, 
Full  often  ofler'd  many  a  savoury  Kiss. 
Hers  they  shall  be,  since  yon  refuse  the  price, 
What  madman  would  o'erstand  his  Market 

twice ! 
My  right  Eye  itches,  some  good-luck  is\ 

near, 
Perhaps  my  Amaryllis  may  apjiear  ;  ( 

I'll  set  up  such  a  Note  as  she  shall  hear.  ) 
What  Nymph  but  my  melodious  Voice  would 

move  ? 
She  must  be  Flint,  if  she  refuse  mv  Love.  90 
Hippome»us,  who  ran  with  Noble'  strife 
To  win  his  Lady,  or  to  lose  his  Life, 
(What  sliift  some  men  will  make  to  tct 

a  Wife !)  *" 

Threw  down  a  Golden  Apple  in  her  way  ; 
For  all  her  haste  she  rwld  not  chuse  but 
stay: 


the    glitt'ring  Britjc 


Renown    said    run 

cry'd  hold ; 
The  Man  might  have  been  hang'd,  but  for 

his  Gold. 
Vet  some  suppose  'twas  Love  (some  fiw 

indeed,) 
That  stopt  the  fatal  1     y  of  her  Speed  : 
.She   saw,   slie   sigh'U  ;    her   nimble   Tcct 

refuse  ^^ 

Their  wonted  Speed,  and  she  took  pains  to 

lose. 
A  Pro]>het  some,  and  some  a  Poet  cry, 
(No  matter  which,  so  neither  of  them  lye) 
From  steepy  Othrys  top  to  Pylus  drove 


81  milk-white]  milk-whit  1693. 


and  for  his  pains  cnjoy'd  his 


His  herd ; 

Love 

If  such  another  Wager  shou'd  be  laid, 
I'll  find  the  Man,  if  you  can  find  the  Maid. 
Why  name  I  Men,  When  Love  extended 

finds 
His  pow'r  on  high,  and  in  Celestial  Mimis  ? 
Venus  the  Shepherd's  homely  habit  took, 
And  manag'd  something  else  besides  the 

Crook  ;  , , , 

Nay,  when  Adonis  dy'd,  was  heard  to  roiir, 
And   never    from    her    heart    forgave  the 

.Boar. 
How  Mest  b  fair  Endymion  with  his  Moon, 
Who  sleeps  on  Latnios  top  from  Night  to 

Noon ! 
What  Jason  from  Medea's  Love  possest, 
You  shall  not  hear,  but  know  'tis  like  the 

rest. 
My  aking  Head  can  scarce   support  the 

pain; 
This  cursed  Love  will  surely  turn  my  Brain : 
Feel  how  it  shoots,  and  yet  you  take  no 

Pity-  .:o 

Nay  then  'tis  time  to  end  my  doleful  Ditiv. 
A  clammy  Sweat    docs    o'er  my  Tinipleb 

creep  ; 
Mv  heavy  Eyes  are  urg'd  with  Iron  sleep : 
I  lay  me  down  to  gasp  mv  latest  Breath, 
Tlie  Wolves  will  get  a  Breakfast  bv  mr 

Death  ; 
Yet  scarce  enough  their  hunger  to  suppiv, 
For  Love  has  made  mc  Carrion  e'er  I  dye. 
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THE  EPITHALAMIUM  OF  HELEN  AND  MENELAUS. 

FROM    t:IE    eighteenth    IDVLLIUM    of    THEOCmTUS. 


Twelve  Spartan  Virgins,  noble,  younc,  and 

fair, 
\Vi:l    Violet  wreaths  adorn'd  their  flowing 

hair ; 
And  to  the  poni^ous  Palace  did  resort, 
Where  Menelaus  kept  his  Royal  Cturt, 

There  hand  in  handacomely  Qu  ir<>  the  V  led ; 
To  sing  a  blessing  to  his  Nuptial  Bed, 
With  curious  Needles  wrought,  and  painted 

Flow'rs  bespread.  , 

Joi'es  beauteous   Daughter  now  his  Bride 

must  be. 
And  love  himself  was  less  a  God  than  he : 
For  this  their  artful  hands  instruct  the  Lute 

to  sound,  ,0 

Their  feet  assist  their  hands,  and  justly 

beat  the  ground. 
Tills  was  their  Song :    Why,  happy  Bride- 
groom, why, 
E're  yet  the  Stars  are  kindl'd  in  the  Skie, 
E're  twilight  shades,  or  Ev'ning  dews  are 

shed, 
Why  dost  thou  steal  so  soon  away  to  Bed  ? 
Has  Somnus  brush'd  thy  Eye-lids  with  his\ 

Rod, 
Or  do  thy  Legs  refuse  to  bear  their  Load  [ 
With  flowing  bowles  of  a  more  generous 

God  ?  ; 

If  gentle  Slumber  on  thy  Tcmi)les  creep, 
(But  naughty  Man  thou  dost  not  im   n  to 

sleep)  20 

Uetake  thee  to  thy  Bed,  thou  drowzy  Drone, 
Sleep  by  thy  self,  and  leave  thy  Bride  alone  : 
Oo,  leave  her  with  her  Maiden  Mates  to  play 
At  sjjorts  more  harmless,  till  the  break  of 

day : 
Give  us  this  Evening :  thou  hast  Morn  and 

Night, 
And  all  the  year  before  thee,  for  delight. 
0  happy  Youth  !  to  thee,  amo.ig  the  crowd 
Of  Rival  Princes,  Cupid  sneez'd  aloud  ; 
And  every  lucky  Omen  sent  before,  29 

To  meet  thee  landing  on  the  Spartan  shore. 
Of  al'  our  Heroes  thou  canst  boast  alone, 
That  Jove,  when  e're  he  Thunders,  calls 

thee  Son. 


RPITHAIMMIUM  OF    HeLEN    AMD   MeNELAUS. 

iext  from  the  oripnal  of  1685  except  as  noted. 


Betwixt  two  Sheets  thou  shall  enjoy  hn\ 

bare, 
With  whom  no  Grecian  Virgin  can  compare 
bo  soft,  SO  sweet,  so  balmy,  and  so  fair.     , 
A  Boy  like  thee  would  make  a  Kingly  line : 
But  oh,  a  Girl  like  her  must  be  divine. 
Her  equals  we,  in  yean,  but  not  in  face, 
7*^'*'^  •^ore  Virago's  of  the  Spartan  Race, 
yVhile  naked  to  Eurola's  banks  we  bend. 
And  there  in  manly  ex<»rcise  contend,     41 
When  she  anjiears,  are  all  eclips'd  and  lost. 
And  hide  the  beauties  that  we  made  our 

boast. 

I?'  *•'«"*•>«  Night  and  Winter  disappear. 
The  Purple  morning,  lising  with  the  year, 
balutes  the  spring,  as  her  Celestial  eyes 
Adorn  the  World,  and  brighten  all  the  Skies : 
bo  beauteous  Helen  shines  among  the  rest, 
Tall,  slender,  straight,  with  all  the  Graces 
blest. 

As  Pines  the  Mountains,  or  as  Fields  the 

Corn,  JO 

Or  as  Thessalian  Steeds  the  Race  adorn  ; 
So  Rosie  colour'd  Helen  is  the  pride 
Of  Laceiemon,  and  of  Greece  beside. 
Like  her  noNymph  can  willing  Ozyers  bend  \ 
In  basket-works,  which  painted    streaks  I 

commend :  f 

With  Pallas  in  theLoombshe  maycontend.  j 
But  none,  ah  !  none  can  animate  the  Lyre, 
And  the  mute  strings  with  Vocal  Souls 

inspire : 
Whether  the  Learn'd  Minerva  I    her  Theam, 
Or  chaste  Diana  bathing  in  tb    Stream  ;  60 
None  can  record  their  Heav  nly  praise  bo 

well 
As   Helen,   in   whose   eyes   ten    thousand 

Cupids  dwell. 
0  fair,  0  Graceful !  yet  with  Maids  inroU'd, 
But  whom  to  morrow's  Sun  a  Ilatron  «h«l| 

behold ! 

Vet  e're  to  morrow's  Sun  shall  show  his 

head. 
The  dewy  paths  of  meadows  we  will  tread 
Fcr  Crowns  and  Chaplets   to  adorn  thy 

head.  ' 


•I). 


•  •'• 
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36  Boy  like  thee]  Boy,  like  thee,  «Sft. 

40  Eitrola' s]  Euro/as' wmUb*  more  aeeuratt. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  THEOCRITUS. 


U'licre  all  shuU  wc«p,  and  wish  for  thy 

relir 
As   bica,    iH   Lambs    their   ubsciit   Motiicr 

moiirii. 
Our   Noblest    Maiils   shall   to   thy   Name 

bequeath  70 

The    bouuhs    of     Lotos,    form'd    into    a 

wreatii. 
This  Monument,  thy  Maiden  beauties  due, 
High  on   a  Plane  tree  bhall   be  hung  to 

view : 
On  the  smooth  rind  the  Passenger  shall  see 
Thy  Name   ingrav'd,  and   worship  Helens 

Tree: 
Balm,  from  a  Silver  box  distill'd  around 
Shall  all  bedew  the  roots,  and  sccut  the 

sacri'd  ground. 
The     balm,  'tis    true,    can    aged    Plants 

prolong, 
But  Udms  name  will  keep  it  ever  young. 
Hail  Bride,  hail  Bridegroom,  son  in  Law  to 

Jove !  So 

NVith  fruitful  joys  Latona  bless  your  Love  ! 


Let  Venus  furnish  you  with  full  desires, 
Add  vigour  to  your  wills,  and  fuel  to  \'our 

fires! 
.Almighty  love  augment  vour  wealthy  store, 
Uive  much  to  you,  anJ  to  his  Grandsoiu 

more ! 
From  generous  Loyns  a  generous  Race  will 

spring. 
Each  Girl,  like  her,  a  Queen ;   each  Boy, 

like  you,  a  King. 
Now  sleep  if  sleep  you  can  ;  but  while  you 

rest, 
Sleep  close,  with  folded  arms,  and  brcust 

to  breast : 
Kise  in  the  morn  ;  but  oh  iK-forc  you  rise,  90 
Forget    not    to    |)erform    your    morning 

Sacrifice. 
We  will  be  with  you  e're  the  crowing  Cock 
Salute    the   light,   and    struts   before   his 

feather'd  Flock. 
Ilynun,  oh  Hymen,  to  thy  Triumphs  run, 
And  view  the  mighty  spoils  thou  habt  iii 

Battle  won. 


I 


ThJi  DESPAIRING  LOVER, 

FRO.M    THE   TWENTY-THIRD    lOYLLIUM    OF   THEOCRITUS. 


With  inauspicious  love,  a  wretched  Swain   ' 
Pursu'd  the  fairest  Niniph  of  all  the  Plain  ;  1 
F,;irest  indeed,  but  prouder  far  than  fair,      \ 
She  plung'd  him  hopeless  in  a  deep  despair : ' 
Her  neav  nly  form  too  haughtily  she  priz'd, , 
His  ■  :r$on  hated,  and  his  Gifts  despis'd  ; 
Nor  knew  the  force  of  Cupids  cruel  darts. 
Nor  fear'd  his  awful  power  on  human  hearts  ; 
But  either  from  her  hopeless  Lover  fled. 
Or  with  disdainful  glances  shot  him  dead.    10 
No  kiss,  no   look,  to   cheer  llie   drooping 

Boy; 
No  word  she  spoke,  she  scorn'd  cv'n  to  deny. 
But,  as  a  hunted  Panther  casts  about 
Her  glaring  eyes,  and  pricks  her  list'ning  ears 

to  scout. 
So  she,  to  shun  his  Toyls,  her  cares  imploy'd, 
And  fiercely  in  her  savage  freedom  joy'd. 
Her  mouth  she  writh'd,  her  forehead  taught 

to  frown. 
Her  eyes  to  sparkle  fires  to  Love  uukuown : 


THR    DXSPAIRIRG    LOVBK. 

ericinal  of  16S5. 


Tut   from   the 


Her  sallow  Cheeks  her  envious  mind  did 

show. 
And  every  feature  spoke  aloud  the  curstness 

of  a  Shrew.  20 

Yet  cou'd  not  he  hb  obvious  Fate  escape ; 
His  love  still  drest  her  in  a  pleasing  sha|>c ; 
And  every  sullen  frown,  and  bitter  scorn, 
But  fann  d  the  fuel  that  too  fast  did  burn. 
Long  time,  unequal  to  his  mighty  pain, 
lie  strove  to  curb  it,  but  he  strove  in 

vain : 
At  last  his  woes  broke  out,  and  begg'd  relief 
With  tears,  the  dumb  petitioners  of  grief : 
With  Tears  so  tender,  as  adorn'd  'lis  Love, 
And    any    heart,    but    only    hers,    wou'd 

move.  }f> 

Trembling  before  her  bolted  doors  he  stowl, 
And  there  ix)ur'd  out  th'  unprofitable  flood: 
Staring  his  eyes,  and  haggard  was  his  look ; 
Then,  kissbg  first  the  threshold,  thus  lie 

spoke. 
Ah  Nymph  more  cruel  than  of  humane 

Race, 
Thy  Tygress  heart  belies  thy  Angel  Face : 


THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 
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Too  well  thou  »ho«v'»t  tliy  Pedigree  from 

Stone: 
Thy  Grandames  was  the  first  by  Pyrrha 

thrown : 
Unworthy  thou  to  be  so  long  dcsir'd  ; 
I'ut  so  my  Love,  and  so  my  Fate  rcauir'd.  40 
I  lx!t;  not  now  (for  'tis  in  vain)  to  live  ; 
liut  take  this  gift,  the  last  that  I  can  give. 
Tiiis  friendly  Cord  shall  soon  decide  the 

strife 
Betwixt  my  ling'ring  Love  and  loathsome 

life: 
This  moment  puts  an  end  to  all  my  pnin  ; 
I  shall  no  more  despair,  nor  thou  disdain. 
Farewel,  ungrateful  and  unkind  !   I  go 
Condemn'd  by  thee  to  those  sad  shades 

below. 
I  go  th'  extrcamest  remedy  to  prove, 
To  drink  Oblivion,  and  to  drench  my  Love  j 
There  happily  to  lose  my  long  desires :     51 
But  ah,  what  draught  so  deep  to  quench  my 

Fires?  ^ 

Farewell,  ye  never-opening  Gates,  ye  Stones, 
And  Threshold  guiltyof  my  Midnight  Moans: 
What  I  have  suffer'd  hert  ye  know  too  well ; 
Wliat  I  shall  do  the  gods  and  I  can  tell. 
Tlie  Rose  is  fragrant,  but  it  fades  in  time  : 
The  Violet  sweet,  but  auicklv  past  the  prime; 
Wliite  Lillies  hang  their  heads,  and  soon 

decay, 
And  whiter  Snow  in  minutes  melts  away  :  60 
Such  is  your  blooming  youth,  and  withering 


so: 
The  time  will  come,  it  will,  when  you  shall 

know 
The  rage  of  Love;    your  haughty  heart 

shall  burn 
In  Flames  like  mine,  and  meet  a  like  return. 
Obdurate  as  you  are,  oh  !  hear  at  least 
J|y  <^y>ng  prayers,  and  grant  my  last  request. 
When  first  you  ope  your  doors,  and,  passing 

The  sad  ill  Omend  Object  meets  your  Eye, 
Think  it  not  lost,  a  moment  if  you  "  ; .  • 
The  breathless  wretch,  so  made  by    you, 

survey:  70 

Some  cruel  pleasure  will  from  thence  arise. 
To  view  the  mighty  ravage  of  your  Eyes. 
I  wish  (but  oh  f  my  w»h  is  vain  I  fear) 
The  kind  Oblation  of  a  falling  Tear : 
Then  loose  the  knot,  and  take  rtie  from  the 

place. 
And  spread  your  Mantle  o'er  my  grizly  Face  ; 


I  U[)on  my  livid  Lija  bestow  a  kiss 
j  O  envy  not  tlM  dead,  they  feci  not  bliss  I 
Nor  fear  your  kisses  can  restore  my  breath ; 
A-  ..-n  you  are  not  more  pittiless  than  death. 
Then  for  my  Cor|M  a  homely  Grave  provide, 
Which  Love  and  me  from  publick  Scorn 
may  hide,  gj 

Thrice  call  ujjon  my  Name,  thrice  beat  youi 

Breast, 
And  hayl  me  thrice  to  everhsting  rest : 
Lastlet  my  Tomb  thissad  Inscription  bear: 
A  wretch  whom  Love  has  kill'd  lies  buried 

here ; 
Oh,  Passengers,  Aminlas  Eyes  beware.      , 
Thus  having  said,  and  furious  with  his 
Love, 
He  heav'd  with  more  than  humane  force  to 

move 
A  weighty  Stone  (the  labour  of  a  Team)  90 
And   rafa'd   from   thence   he   rcadi'd   the 

Neighbouring  Beam : 
Around  its  bulk  a  sliding  knot  he  throws, 
And  fitted  to  his  Neck  the  fatal  noose  : 
Then  spurning  backward,  took  a  swine,  'till 

death 
Crept  up,  and  stopp'd  the  passage  of  his 

Breath. 
The  bounce  burst  ope  the  door  ;  the  Scorn- 
ful Fair 
Relentless   lookt,  and  saw   him  beat   his 

quivering  feet  in  Air, 
Nor  wtpt  his  fate,  nor  cast  a  pitying  eye, 
Nor  took  hhn  down,  but  brusht  regardless 

by: 
And,  as  she  pass'd,  her  chance  or  fate  was 
„     '"'^h.  100 

Her  GarmenU  toucht  the  dead,  polluted  by 

the  touch. 
Next  to  the  dance,  thence  to  the  Bath  did 

move ; 
The  bath  was  sacred  to  the  God  of  Love  : 
Wh<Ke  injur'd  Image,  with  a  wrathful  E\  e. 
Stood  threatning  from  a  Pedestal  on  high  : 
Nodding  a  while,  and  watchful  of  hb  blow, 
!Ic  fell ;   and  falling  crusht  th'  ungrateful 

Nymph  below : 
Her    gushing    Blood    the    Pavement    all 

besmear'd ; 

And  this  her  last  expiring  Voice  was  heard  ; 

Lovers,  farewell,  revenge  has  reacht  my 

scorn;  ,,0 

Thus  warn'd,  be  wise,  and  love  for  love 

return. 


J 
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TRANSLATIONS   FROM    LUCRETIUS. 

LUCRETIUS 

THE   BEGINNING  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK. 


DEltf;ht  of  liiimane  kind,  and  Gods  above, 
Parent  of  Rome  ;  Propitious  Queen  of  Love, 
Whose  vital  pow'r.  Air,  Earth,  and  .S«.a 

supplies, 
And  breeds  what  e'r  is  born  beneath  the 

rowling  Skies : 
For  every  kind,  by  thy  nrolifique  might, 
Sprinp,  and  beliolds   the  Kcgions  of  the 

light. 
Thee,  Goddess,  thee  the  clouds  and  tem- 
pests fear. 
And  at  thy  pleising  presence  disappear : 
For  thee  the  Land  in  fragrant  Flow'rs  is\ 

drest ;  I 

For  thee  the  Ocean  $miles,and  smooths  her ! 

wavy  breast ;  lo. 

And  Heav'n  it  self  with  more  serene  and 

purer  light  is  blest.  / 

For  when  the  rising  Spring  adorns  the  Mead, 
And  a  new  Scene  of  Nature  stands  display'd, 
When  teeming  Budds,  and  chearful  greens 

appear, 
And  Western  gales  unlock  the  lazy  year : 
The  joyous  Biras  thy  welcome  first  express  ; 
Whose  native  Songs  thy  genial  tire  confess  ; 
Then    salvage    Beasts    bound    o're    their 

slighted  food, 
Slrook    with    thy    darts,    and    tempt    the 

raging  floud. 
All    Nature   is    thy    Gift ;     Earth,    Air, 

and  Sea :  20 

Of  all  that  breaths,  the  various  progeny. 
Stung  with  delit,ht,  is  goaded  on  by  thee. , 
O're  barren  Mountains,  o're  the  flowery. 

Plain,  ^ 

The  leafy  Forest,  and  the  liquid  Main 
Extends  thy  uncontroul'd  and  boundless 

reign. 
Through  all  the  living  Regions  dost  thou 

move, 
And  scatter' St,  where  thou  gocst,  the  kindly 

seeds  of  Love : 


From  Lucretiijs. 
1685. 


Text  from  the  original  of 


Since  then  the  race  of  every  living  thing 
Obeys  thy  pow'r ;   since  nothing  new  can 

spring 
Without  tny  warmth,  without  thy  influence 

bear,  30 

Or  beautiful,  or  lovesome  can  appear ; 
Be    thou    my    ayd;     My    tuneful    Song 

inspire, 
And  kindle  with  thy  own  productive  fire ; 
While  all  thy  Province,  Nature,  I  survey,  \ 
And  sing  to  Mtmmius  an  immortal  lay     [ 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Earth.and  every  where  thv  f 

wondrous  power  display  :  '  j 

To  Memmius,  under  thy  sweet  influence 

born, 
Whom  thou  with  all  thy  gifts  and  graces 

dost  adorn. 
The  rather  then  assist  my  Muse  and  me, 
Infusing  Verses  worthy  him  and  thee.     40 
Mean  time  on  Land  and  Sea  let  barb'rous 

discord  cease. 
And   lull  the   listning  world   in  universal 

peace 
To  thee  Mankind  their  soft   re[)ose  must 

owe ; 
For  thou  alone  that  blessing  canst  bestow ; 
Because  the  brutal  business  of  the  War 
Is  manag'd  by  thy  dreadful  Servant's  rare ; 
Who  oft    retires  from   fighting    fields,  to 

prove 
The  pleasing  pains  of  thy  eternal  Love : 
And  panting  on  thy  breast  supinely  lies, 
While  with  thy  heavenly  form  he  feeds  liis 

famish'd  eyes  ;  50 

Sucks  in  with  open  lips  thy  balmy  breath, 
By  turns  restor'd  to  life,  and  plungM  in 

pleas mg  death. 
There  while  thy  curling  limbs  about  him 

move, 
Involv'd  and  fetter'd  in  the  links  of  Love, 
When  wishing  all,  he  nothing  can  deny, 
Thy    Charms    in  that  auspicious  muiiient 

try; 
With  winning  eloquence  our  peace  implore. 
And  quiet  to  the  weary  World  restore. 
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LUCRETIUS 
TFIE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK. 
Suapt  Mart  magno,  Sre. 
Tis  pleasant,  Mfely  to  behold  from  shore 
The  rowhng  Ship,  and  hear  the   Tcmiwst 

roar : 
Not  that  anothcn  pain  »  our  delight ; 
Dut  pains  unfelt  produce  the  pleasing  sight. 
'Tis  pleasant  also  to  behold  from  fur 
The  moving  Legions  mingled  in  the  War : 
llut  much  more  sweet  thy  lab' ring  steps 
to  guide 


WIS 


•  -'II 

.rd: 
humane 

10 


To  Vertues  heights,  with 

supply 'd. 
And  all  the  Magatins  of  Learnin 
From  thence   to  look  below 

kind,  ,, 

Ifewilder'd  in  the  Maze  of  Life,  and  blind : 
To  see  vain  fools  ambitiously  contend 
For  Wit  and  Pow'r ;  their  last  endeavours 

bend 
T'  outshine  each  other,  waste  their  time 

and  health 
In  search  of  honour,  and  pursuit  of  wealth. 
0  wretched  man  !  in  what  a  mist  of  Life, 
Inclos'd  with  dangers  and  with  noisie  strife. 
He  spends  his  little  Span  ;  And  overfeeds 
His  craram'd  desires  with  more  than  nature 

needs! 
For  Nature  wisely  stints  our  appetite,      20 
And    craves    no    more    than    undisturb'd 

delight : 
Whicii  minds  unmix'd  with  cares,  and  fears, 

obtain  ; 
A  Soul  serene,  a  body  void  of  pain. 
So  little  this  corporeal  frame  requires  ; 
So  bounded  arc  our  natural  desires, 
That  wanting  all,  and  setting  pain  aside, 
\>itli  bare  privation  sence  is  satisfied. 
If  Golden  Sconces  hav"  not  on  the  Walls, 
To  light  the  costly  Suppers  and  the  Halls  ; 
It  the  proud  Palace  shines  not  with  the 

state  ,0 

Of  biirnish'd  Bowls,  and  of  reflected  Plate  ; 
If  well  tun'd  Harps,  nor  the  more  pleasinc 

sound  *" 

Of  Voices,  from  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound  ; 
Vet  on  the  grass,  beneath  a  poplar  shade, 
By  the  cool  stream  our  careless  limbs  are 

lay'd  ; 


With  cheaper  pleasures  mnocently  ble«'d. 
When  the  warm  Spring  with  gaudy  llow'n 
is  dress'd. 

IJ?' *j.".»^e  ">6eing  Feavours  fire  abate. 
With  Golden  Canopies  and  Ueds  of  State  t 
But  the  poor  Patient  will  as  soon  be  sound  40 
On  the  hard  mattrass,  or  the  Mother  ground. 
TJien  since  our  Bodies  are  not  eas'd  the 

more 
By  Birth,  or  Pow'r,  or  T^ortunes  wealthy 

•tore,  ' 

'Tis   plain,   these   useless   toyes   of  every 

kind 

As  little  can  relieve  the  lab'ring  mind  : 
Unless  wc  could  suppose  the  dreadful  sight 
Uf  marshall  d  legions  moving  to  the  figlit, 
Cou  d,  with  their  sound  and  terrible  array. 
Expel  our  fears,  and  drive  the  thoughts  of 

death  away  ; 
But,  since  the  supposition  vain  appears,    so 
.Since  clinging  cares,  and  trains  of  inbred 

fears. 
Are  not  with  sounds  to  be  affrighted  thence. 
But   in   the   midst   of   Pomp   pursue   the 

Prince, 

Not  aw'd  by  arms,  but  in  the  presence 

bold. 
Without  respect  to  Purple,  or  to  Gold  ; 
Why    shou'd    not    we    these    pageantries 

despise  ; 
Whose  worth  but  in  our  want  of   reason 

lies? 
For  life  is  all  in  wjindring  crrours  led  ; 
And  just  as  Children  are  surpriz'd  with 

dread. 
And  tremble  in  the  dark,  so  riper  years     60 
Ev  n   in  broad  daylight  arc  posscst  with 

fears ; 
And  shake  at  shadows  fanciful  and  vain, 
As  those  which  in  the  breasts  of  Children 

reign. 
These  bugbears  of  the  mind,  this  inward 

Hell, 
No  rayes  of  outward  sunshine  can  dispel ; 
But  nature  and  right  reason  must  display 
Their  beanes  abroad,  and  bring  the  dark- 
some soul  to  day. 


m 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  LUCRETIUS. 


THE  LATTER  PART  OF  THE  THIRD  BOOK  OF  LUCRETIUS; 
AGAINST  THE   FEAR  OF  DEATH. 


Wiiat  has  this  Bugbear  Death  to  frighten 

Man, 
If  Souls  can  die,  as  well  as  Bodies  can  ? 
For,  as  before  our  Birth  we  felt  no  Pain, 
When  Punique  arms  infested  Land  and  Main, 
When  Heaven  and  Earth  were  in  confusion 

hurl'd, 
For  the  debated  Empire  of  the  World, 
Which  aw'd  with  dreadful  expectation  lay, 
Sure  to  be  Slaves,  uncertain  who  shou'd 

sway: 
So, when  our  mortal  frame  shall  be  disjoyn'd, 
The  lifeless  Lump  uncoupled  from  the  mind, 
From  sense  of  grief  and  pain  we  shall  be 

free ;  ii 

We  shall  not  feel,  because  we  shall  not  Be. 
Though  Earth  in  Seas,  and  Seas  in  Heav'n 

were  lost, 
We  shou'd  not  move,  we  only  shou'd  be  tost. 
Nay,  ev'n  suppose  when  we  have  suffer'd 

Fate, 
The  Soul  cou'd  feel,  in  her  divided  state. 
What's  that  to  us  ?  for  we  are  only  we 
While  Souls  and  Bodies  in  one  frame  agree. 
Nay ,  tho'  our  Atomsshou'  d  revolve  by  chance, 
And  matter  leape  into  the  former  dance ;   20 
Tho'  time  our  life  and  motion  cou'd  restore. 
And  make  our  Bodies  wliat  they  were  before. 
What  gain  to  us  wou'd  all  this  bustle  bring  ? 
Ti>e  new-made  Man  wou'd  be  another  thing  ; 
When  once  an  interrupting  pause  is  made. 
That  individual  Being  is  decay'd. 
We,  who  are  dead  and  gone,  shall  bear  no 

part 
In  all  the  pleasures,  nor  shall  feel  the  smart, 
Which  to  that  other  Mortal  shall  accrew, 
Whom,  of  our  Matter    Time  shall  mould 

anew.  30 

For  backward  if  you  look,  on  that  long  space 
Of  Ages  past,  and  view  the  changing  face 
Of  Matter,  tost  and  variously  combin'd 
In  sundry  shapes,  'tis  easie  for  the  mind 
From  thence  t'  infer,  that  Seeds  of  things 

have  been 
In  the  same  order  as  they  now  are  seen  : 
Which  yet  our  dark  remembrance  cannot 

trace, 
Because  a  pause  of  Life,  a  gaping  space, 


Has  come  betwixt,  where  memory  licS  dead. 
And  all  the  wandring  motions  from  the  sense 

are  fled.  40 

For  whosoc'rc  shall  in  misfortunes  live, 
Must£^,when  those  misfortunes  shall  arrive; 
And  since  the  Man  who  Is  not,  feels  not  woe, 
(For  death  exempts  him  and  wards  off  the 

blow, 
Which  we,  the  living,  only  feel  and  bear) 
What  is  there  left  for  us  in  Death  to  fear  ? 
When  once  that  pause  of  life  has  come 

between, 
'Tis  just  the  same  as  we  had  never  been. 
And  therefore  if  a  Man  bemoan  !.i.  lot, 
That  after  death  his  mouldring  limbs  shall 

rot,  50 

Or  flames,  or  jaws  of  Beasts  devour  his  Mass, 
Know,  he's  an  unsincere,  unthinking  Ass. 
A  secret  Sting  remains  within  his  mind, 
The  fool  is  to  his  own  cast  offals  kind. 
He  boasts  no  sense  can  after  death  remain  ;| 
Yet  makes  himself  a  part  of  life  again  ;     [ 
As  if  some  other  He  could  feel  the  pain.    ) 
If,  while  he  live,  this  Thought  molest  liis 

head. 
What  Wolf  or  Vulture  shall  devour  me  dead. 
He  wasts  his  days  in  idle  erief,  nor  can    60 
Distinguish  'twixt  the  Body  and  the  Man ; 
But  thinks  himself  can  still  himself  survive: 
And  what  when  dead  he  feels  not,  feels  alive. 
Then  he  repines  that  he  was  bom  to  die. 
Nor  knows  in  death  there  is  no  other  lie, 
No  living  He  remains  his  grief  to  vent. 
And  o're  his  senseless  Carcass  to  lament. 
If  after  death  'tis  painful  to  be  torn 
By  Birds  and  Beasts,  then  why  not  so  to 

burn. 
Or  drench'd  in  floods  of  honey  to  be  soak'd, 
Imbalni'd   to  be   at   once  prescrv'd  and 

choak'd ;  ;i 

Or  on  an  aycry  Mountains  top  to  lie, 
Expos'd  to  cold  and  Heav'ns  inclcmcncv- ; 
Or  crowded  in  a  Tomb  to  be  opprest 
With  Monumental  Marble  on  thy  breast.' 
But  to  be  snatch'd  from  all  the  household 

joys, 
From  thyChast  Wife,  and  thy  dear  prattling 

Boys, 
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Whose  little  arms  about  thy  Legs  are  cast, 
And   climbing  for  a   Kiss   prevent   their 

Mothers  hast, 
Inspiring  secret  pleasure  thro'  thy  Breast, 
All  these  shall  be  no  more :  Thy  Friends 

opprest  81 

Thy  Care  and  Courage  now  no  more  shall 

free ; 
Ah  Wretch!  thou  cry'st,  ah  I  miserable  me; 
One  woful  day  sweeps  children,  friends,  and 

wife. 
And  all  the  brittle  blessings  of  my  life  ! 
Add  one  thing  more,  and  all  thou  say'st  is 

true; 
Thy  want  and  wish  of  them  is  vanish'd  too : 
Which,  well  consider'd,  were  a  quick  relief. 
To  all  thy  vain  imaginary  grief. 
For  thou  shalt  sleep,  and  never  wake  again, 
And,  quitting  life,  shalt  quit  thy  living 

pam.  91 

But  we,  thy  friends,  shall  all  those  sorrows' 

find, 
Which   in  forgetful  death   thou  leav'st 

behind ; 
No  time  shall  dry  our  tears,  nor  drive  thee 

from  our  mind. 
The  worst  that  can  befall  thee,  measur'd 

right. 
Is  a  sound  slumber,  and  a  long  good  night. 
Vet  thus  the  Fools,  that  would  be  thought 

the  Wits, 
Disturb  their  mirth  with  melancholy  fits : 
When  healths  go  round,  and  kindly  brimmers 

flow. 
Till  the  fresh  Garlands  on  their  foreheads 

glow,  100 

They  whine,  and  cry,  Let  us  make  haste 

to  live, 
Shortare  thejoys  thathumane  Life  can  give. 
Eternal  Preachers,  that  corrupt  the  draught, 
And  pall  the  God,  that  never  thinks,  with 

thought ; 
Ideots  with  all  that  Thought,  to  whom  the 

worst 
Of  death  is  want  of   drink,  and   «.ndless 

thirs* 
Or  any  foiid  desire  as  vain  as  these. 
For,  e'en  in  sleep,  the  body,  wrapt  in  ease. 
Supinely  lies,  as  in  the  peaceful  grave. 
And  wanting  nothing,  nothing  can  it  crave. 
Were  that    sound  sleep  eternal,  it  were 

death;  m 

Yet  the  first  Atoms  then,  the  seeds  of  breath, 


Are  moving  near  to  sense  ;  wc  do  but  shake 
And  rouze  that  sense,  and  straight  we  are 

awake. 
Then  death  to  us,  and  deaths  anxiety. 
Is  less  than  nothing,  if  a  less  could  be. 
For  then  our  Atoms,  which  in  order  lay. 
Are  scatter'd  from  their  heap,  and  pufi'd 

away. 
And  never  can  return  into  their  place. 
When  once  the  pause  of  Life  has  left  an 

empty  space.  120 

And  last,  suppose   Great   Natures  Voice 

shoii'd  call 
To  thee,  or  me,  or  any  of  us  all, 
What  dost  thou  mean,  ungrateful  Wretch, 

thou  vain. 
Thou  mortal  thing,  thus  idly  to  complain. 
And  sigh  and  sob,  that  thou  shalt  be  no 

more  ? 
For  if  thy  Life  were  pleasant  heretofore, 
If  all  the  bounteous  Blessings,  I  cou'd  give. 
Thou  hast  enjoy'd,  if  thou  hast  known  to 

live. 
And  Pleasure  not  leak'd  through  thee  like 

a  Seive, 
Why  dost  thou  not  give  thanks  as  at  a 

plenteous  feast,  130 

Cram'd  to  the  throat  with  life,  and  rise 

and  take  thy  rest  ? 
But  if  my  blessings  thou  hast  thrown  away. 
If  indigested  joys  pass'd  thro',  and  wou  d 

not  stay. 
Why  dost  thou  wish  for  more  to  stiuander 

still  ? 
If  Life  be  grown  a  load,  a  real  ill, 
And  I  wou'd  all  thy  cares  and  labours  end, 
Lay  down  thy  burden  fool,  and  know  thy 

friend. 
To  please  thee,  I   have  empti'd  all  my\ 

store, 
I  can  invent,  and  can  supply  no  more ; 
But  run  the  round  again,  the  round  I  ran 

before.  140' 

Suppose  thou  art  not  broken  yet  with  years. 
Yet   still    the   self  same   Scene  of   things 

appears. 
And  wou'd  be  ever,  coud'st  thou  ever  live  ; 
For  Life  is  still  but  Life,  there's  nothing 

new  to  give. 
What  can  we  plead  against  so  just  a  Bill  ? 
We  stand  convicted,  and  our  cause  goes  ill. 
But  if  a  wretch,  a  man  opprest  by  fate, 
Shou'd  beg  of  Nature  to  prolong  his  date, 


••■a, 


ni 


4oo 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  LUCRETIUS. 


She  speaks  aloud  to  him  with  more  disdain, 
Be  still,  thou  Martyr  fool,  thou  covetous 
of  pain.  150 

But  if  an  old  decrepit  Sot  lament ; 
What  thou  ((She  cryes)  who  hast  outliv'd 

content ! 
Dost  thou  complain,  who  hast  enjoy'd  my 

store  ? 
But  this  is  still  th'  effect  of  wishing  more. 
Unsatisfy'd  with  all  that  Nature  brings ; 
Loathing  the  present,  liking  absent  things ; 
From  hence  it  comes,  thy  vain  desires,  at 

strife 
Within  themselves,  have  tantaliz'd  thy  Life. 
And  ghastly    death  appear'd  before   thy 

sight, 
E're  thou  hadst  gorg'd  thy  Soul  &  Senses 
with  delight.  160 

Now  leave  those  joys,  unsuiting  to  thy  age. 
To  a  fresh  Comer,  and  resign  the  Stage  ; 
Is  Nature  to  be  blam'd  if  thus  she  chide  ? 
No  sure  ;  for  'tis  her  business  to  provide 
Against  this  ever-changing  Frames  decay. 
New  things  to  come,  and  old  to  pass  away. 
One  Being,  worn,  another  Being  makes  ; 
Chang'd,  but  not  lost ;  for  Nature  gives  and 

takes: 
New  Matter  must  be  found  for  things  to 

come. 
And  these  must  waste  like  those,  and  follow 
Natures  doom.  1 70 

All  things,  like  thee,  have  time  to  rise  and 

rot ; 
And  from  each  other's  ruin  are  begot : 
For  Life  b  not  confin'd  to  him  or  thee : 
"Tis  giv'n  to  all  for  use,  to  none  for  Property. 
Consider  former  Ages  past  and  gone. 
Whose  Circles  ended  long  ere  thine  begun. 
Then  tell  me  Fool,  what  part  in  them  thou 

ha^it  ? 
Thus         'st  thou  judge  the  future  by  the 

p.t 

What  horrour  seest  thou  in  that  quiet  state, 

What  Bugbear  Dreams  tn  fright  thee  after 

Fate  .>  180 

No  Ghost,  no  Gobblins,  that  still  passage 

keep ; 
But  all  is  there  serene,  in  that  eternal  Sleep. 
For  all  the  dismal  Tales  that  Poets  tell. 
Are  vcrify'd  on  Earth,  and  not  in  Hell. 
No  Tantalus  looks  up  with  fearful  eye. 
Or  dreads  th'  impenaing  Rock  to  crush  him 
from  on  higH : 


But  fear  of  Chance  on  earth  disturbs  our 

easie  hours. 
Or  vain  imagin'd  wrath  of   vain  imagin'd 

Pow'rs. 
No  TUyus  torn  by  Vultures  lies  in  Hell ; 
Nor  cou'd  the  Lobes  of  his  rank  liver  swell 
To  that  prodigious  Mass,  for  their  eternal 

meal :  iqi 

Not  tho'  his  monstrous  Bulk  had  cover'd 

o're 
Nine   spreading  Acres,  or  nine  thousand 

more ; 
Not  tho'  the  Globe  of  earth  had  been  the 

Gyants  floor 
Nor  in  eternal  torments  could  he  lie : 
Nor  could  his  Corps  sufficient  food  supply. 
But  he's  the  TUyus,  who  by  love  opprest,  ] 
Or  Tyrant  Passion  preying  on  his  breast,  ! 
And  ever  anxious  Thoughts,  is    robb'dj 

of  rest.  j 

The  Sisiphus  is  he,  whom  noise  and  strife  200 
Seduce  from  all  the  soft  retreats  of  life. 
To  vex  the  Government,  disturb  the  Laws : 
Drunk  with  the  Fumes  of  popular  Applause, 
He  courts  the  giddy  Crowd  to  make  him 

great. 
And  sweats  &  toils  in  vain,  to  mount  the 

sovereign  Seat. 
For  still  to  aim  at  Pow'r  and  still  to  fail, 
Ever  to  strive,  and  never  to  prevail, 
What  is  it,  but,  in  reason's  true  account 
To    heave    the   Stone   against    the   rising 

Mount  ? 
Which  urg'd,  and  labour'd,  and  forc'd  up 

with  pain,  210 

Recoils,    &    rowls    impetuous    down,   and 

smoaks  along  the  plain. 
Then  stHl  to  treat  thy  ever-craving  mind 
With  ev'ry  blessing,  and  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Yet  never  fill  thy  rav'niiig  appetite ; 
Though  years  and  seasons  vary  thy  delight, 
Yet  nothing  to  be  seen  of  all  the  store, 
But  still  the  Wolf  within  thee  barks  for 

more; 
This  is  the  Fables  Moral,  which  they  tell 
Of  fifty  foolish  Virgins  damn'd  in  Hell 
To  leaky  Vessels,  which  the  Liquor  spill ;  220 
To  Vessels  of  their  Sex,  which  none  cou'd 

ever  fill. 
As  for  the  Dog,  the  Furies,  and  their  Snakes 
The  gloomy  Caverns,  and  the  burning  Lakes, 
And  all  the  vain  infernal  trumpery, 
They  neither  are,  nor  were,  nor  e're  can  be. 
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But  here  on  Earth,  the  guUty  have  in  view 
The    mighty    Pains    to    mighty  mischiefs 

due ; 
Racks,  Prisons,  Poisons,  the  Tarpeian  Rock, 
Stripes,  Hangmen,  Pitch,  and  suffocating 

Smoak ; 
And  last,  and  most,  if  these  were  cast 

behind,  2va 

Th'  avenging  horrour  of  a  Conscious  mind, 
Wliose  deadly  fear  anticipates  the  blow. 
And  sees  no  end  of  Punishment  and  woe  ; 
But  looks  for  more,  at  the  last  gasp  of 

breath : 
This  makes  an  Hell  on  Earth,  and  Life  a 

death. 
Mean  time  when  thoughts  of  death  disturb 

thy  head  ; 
Consider,  Amus  great  and  good  is  dead  ; 
Ancus  thy  better  far,  was  born  to  die  ; 
And  thou,  dost  thou  bewail  mortality  ? 
So   many    Monarchs    with    their    mighty 

State,  240 

Who  rul'd  the  World,  were  over-rul'd  by 

fate. 
That  haughty  King,  who  lorded  o're  the 

Main, 
And  whose  stupendous  Bridge  did  the  wild 

Waves  restrain, 
(In  vain  they  foam'd,  in  vain  they  threatned 

wreck. 
While  his  proud  Legions  march'd  upon  their 

kick :) 
Him  death,  a  greater  Monarch,  overcame  ; 
Nor  spar'd  his  guards  the  more,  for  their 

immortal  name. 
The  Roman  chief,  the  Carthaginian  dread, 
Scipio,  the  Thunder  Bolt  of  War,  is  dead. 
And  like  a  common  Slave,  by   fate  in 

triumph  led.  250 

The  Founders  of  invented  Arts  are  lost ; 
And  Wits  who  made  Eternity  their  boast. 
Where  now   is   Homer,   who    possest    the 

Throne  ? 
Th'  immortal  Work  remains,  the  mortal 

Author's  gone. 
Democritus,  perceiving  age  invade, 
His  Body  weakn'd,  and  his  mind  decay'd, 
Obey'd  the  summons  with  a  cheerful  face  ; 
Made  hast  to  welcom  death,  and  met  him 

lialf  the  race. 


»54  mortal]  By  a   most 
English  editors  change  this 


absurd  error   the 
into  tmmorial 


That  stroke  ev'n  Epicurus  cou'd  not  bar, 
Though  he  in  Wit  surpass'd    Mankind, 

as  far  360 

As  does  the  midday  Sun  the  midnight  Star., 
And  thou,  dost  thou  disdain  to  yield  thy 

breath. 
Whose   very    Life    is    little    more    than 

Death  ? 
More  than  one  half  by  Lazy  sleep  possest ; 
And  when  awake,thy  Soul  but  nods  at  best, 
Day-Dreams  and  sickly  thoughts  revolv- 
ing in  thy  breast. 
Eternal  troubles  haunt  thy  anxious  mind. 
Whose  cause  and  cure  thou  never  hop'st  to 

find  ; 
But  still  uncertain,  with  thyself  at  strife. 
Thou     wander'st     in     the    Labyrinth    of 

Life.  270 

0  !  if  the  foolish  race  of  man  who  find 
A  weight  of  cares  still  pr(..^ing  on  their 

mind, 
Cou'd    find    as    well    the    cause    of    this 

unrest, 
And  all   this  burden   lodg'd    within    the 

breast ; 
Sure  they  wou'd  change  their  course,  nor 

live  as  now. 
Uncertain  what  to  wish  or  what  to  vow. 
Uneasie  both  in  Countrey  and  in  Town, 
They  search  a  place  to  lay  their  burden 

down. 
One,  restless  in  his  Palace,  walks  abroad, 
And    vainly   thinks   to   leave  behind  the 

load :  280 

But  straight  returns ;   for  he's  as  restless 

there : 
And  finds  there's  no  relief  in  open  Air. 
Another  to  his  Villa  wou'd  retire. 
And  spurs  as  hard  as  if  it  were  on  fire 
No  sooner  enter'd  at  his  Country  door,     \ 
But  he  begins  to  stretch,  and  yawn,  and  I 

snore ;  r 

Or  seeks  the  City  which  he  left  before. 
Thus  every  man  o're  works  his  weary  Will, 
To  shun  himself,  and  to  shake  off  his  ill : 
The  shaking  Fit  returns,  and  hangs  upon  [" 

him  still.  290  j 

No  prospect  of  repose,  nor  hope  of  ease  ; 
The  Wretch  is  ignorant  of  his  disease  ; 
Which  known  wou'd  all  his  fruitless  trouble 

spare ; 
For  he  wou'd  know  the  World  not  woith 

his  care ; 


y\ 
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Then  wou'd  he  search  more  deeply  for  the 

cause; 
And    study    Nature    well,    and    Natures 

Laws: 
For  in  this  moment  lies  not  the  debate, 
But  on  our  future,  fix'd.  Eternal  State  ; 
That  never  changing  state,  which  all  must 

keep. 
Whom    Death  has  doom'd   to  everlasting 

sleep.  300 

Why  are  we  then  so  fond  of  mortal  Life, 
Beset  with  dangers,  and  maintain'd  with 

strife  ? 
A  Life,  which  all  our  care  can  never  save  ; 
One  Fate  attends  us ;    and  one  common 

Grave. 
Besides,  we  tread  but  a  perpetual  round  ;  \ 
We  ne're  strike  out,  but  ueat  the  former 

ground,  I 

And  the  same  Maukish  joyes  in  the  same  1 

track  are  found.  ) 


For  still  we  think  an  absent  blessing  best, 
Which  cloys,  and    is  no   blessing  when 

possest; 
A  new  arising  wish  expells   it  from  the 

Breast.  yol 

The  Feav'rish  thirst  of  Life  increases  still ; 
We  call  for  more  and  more,  and  never  imve 

our  (ill ; 
Yet  know  not  what  to-morrow  we  shall  try, 
What  dregs  of  life  in  the  last  draught  may 

lie: 
Nor,  by  the  longest  life  we  can  attain. 
One  moment  from  the  length  of  death  wc 

gain; 
For  all  behind  belongs    to  his  Eternal 

reign. 
When  once  the  Fates  have  cut  the  mortal 

Thred, 
The  Man  as  much  to  all  intents  is  dead. 
Who  dyes  to  day,  and  will  as  long  be  so,  320 
As  he  who  dy'd  a  thousand  years  ago. 
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Thus  like  a  Sayler  by  a  Tempest  hurl'd 
A  shore,  the  Babe  is  sliipwrack'd  on  the 

World : 
Naked  he  lies,  and  ready  to  expire ; 
Helpless  of  all  that  humane  wants  require : 
Expos'd  upon  unhospitable  Earth, 
From  the  first  moment  of  his  hapless  Birth. 
Straight  with  forebodeing  cryes  he  fills  tiie 

Room ; 
(Too  true  presages  of  his  future  doom.) 
But  Flocks,  and  Herds,  and  every  Savage 

Beast. 
By  more  indul^'ent  Nature  are  increas'd,  10 
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It  is  impossibU  to  reprint  this 


They  want  no  Rattles  for  their  froward 

mood. 
Nor  Nurse  to  reconcile  them  to  their  food, 
With   broken   words ;    nor  Winter  blasts 

they  fear. 
Nor  change  their  habits  with  the  changing 

year: 
Nor,  for  their  safety.  Citadels  prepare ; 
Nor    forge    the    wicked    Instruments    of 

War: 
Unlabour'd  Earth  her  bounteous  tre.isure 

grants. 
And   Nature's  lavish  hand  supplies  their 

common  wants. 
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So  may  th*  auspicious  Queen  of  Love, 
And  the  Twin  Stars,  (the  Seed  of  Jove,) 
And  he  who  rules  the  rageinp  wind, 
To  thee,  O  sacred  Ship,  be  kind  ; 
And  gentle  Breezes  fill  thy  &iils, 
Supplying  soft  Etesian  Gales : 
As  thou,  to  whom  the  Muse  commends 
The  best  of  Poets  and  of  Friends, 
Dost  thy  committed  Pledge  restore. 
And  land  him  safely  on  the  shore  ; 
And  save  the  better  part  of  me. 
From  perishing  with  him  at  Sca. 
Sure  he,  who  first  the  passage  tr>''d. 
In  harden'd  Oak  his  heart  did  hide, 
And  ribs  of  Iron  arm'd  his  side  ; 
Or  his  at  least,  in  hollow  wood 
Who  tempted  first  the  briny  Floud  : 
Nor  fear'd  the  winds  contending  roar. 
Nor  billows  beating  on  the  Shoar ; 
Nor  Hyades  portending  Rain  ; 
Nor  all  the  Tyrants  of  the  Main. 
What  form  of  death  cou'd  him  affright, 
Who  unconcern'd,  with  steadfast  sight, 
Cou'd  veiw  the  Surges  mounting  steep, 
And  monsters  rolling  in  the  deep  ! 
Cou'd  thro'  the  ranks  of  ruin  go. 
With  Storms  above,  and  Rocks  below  I 
In  vain  did  Natures  wise  command 


10 


20 


Divide  the  Waters  from  the  Land, 

If  daring  Ships,  and  Men  prophane, 

Invade  th'  inviolable  Main  ; 

Th*  eternal  Fences  overleap. 

And  pass  at  will  the  boundless  deep. 

No  toyi,  no  hardship  can  restrain 

Ambitious  Man,  inur'd  to  pain  ; 

Tlie  more  confin'd,  the  more  he  tries, 

And  at  forbidden  quarry  flies. 

Thus  bold  Prometheus  did  aspire. 

And  stole  from  heav'n  the  seed  of  Fire  : 

A  train  of  Ills,  a  ghastly  crew,  4 

Tlie  Robber's  blazing  track  persue  ; 

Fierce  Famine,  with  her  Meagre  face. 

And  Feavours  of  the  fiery  Race, 

In  swarms  th*  offending  Wretch  surround 

All  brooding  on  the  blasted  ground : 

And  limping  Death,  lash'd  on  by  Fate 

Comes  up  to  shorten  half  our  date. 

This  made  not  Dedalus  beware. 

With  borrow'd  wings  to  sail  in  Air : 

To  Hell  Alcides  forc'd  his  way, 

Plung'd  thro*  the  Lake,  and  snatch'd 

Prey. 

Nay  scarce  the  Gods,  or  heav*nly  Gimes, 
Are  safe  from  our  audacious  Crimes  ; 
We  reach  at  Jovis  Imperial  Crown, 
And  pull  th'  unwilling  thunder  down. 


30 
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Behold  yon  Mountains  hoary  height. 
Made  higher  with  new  Mounts  of  Snow ; 

Again  behold  the  Winters  weight 
Oppress  the  lab' ring  Woods  below  : 

ArJ  Streams,  with  Icy  fetters  bound, 

Benura'd  and  crampt  to  solid  Ground. 


Transi^tions  from  Horace.    Odes  I. 
Text  from  the  original  of  1685. 


With  well-heap'd  Logs  dissolve  the  cold. 
And  feed  the  genial  hearth  with  fires  ; 

Produce  the  Wine,  that  makes  us  bold. 
And  sprightly  Wit  and  Love  inspires :   10 

For  what  hereafter  shall  betide, 

God,  if  'tis  worth  his  care,  provide. 


-LJLU 


Odes  I.  ix.    Text  ft-om  the  original  of  tftS^. 
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I  I 


III 


Let  him  alone,  with  what  he  made, 
To  toss  and  turn  the  'Vorld  below  ; 

At  his  command  the  storms  invade ; 
The  winds  by  his  Commission  blow  ; 

Till  with  a  Nod  he  bids  'em  cease, 

And    then  the  Calm   returns,  and  all 
peace. 


IV 

To  morrow  and  her  works  defie, 

Lay  hold  upon  the  present  hour,  20 

And  snatch  the  pleasures  passing  by, 

To  put  them  out  of  Fortunes  pow'r : 
Nor  love,  nor  love's  delights  disdain  ; 
Whate're  thou  get'st  to  day  is  gain. 


Secure  those  golden  early  joyes, 
That  Youth  unsowr'd  with  sonow  bears 

E're  with'ring  time  the  taste  destroyes, 
With  sickness  and  unwieldy  years  ! 

For  active  sports,  for  pleasing  rest. 

This  is  the  time  to  be  possest ;  30 

The  best  is  but  in  season  best. 

VI 

The  pointed  hour  of  promis'd  Bliss, 
The  pleasing  whisper  in  the  dark, 
The  half  unwilling  willing  kiss, 

The  laugh  that  guides  thee  to  the  mark, 

When  the  kind  Nymph  wou'd  coyness  feign,  [ 

I  And  hides  but  to  be  found  again  ;  '  | 

These,  these  are  joyes  the  Gods  for  Youth  f 

I        ordain.  j 
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Descended  of  an  ancient  Line, 

That  long  the  Tuscan  Scepter  sway'd, 
Make  haste  to  meet  the  generous  Wine, 

Whose  piercing  is  for  thee  delay'd : 
The  rosie  wreath  is  ready  made ; 
And  artful  hands  prepare 
The  fragrant  Syrian  Oyl,  that  shall  perfume 
thy  hair. 

II 
When  the  Wine  sparkles  from  a  far, 
And  the  well-natur'd  Friend  cries,  come 
away ; 
Make  haste,  and  leave  thy  business  and 

X,  ^^^  ''"?/  ,  10 

No  mortal  mt'rest  can  be  worth  thy  stay. 

m 
Leave  for  a  while  thy  costly  Country  Seat ; 

And,  to  be  Great  indeed,  forget 
The  nauseous  pleasures  of  the  Great : 

Make  haste  and  come : 


ube]byidS$.    A  misprint. 


Come,  and  forsake  thy  cloying  store ; 
Thy  Turret  that  surveys,  from  hiyh, 
The  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  noise  of  Romt; 

And  all  the  busie  pageantry 
That  wise  men  scorn,  and  fools  adore :  20 
Come,  give  thy  Soul  a  loose,  and  taste  the 
pleasures  of  the  poor. 

IV 

Sometimes  'tis  grateful  to  the  Rich,  to  try 

A  short  vicissitude,  and  fit  of  Poverty : 
A  savoury  Dish,  a  homely  Treat, 
Where  all  is  plain,  where  all  is  neat. 
Without  the  stately  spacious  Room, 

The  Persian  Carpet,  or  the  Tyrian  Loom. 

Clear  up  the  cloudy  foreheads  of  tlie  Great. 

V 

The  Sun  is  in  the  Lion  mounted  high ; 
The  Syrian  Star  30 

Barks  from  afar. 
And  with  his  sultrv  breath  infects  the  Sicv ; 
The  ground  below  is  parch'd,  the  heav'ns 
above  us  fry. 
The  Shepheard  drives  his  fainting  Rock 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  Rock, 
And  seeks  refreshing  Rivulets  nigh 
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The  Sybnins  to  their  shade*  retire, 
Those  verv  shades  and  streams  new  shades 

and  streams  require, 
And  want  a  cooling  breeze  of  wind  to  fan 

the  raging  fire. 

VI 

Thou,  what  befits  the  new  Lord  May'r,  40 
And  what  the  City  Faction  dare, 
And  what  the  Gallique  arms  will  do, 
And  what  the  Quiverbearing  foe, 
Art  anxiousl)r  inquisitive  to  know  : 

But  God  has,  wisely,  hid  from  humane  sight 
The  dark  decrees  of  future  fate  ; 
And  sown  their  seeds  in  depth  of  night ; 

lie  laughs  at  all  the  giddy  turns  of  State  ; 

When  Mortals  search  too  soon,  and  fear  too 
late. 


50 


VII 
Enjoy  the  present  smiling  hour  ; 
And  put  it  out  of  Fortunes  pow'r : 
The  tide  of   bus'ness,   like   the    running 
stream, 
Is  sometimes  high,  and  sometimes  low, 
A  quiet  ebb,  or  a  tempestuous  flow. 
And  alwayes  in  extreani. 
Now  with  a  noiseless  gentle  course 
It  keeps  within  the  middle  Bed  ; 
Anon  it  lifts  aloft  the  head. 
And  bears  down  all  before  it  with  impetuous 
force : 
And   trunks   of   Trees   come    rowling 
down,  60 

Sheep  and  their  Folds  together  drown  : 
Both  House  and  Homested  into  Seas  are 

borne ; 
And  Rocks  are  from  their  old  foundations 
torn, 
And  woods,  made  thin  with  winds,  their 
scattcr'd  honours  mourn. 

VIII 

Happy  the  Man,  and  happy  he  alone. 
He,  who  can  call  to  day  his  own : 
He  who,  secure  within,  can  say. 

To  morrow  do  thy  worst,  for  I  have 
liv'd  to-day. 


41  Faction]  ^//  /A*  EngHxh  tditors  virouerly 
eivt  Pactions 


Be  fair,  or  foul,  or  niin,  or  shine, 
The  joys  I  have  possest,  in  spight  of 
fate,  are  mine.  70 

Not  Heav'n  it  self  upon  the  past  has 
pow'r; 
But  what  has  been,  has  been,  and  I  have 
had  my  hour. 


IX 

Fortune,  that  with  malicious  joy 

Does  Man  her  slave  oppress. 

Proud  of  her  OflSce  to  destroy. 

Is  seldome  pleas'd  to  bless : 

Still  various,  and  unconstant  still, 

But  with  an  inclination  to  be  ill. 

Promotes,     degrades,     delights     in 

strife. 
And  makes  a  Lottery  of  life.         80 
I  can  enjoy  her  while  she's  kind  ; 
But  when  she  dances  in  the  wind. 

And  shakes  the  wings,  and  will  not 

stay, 
I  puff  the  Prostitute  away  : 
The  little  or  the  much  she  gave,  is  quietly 
resign' d : 
Content  with  poverty,  my  Soul  I  arm  ; 
And  Vertue,  tho'  in  rags,  will  keep  me 
warm. 


What  is't  to  me. 
Who  never  sail  in  her  unfaithful  Sea, 
If    Storms    arise,    and    Clouds    grow 
black ;  90 

If  the  MaKt  split,  and  threaten  wreck  ? 
Then  let  the  greedy  Merchant  fear 

For  his  ill  gotten  gain  ; 
And  pray  to  Gods  that  will  not  hear. 
While    the    debating    winds    and    billows 
bear 
His  Wealth  into  the  Main 
For  me,  secure  from  Fortunes  bknvs 
(Secure  of  what  I  cannot  lose,) 
In  my  small  Pinnace  I  can  sail, 
Contemning  all  the  blustring  roar ;  100 

And  running  with  a  merry  gale, 
With  friendly  Stars  my  safety  seek 
Within  some  little  winding  Creek ; 
And  see  the  storm  a  shore. 
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How  happy  in  his  low  degree, 
How  rich  in  humble  Poverty,  is  he, 
Who  leads  a  quiet  country  life ! 
Discharg'd  of  business,  void  of  strife, 
And  from  the  gripeing  Scrivener  free. 
(Thus,  e're  the  Seeds  of  Vice  were  sown, 

Liv'd  Men  in  better  Ages  born, 
Who  Plow'd,  with  Oxen  of  their  own. 

Their  small  paternal  field  of  Corn.) 
Nor  Trumpets  summon  him  to  VVar         lo 

Nor  drums  disturb  his  morning  Sleep, 
Nor  knows  he  Merchants  gainful  care, 

Nor  fears  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 
The  clamours  of  contentious  Law, 

And  Court  and  state,  he  wisely  shuns, 
Nor  brib'd   with   hopes,  nor  dar'd  with 
awe. 

To  servile  Salutations  runs  ; 
But  either  to  the  clasping  Vine 

Does  the  supporting  Poplar  Wed, 
Or  with  his  pruneing  hook  disjoyn  20 

UoHearing  Branches  from  their  Head, 

And  grafts  more  happy  in  their  stead : 
Or  climbing  to  a  hilly  steep. 

He  views  his  Herds  in  Vales  afar. 
Or  Sheers  his  overburden'd  Sheep, 

Or  mead  for  cooling  drink  prepare; 

Of  Virgin  honey  in  the  Jars. 
Or  in  the  now  declining  year, 

When  bounteous  Autumn  rears  his  head, 
He  joyes  to  pull  the  ripen'd  Pear,  30 

And  clustring  Grapes  with  purple  spread. 
The  fairest  of  his  fruit  he  serves, 

Priapus  thy  rewards : 
Sylvanus  too  his  part  deserves. 

Whose  care  the  fences  guards. 
Sometimes  beneath  an  ancient  Oak, 

Or  on  the  matted  grass  he  lies : 
No  God  of  Sleep  he  need  invoke  ; 

The  stream,  that  o're  the  pebbles  flies, 

With  gentle  slumber  crowns  his  Eyes.    40 
The    Wind,    that    Whistles    through    the 
sprays, 

Maintains  the  consort  of  the  Song  ; 
And  hidden  Birds,  with  native  layes. 

The  golden  sleep  prolong. 

B>00B  II.    Text  from  the  original  of  168,^         | 


But  when  the  blast  of  Winter  blows. 
And  hoarv  frost  inverts  the  year, 
Into  the  naked  Woods  he  goes. 
And  seeks  the  tusky  Bour  to  rear. 
With  well  mouth'd  hounds  and  pointed 
Spear. 
Or  spreads  his  subtile  Nets  from  sight     50 

With  twinckling  glasses  to  betray 
The  Larkes  that  in  the  Meshes  light. 

Or  makes  the  fearful  Hare  his  prey. 
Amidst  his  harmless  easie  joys 

No  anxious  care  invades  his  liealtli, 
Nor  Love  his  peace  of  mind  destroys, 

Nor  wicked  avarice  of  Wealth. 
But  if  a  chast  and  pleasing  Wife, 
To  ease  the  business  of  his  Life, 
Divides  with  him  his  houshold  care,        60 
Such  as  the  Sabine  Matrons  were. 
Such  as  the  swift  Apulians  Bride, 

Sunburnt  and  Swarthy  tho'  she  be, 
Will  fire  for  Winter  Nights  provide. 

And  without  nc"  '  wUl  oversee 

His  Children  anu  a.-   "amily. 
And  order  all  thines  till  he  come. 
Sweaty  and  overlabour'd,  home  ; 
K  she  in  pens  his  Flocks  will  fold. 

And  then  produce  her  Dairy  store,      70 
With  Wine  to  drive  away  the  cold. 

And  unbought  dainties  of  the  poor ; 
Not  Oysters  of  the  Lucrine  Lake 

My  sober  appetite  wou'd  wish. 

Nor  Turbel,  or  the  Foreign  Fish 
That  rowling  Tempests  overtake. 

And  hither  waft  the  costly  dish. 
Not  Healhpout,  or  the  rarer  Bird, 

Which  Phasis,  or  Ionia  yields. 
More  pleasing  morsels  wou'd  afford        80 

Than  the  fat  Olives  of  my  fields  ; 
Than  Shards  or  Mallows  for  the  pot. 

That  keep  the  looscn'd  Body  sound 
Or  than  the  Lamb,  that  falls  by  Lot, 

To  the  just  Guardian  of  my  ground. 
Amidst  these  feasts  of  happy  Swains, 

The  jolly  Shcpheard  smiles  to  see 
His  flock  returning  from  the  Plains ; 

The  farmer  k  as  picas'd  as  he. 
To  view  his  Oxen,  sweating  smoak,        90 
Bear  on  their  Necks  the  loosen'd  Yoke : 
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To  look  upon  his  menial  Crew, 
That  sit  around  his  cheerful  hearth, 

And  bodies  spent  in  toil  renew 
With    wholesome    Food    and    Country 
Mirth.  ' 

This  Morecrajt  said  withui  himself ; 


Resoiv'd  to  leave  the  wicked  Town  i 
And  live  retit'd  upon  his  own  i 

He  cali'd  his  Mony  m : 
But  the  prevailiBg  love  of  pelf  100 

Soon  b|^lit  him  on  the  foimer  sheU, 

And  put  it  out  again. 
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TUB  ARGUMENT. 

Chryses,  Priest  of  Apollo,  brings  Presents 
to  Ike  Grecian  Princes,  to  ransom  his  Daughter 
Chryseis,  who  was  Prisont.  in  the  Fleet. 
Agamemnon,  the  General,  whose  Captive  and 
Mistress  the  young  Lady  was,  refuses  to 
deliver  her,  threatens  the  Venerable  Old  Man, 
and  dismisses  him  with  Contumely, — The 
Priest  craves  Vengeance  of  his  God;  who 
sends  a  Plague  among  the  Greeks:  which 
occasions  Achilles,  their  Great  Champion,  to 
summon  a  Council  of  the  Chief  Officers :  He 
encourages  Calchas,  the  High  Priest  and 
Prophet,  to  tell  the  Reason,  why  the  Gods 
wre  so  much  incensed  against  Mem.— Calchas 
is  fearful  of  provoking  Agamemnon,  till 
Achilles  engages  to  protect  him:  Then, 
embolden'd  by  the  Heroe,  he  accuses  the 
General  as  the  Cause  of  all,  by  detaining  the 
Fair  Captive,  and  refusing  the  Presents 
ojjer'd  for  her  Ransom.  By  this  Proceeding, 
Agamemnon  is  oblig'd,  against  his  Will, 
to  restore  Chryseis,  with  Gifts,  that  he  might 
appease  the  Wrath  of  Phcebus;  but  al  the 
same  time,  to  revenge  himself  on  Achilles, 
sends  to  seize  his  Slave  Briseis.  Achilles, 
thus  affronted,  complains  to  his  Mother 
Thetis ;  and  b«gs  her  to  revenge  his  Injury, 
not  only  on  the  General,  but  on  all  the  Army, 
hy  giving  Victory  to  the  Trojans,  till  the 
ungrateful  King  became  sensible  of  his 
Injustice.  Al  the  same  time,  he  retires  from 
the  Camp  into  his  Ships,  and  withdraws ' 

Thb  First  Book  of  Homer's  Ilias.   Tfce  text  ' 
irom  the  original  edition  of  1700.     The  text  U 
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his  aid  from  his  Countrymen.  Thetk 
prefers  her  Son's  Petition  to  Jupiter,  who 
grants  her  Sute.  Tuno  suspects  her  Errand, 
and  quarrels  with  her  Uutband,  for  hU 
Grant;  till  Vulcan  reconciles  hit  Parents 
with  a  Bowl  of  Nectar,  and  sends  Ihtm  feeuf 
My  to  Bed. 

The  wrath  of  Peleus  Son,  0  Muse,  resound  ; 
Whose  dire  Effects  the  Grecian  Aimy  found  : 
And    many    a    Heroe,    King,   and    Iiaidy 

Knight, 
Were  sent,  in  early  Youth,  to  Shades  of 

Night: 
Their  Limbs  a  Prey  to  Dogs  and  Vultures 

made; 
So  was  the  Sov' reign  Will  of  Jove  obey'd : 
From  that  ill-omen'd  Hour  when  Strife  begun, 
Betwixt  Atrides  Great,  and  Thetis  God-like 

Son. 
What  Pow'r  provok'd,  and  for  what  Cause, 

relate, 
Sow'd,  in  their  Breasts,  the  Seeds  of  stern 

E>ebate :  10 

Jove's  and  Lalona's  Son  his  Wrath  express'd. 
In  Vengeance  of  his  violated  Priest, 
Against  the  King  of  Men  ;  who  swoln  with 

Pride. 
Refus'd  his  Presents,  and  his  Pray'rs  deny'd. 
For  this  the  God  a  swift  Contagion  spread 
Amid  the  Camp,  where  Heaps  on  Heaps  lay 

dead. 
For  Venerable  Chryses  came  to  buy. 
With  Gold  and  Gifts  of  Price,  his  Daughter's 

Liberty. 
Suppliant  before  the  Grecian  chiefs  he  stood  ; 
Awful,  and  arm'd  with  Ensigns  of  his  God : 


H  '-■■ 
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Bare  was  his  hoary  Head ;  one  holy  Hand  3t 
Held  forth  his  Luurcl  Crown,  and  one  his 

Sceptre  of  Command. 

Hb  Suit  was  common  ;  but  above  the  rest, 

To  both  the  Brother- Princes  thus  address'd : 

Ye  Sons  of  Alreus,  and  ye  Grecian  Pow'rs, 

So  may  the  Gods  who  dwell  in  Heav'nly 

Bow'rs 
Succeed  your  Siege,  accord  the  Vows  you 

make, 
And  give  you  Troys  Imperial  Town  to  take  ; 
So,  by  their  happy  Conduct,  may  you  come 
With  Conquest  back  to  your  sweet  Native 

Home ;  30 

As  you  receive  the  Ransom  which  I  bring, 
(Respecting    Jove,    and    the    far-shooting 

King,^ 
And  break  my  Daughters  Bonds,  at  my 

desire ; 
And  glad  with  her  Return  her  grieving  Sire. 
With  Shouts  of  loud  Acclaim  the  Greeks 

decree 
To  take  the  Gifts,  to  set  the  Damsel  free. 
The  King  of  Men  alone  with  Fury  burn'd  ; 
And    haughty,    these    opprobrious    Words 

return'd : 
Hence,  Holy  Dotard,  and  avoid  my  Sight, 
E'er  Evil  intercept  thy  tardy  Flight:        40 
Nor  dare  to  tread  this  interdicted  Strand, ) 
Lest  not  that  idle  Sceptre  in  thy  Hand,   f 
Nor  thy  God's  Crown,  my  vow'd  Revenge  | 

withstand.  j 

Hence  on  thy  Life:    The  Captive-Maid  is 

mine ; 
Whom  not  for  Price  or  Pray'rs  I  will  resign : 
Mine  she  shall  be,  till  creeping  Age  and  Time 
Her  Bloom  have  wither'd,  and  consum'd  her 

Prime : 
Till  then  my  Royal  Bed  she  shall  attend  ; 
And  having  first  adorn'd  it,  late  ascend : 
This,  for  the  Night ;  by  Day,  the  Web  and 

Loom  CO 

And  homely  Household-task,  shall  be  her 

Doom, 
Far  from  thy  lov'd  Embrace,  and  ■    '  sweet 

Native  Home. 
He  said:    The  helpless  Priest  reply'd  no 

more, 
But  sped  his  Steps  along  the  hoarse-resound- 
ing Shore : 
Silent  he  fled  ;  secure  at  length  he  stood. 
Devoutly  curs'd  his  Foes,  and  thus  invok'd 

his  God. 


0  Source     .'  Sacred  Light,  attend  my 
Pray'r. 
God  with  the  Silver  Bow,  and  Golden  Hair ; 
Whom  Chrysa,  Cilia,  Tenedos  obeys. 
And  whose  broad   Eye  their  happy  Soil 
surveys ;  ^ 

If,  Smintheus,  I  have  jwur'd  before  thy 

Shrine 
The  Blood  of  Oxen,  Goats,  and  ruddy  Wine, 
And  Larded  Thighs  on  loaded  Altars  laid, 
Hear,  and  my  just  Revenge  propitious  aid, 
Pierce  the  proud  Greeks,  and  with  thy  Sliafu 

attest 
How  much   thy  pow'r  is   injured   in  thy 
Priest. 
Hepray'd,  and  Phachus  hearing,  urg'd  hij 
Flight, 
With  fury  kindled,  from  Olympus  Heijiht ; 
His  Quiver  o'er  his  ample  Shoulders  threw ; 
His  Bow  twang'd,  and  his  Arrows  rattl'd  as 
they  flew.  jo 

Black  as  a  stormy  Night,  he  rang'd  around 
The   Tents,   and    compass'd    the   devoted 

Ground. 
Then  with  full  Force  his  deadly  Bowe  he 

bent. 
And  Feather'd  Fates  among  the  Mules  and 

Sumpters  sent, 
Th'  Essay  of  Rage,  on  faithful  Dops  the 

next ; 
And  last,  in  Humane  Hearts  h      Vrrows 

fix'd. 
The  God  nine  Days  the  Greeks       Rovers 

kill'd. 
Nine  Days  the  Camp  with  Fun'rai  Fires  was 

fill'd  ; 
The  tenth,  Achilles,  by  the  Queens  Com- 
mand, 
Who  bears  Heav'ns  awful  Sceptre  in  her 
Hand,  So 

A   Council    summon'd :     for   the  Goddess 

griev'd 

Her  favour'd  Iloast  shou'd  perish  unrclicv'd. 

The  Kings  assembled,  soon  their  Chief 

inclose ; 

Then  from  his  Seat  the  Goddess-born  arose, 

And  thus  undaunted  spoke :    What  now 

remains. 
But  that  once  more  we  tempt  the  watry 

Plains, 
And  wandring  homeward,  seek  our  Safety 

hence, 
In  Flight  at  least  if  we  can  find  Defciice  ? 


tlH 
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Such  Woes  at  once  encom|>au  us  about. 
The  Plague  within  the  Camp,  the  Sword 

without.  QP 

Consult,  O  King .  the  PropheU  of  th'  Event:V 
And  whence  these  Ills,  and  what  the  Gods 

intent,  I 

Let  them  by  Dreams  explore  ;  for  Dreams  [ 

from  Jovt  are  stnt.  / 

What  want  of  offer'd  Victims,  what  Offence 
III  Fact  committed  cou'd  the  Sun  incense. 
To  deal  his  deadly  Shafu  ?    What  may 

remove 
Ills  settled  Hate,  and  reconcile  his  Love  ? 
That  he  may  look  propitious  on  our  Toils ; 
And  hungry  Graves  no  more  be  glutted  with 

our  Spoils. 
Thus  to  the  King  of  Men  the  Hero  spoke, 
Tlien  Calclm  the  desir'd  Occasion  took :  loi 
Cakhii  the  sacred  Seer,  who  had  in  view 
Tluiigs  present  and  the  past ,   and  Things 

to  come  foreknew, 
Siil)ream  of  Augun,  who  by  Phochus  taught. 
The  Grtnan  Pow'rs  to  Troy's  Destruction 

brought. 
Skill'd  in  the  secret  Causes  of  their  Woes, 
file  Reverend  Priest  in  graceful  Act  arose  : 
And  U .js  bespoke  Vtlidts :  Care  of  Jove 
Javour'd  of  all  th'  Immortal  Pow'rs  above  : 
Woudst  thou  the  Seeds  deep  sown  of  Mis- 
chief know,  ,  jp 
And  why,  provok'd  Apollo  bends  his  bow  ? 
1  light  first  thy  Faith,  inviolably  true 
To  save    me    from  those   Ills,  that  may 

ensue.  ^ 

For  I  shall  tell  ungrateful  Truths,  to  those 

Whose  boundless  Pow'rs  of  Life  and  Death 

dispose. 
And  Sov'reigns,  ever  jealous  of  their  State, 
l-orgiyc  not  those  whom  once  they  mark  for 

Hate ; 
Ev'n  the'  th'  Offence  they  seemingly  direst, 
Revenge,  like  Embers,  rak'd  within  thei^ 
lireast, 

Bursts  forth  in  Flames ;   whose  unresisted 

low  r 
WUl  seize  th'  unwary  Wretch,  and 

devour. 
Such,  and  no  less  is  he.  on  who;n  der  -^rds 
The  sum  of  Things  ;  and  whom  my  Tongue 

of  force  offends. 

Th?/lw  l??^.f~'?  •*'*  *<»e««en  Intent, 
TTat  what  his  Wrath  may  doom,  thy  Valour 
may  prevent.  ' 


120 

soon 


409 

_  To  this  the  stem  Atkilles  made  Reply : 
Be  bold  I  and  on  my  plighted  Faith  rely, 
'JT*!    *        ^«<f*M'  has  inspir'd  thy 

For  common  Good  ;  and  speak  without  con- 

tioul. 
His  Godhead  I  invoke,  by  him  I  swear,   1 10 
That  while  my  Nostrils  draw  this  vital  AiT 
None  shall  presume  to  violate  thow  Bands : 
Or  touch   thy   Person  with  unhallow'd 

Hands : 
Ev'n  not  the  King  of  Men  that  all  com- 
mands. , 
At  this,  resuming  Heart,  the  Prophet  said : 
Nor  Hecatombs  unslain,  nor  Vows  unpaid. 
On  Cretks,  accurs'd,  this  dire  Contagioa 

brmg ; 
Or  call  for  Vengeance  from  the  Bowyer  Kine : 
But   he    the   Tyrant,   whom   none   dares 
resist,  j„ 

Affronts  the  Godhead  in  his  Injur'd  Priest: 
He  keep,  the  Damsel  Captive  m  his  Chain. 
And  I       nts  are  refus'd,  and  Pray'rs  pre- 

icii  d  in  vain. 
For  this  th'  avenging  Pow'r  emplovs  his 

Darts ;  ' 

And  empties  all  hb  Quiver  in  our  Hearts  : 
Thus  will  prsist,  relentless  in  his  ire, 
rill  the  fair  Slave  be  render'd  to  her  Syrc  : 
And  Ransom-free  restor'd  to  his  Abode, 
With  Sacrifice  to  reconcile  the  God  : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  atton'd  by  Pray'r.  may 
cease  j    '       j 

His  Vengeance  justly  vow'd,  and  give  the 
Peace.  ,„ 

Tims  having  said,  he  sate:  Thus  an- 
swer'd  then 

Upstarting  from  his  Throne,  the  King  of 
Men, 

HwBreastwithFuryfill'd.hisEyeswithFire; 
Winch  rowhng  round,  he  shot  in  Sparkles 

on  the  Sire : 
Augur  of  III,  whose  Tongue  was  never  found 
Without  a  Priestly  Curse  or  boding  Sound ; 
For  not  one  bless'd  Event  foretold  to  me 
Pass  d  through  tliat  Mouth,  or  pass'd  un- 

willmgly. 

And  ijow  thou  dost  with  Lies  the  Throne 

invade. 

By    Practice   harden'd   in   thy   sland'rinc 
Trade.  ^^ 
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'iooi.i 
\urii>ti.s 
I  ;o 


Obtending  Ilcav'ii,  for  what  e'er  Ills  Ik  f  li 
And  sputtriri);  under  specious  Num'<  'Iv 

Uall. 
Now  Phnbiis  U  provok'd  ;    his   '<.  t^  ai. 

Lawi 
Arc  in  his  Priest  profun'd,  and  i  t,i'  •    >ik  : 
Since  I  detain  a  Slave,  my  Sov  rf'<  ,.i  i.iie  ; 
And  sacred  Gold,  your  Idol-God,  iV  [ns 
I  love  her  well :   And  well  her  Mint'-  ^.^\'  , 
To  stand  |)rcft'rr'd  before  my  Grti  i 
Not  Clyttmncslra  s  self  in  bcaulu" 
More  churm'd,  or  better  ply'd  '!■< 

Loom : 
Mine  is  the  Maid  ;   and  brnughi 

Hour 
With   every    IIouschol'l-Krace  adcin'd,   to 

bless  my  Nuptial  Bmv'r. 
Yet  shall  she  be  rcstor'd  ;   since  publick\ 

Good  I 

For  private  Int'rcst  ought  not  to  h^  with-  ^ 

stoo<l,  I 

To  save  th'  Effusion  of  my  People's  Ulood.' 
But  Right  requires,  if  I  resign  my  own, 
I  shou'd  not  suffer  for  your  sakes  alone  ; 
Alone  excluded  from  the  Prize  I  Rain'd, 
And  bv  your  common  Suffrage  hav  e  obtain'd 
The  Slave  without  a  Ransom  shall  be  sent : 
It  rests  for  you  to  make  th'  Equivalent.   i8i 
To  this  thefierce  7"//M5a/ian Prince  reply'd: 
O  first  in  Pow'r,  but  passing  all  in  Pride, 
Griping,  and  still  tenacious  of  thy  Hold, 
Would'st  thou  the  Grecian  Chiefs,  though 

largely  Suuld, 
Shou'd  give  the  Prizes  they  had  gain'd  before, 
And  with  their  Loss  thy  Sacrilege  restore  .•' 
Whate'er  by  force  of  Arms  the  Soldier  got, 
Is  each  his  own,  by  dividend  of  Lot : 
Which  to  resume,  were  both  unjust,  and 

base ;  190 

Not  to  be  borne  but  by  a  servile  Race. 
But  this  we  can  :   If  Saturn's  Son  bestows 
T.ie  Sack  of   I'roy,  which  he  by  Promisf 

owes  ; 
Then  shall  the  conquering  Greeks  thy  Loss 

restore. 
And  with  large  Int'rest  make  th'  advantage 

more. 
To  this   Atrides   answer'd.  Though    thv 

Boast 
Assumes    the   foremost    Name   of   all  our 

Host, 
Pretend  not,  mighty  Man,  that  what  )~  nine, 
ControU'd  by  thee,  I  tamely  shou'd  rt^ ,  ;i. 


Shall    I    release   the    Frixe   I    gmin'd  by 

Rifiht.  300 

In  taken  Town*,  and  many  a  bloody  Fi^lit, 
While  thou  detain'st  Briseis  in  thy  Bands, 
By  priestly  glossing  on  thcGocl'sCommands ; 
Resolve  on  this,  (a  short  Alternative) 
I  (^uit  mine,  or,  in  Exchange,  another  gi\  t.  , 
hise  I,  assure  thy  Soul,  by  Sov'ri  i:ii  Riglii 
vVill  seize  thy  Captive  in  thy  own  Despiphi. 
Or  fro'i  s>'>i't  Ajax,  or  Vlyssts,  bear 
">  '    '  01!       'rize  my  Fancy  shall  prefer : 
i '    .  ^oiiiy  murmur,  or  aloud  coni|  'lain,  ;io 
Iv...  c  as  yuu  please,  you  shall  resist  in  vjin. 
•ut  more  of  this,  in  proper  Time  and  I'larc ; 
To  Things  of  greater  Moment  let  uai  pass. 
.\  Sii',1)  to  sail  the  sacred  Seas  prepare  ;      , 
I'rouit  in  her  Trim  ;  and  put  on  board  the  I 

Fair,  '- 

With  Sacrifice  and  Gifts,  and  all  the  Ponin  i 

of  Pray'r.  I 

The  Crew  well  cltosen,  the  Command  slialh 

be  I 

In  Ajax  ;  or  if  other  I  decree,  • 

In  Crela's  King,  or  Ithacus,  or,  if  I  plva!« 

in  Thee :  I 

Most  ht  thy  self  to  see  i)erform'd  th'  Intent , 
From  which  my  Pris'ner  from  my  Sight  is  I 

sent ;  221  !• 

(Thanks  to  thy  pious  Care)  that  Phabus\ 

may  relent.  ' 

At  this,  Achilles  roul'd  his  furious  Eves, 
Fix'd  on  the  King  askant  ;  and  thus  nplics : 
0,  Impudent,  regardful  ol  thy  own. 
Whose  thoughts  arc   cciiler'd  on  ths   self 

alone, 
Advanc'd  to  Soverti>^ii  Sw  ay,  for  better  Emi 
Than  thus  like  abject  Slaves  to  treat  il- 

Friends. 
What6>«Aishe,thaturg'dbythyComniai! 
Against    the    Trojan   Troops   will   lift      - 

Hand  ?  ; 

Not  I :   Nor  such  inforc'd  Respect  I  nne ; 
Nor  Pergamus  I  hate,  nor  Priam  is  my  Iw. 
What  Wrong  irom  Troy  remote,  on'd  I, 

sustain,  I 

To  leave  my  fruitful  Soil,  and  happy  Ktign,  - 
And   plough   the   Surges  of    the   storisivi 

Main  ?  ' 

Thee,  frontless  Man.  we  follow'd  from  afar ; 
Thy  Instruments  ci  Death,and  Tools  of  War 
Thine  is  the  Triumph  ;  ours  tlie  Toil  .'mit : 
We  bear  thee  on  our  Backb,  and  mount  iliM 

on  the  Throne. 


Till 
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For  thee  we  fall  in  Fi;;bt ;  for  thee  rcdrcu 
Tliy  bafllcd  Urother ;   not  the  WnHigi  at 

Crttt*.  J4I 

And   DOW    thou    threatcn'tt   with   unjuit 

Decree, 
To  puni»h  thy  affronting  Heav'n,  on  me. 
To  seize  the  Prixe  m  hich  I  so  dearly  bought ; 
Uy  common  Suflrage  giv'n,  contirm'd  by 

Lot, 
Mean  Matcli  to  thine :    For  ttill  above  the 

rest, 
Thy  hook'd  rapacious  Hands  usurp  the  best. 
Though  mine  are  first  in  Fight,  to  force  the 

Prey; 
And  last  sustain  the  Labours  l4  the  Day. 
iNor  grudge  I  tbee  the  much  the  Grecians 
,.    eive;  250 

Nor  murm  nng  take  the  httle  I  receive. 
Yet  ev'n  this  little,  thou,  who  woud'st  n  • 

gross 
The  whole,  Insatiate,  envy'st  as  thy  Loss. 
Kiiow,then,  for  Phthya  fix'd  is  rn    return :    ) 
lietter  at  home  my  ill-paid  I'r  'n»  io  mourn,  f 

TliantromanEqualhcresustainthepublickf 
acorn.  j 

Till'   King,   whose    Urows   with   shining 

Gold  were  bound, 
Who  saw  his  Throne  «ith  scepter'd  Slaves 

encompass'd  round, 
Tims  answer'd  stern  :   Go,  at  thy  Pleasure, 

go: 
\\'  need  not  such  a  Friend,  nor  fear  we  such 
.,    •''*'o«-  260 

I'    re  will  not  want  to  follow  me  in  Fight : 
Jove  will  assist,  and  Jove  assert  my  Right. 
But  thou  of  all  the  Kings  (his  Care  below) 
Art  least  at  niy  Command,  and  most  my  Foe. 
DtiMtes,  Dissenfrons.  l^roars  are  thv  Joy  ; 
Provok'd  without  Oflcmc,  and  practis'd  to 

destroy. 
Strength  is  of  Brutes  ;   and  not  th  >■  Ikwsl 

At  leao   'lis  lent  from  Hcav'ij ;  ainl  not  thv 

own. 
Fly  then,  ill-manner'd,  to  thy  Native  Land 
And  there,  thy  Ant-born  Myrmidons  com 

niarwl.  2-0 

Biit  mark  this  Menace;  siiio:  I  nnol  resiijn 
Mv  black-ey'd  Maid,  to  please   the  Pow'rs 

di'  itif : 

(A  wf    ri;;g'd  Vessel  in  the  Port  attends, 
w-nn  cJ  at  my  Charge,  commanded  (  v  mv 
Friends) 


The  Ship  shall  waft  her  to  her  wish'd  Abode. 
Full  fraught  with  holy  Uribet  to  the  fu- 

shootuig  God. 
Thii  thus  dUiMtch'd,  I  owe  my  self  the  Care, 
My  Faroe  and  mjur'd  Honour  to  repair : 
troin   th;r  own  Tent,  proud  Man.  in   thy 

*«Pfht,  3jl 

This  Hand  shall  ravish  thy  pretended  Right. 
Bnsets  shall  be  mine,  and  thou  shah  see.  \ 
What  odds  of  awful  Pow'r  I  have  on  thee  :  f 
That  others  at  thy  cost  may  learn  thcf 

din  fence  of  degree.  / 

u-^'n  ****  ^h'  Impatient  Hero  sowrly  smil'd, 
H»  Heart.  imi)etuou8  in  his  Bosom  boil'l, 
And  justlcd  by  two  Tidcji  of  equal  sway 
Stood,  for  a  while,  su»jH,ndcd  in  his  wa\ 
Betwixt  his  1  ;cason  an^  his  Rage  untani'u 
One  whisper'e  soft,  and  .ne  aloud  reclaimed  • 
That  oiilv  counsell'd  to  t!  e  safer  side  ;  200 
This  to  the  Sword  his  rca-  y  Hand  ai)ply'd. 
Unpunish'd  tosupjwrt  th'  Affront  was  hard  • 
Nor  easy  was  th'   Attempt  to  force  the 

Guard. 

But  soon  the  Thirst  of  Vengeance  fir'd  his 

Blood: 
Half  shone  his  Faulchion,  atid  half  she«»h'd 

It  stood. 
In  that  nice  Moment,  Pallas,  from  ab.  ^  e, 
Commission'd  by  th'  Im  erial  Wife  of  '  .  t 
Descend,  d  swift :    (the  white-,   ru'd  Oueen 

WES  loath 
The  Fight  shou'd  fdlow  ;  for  Me  favour'd 

,      ^^-^  aoo 

Tust  as  m  Act  he  stood,  in  Ooudi.  m'  .rin'd, 

er  Han:  she  fasten'd  on  his  H;.     behind  ; 

Ihen    backward   by    his   ycM  a    Curls  ^ne 

drew ; 
To  him  and  him  alone  rronfe^    d  in  view. 
Tam'd  by  superiour  I  or'  -.  ht     irn'd  hb  Eyes 
Aghast  41  first,  and  stui  id  w  .n  Surprize  : 
liut  by  her  sparkling  Ey     ,1,   d  ardent  Look, 
Uie  Virgin-Warrinr  knoun.  lie  thus  besmke 
tom'st    thou  -stial     to    behold    my 

Wrongs  .-• 
Then  view  the  V'enp  m 

belongs. 
Thus  He.    T'  c  bhie-e\ 

rejoin'd : 
f  eoiiie  to  calm  thy  tv    a^f 
I   Reason  will  resum 
•  -  '"l'  sent  by  Jutto,  „a„ds  obey." 

309  TlienJ  £jX  ^ivt  To 


whiclj  to  Crimes 

1  Goddess  thus 

310 
fft  oi  .find, 
A  eraign  Sway, 
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Equal  she  loves  you  both,  and  I  protect : 
Then  give  thy  Guardian  Gods  their  due 

respect ; 
And  cease  Contention  ;  be  thy  Words  severe, 
Sharp  as  he  merits :  But  tlie  Sword  forbear. 
An  Hour  unhop'd  already  wuigs  her  way. 
When  he  his  dire  Affront  shall  dearly  piiy : 
When  the  proud  King  shall  sue,  with  trebblc 

Gain,  320 

To  quit  thy  Loss,  and  conquer  thy  Disdaui. 
But  thou,  secure  of  my  unfailing  Word, 
Compose  thy  swelling  Soul ;  and  sheath  the 

Sword. 
The  Youth  thus  answer'd  mild ;   Auspi- 
cious Maid, 
Heaven's  will  be  mine,  and  your  Commands 

obey'd. 
The  Gods  are  just,  and  when  subduing  Sense, 
We  serve  their  Pow'rs,  provide  the  Recom- 

p)cnce. 
He  said ;    with  surly   Faith  believ'd  her 

Word, 
And,  in  the  Sheath,  reluctant,  plung'd  the 

Sword. 
Her  Message  done,  she  mounts  the  bless'd 

Abodes,  330 

And  mix'd  among  the  Senate  of  the  Gods. 

At  her  Departure  his  Disdain  return'd : 
The   Fire    she   fan'd,   with   greater   Fury 

burn'd ; 
Rumbling  within  till  thus  it  found  a  Vent : 
Dastard,  and  Drunkard,  Jlcan  and  Insolent : 
Tongue-valiant  Hero,  Vaunter  of  thy  Might, 
In  Threats  the  foremost,   but   the  lag   in 

Fight; 
When  did'st  thou  thrust  amid  the  mingled 

Preacc, 
Content  to  bid  the  War  aloof  in  Peace  ? 
Arms  are  the  Trade  of  each  Pkbeyan  soul ; 
'Tis  Death  to  fight ;    but  Kingly  to  coii- 

troul.  341 

Lord-like  at  ease,  with  arbitrary  Pow'r, 
To  peel  the  Chiefs,  the  People  to  devour. 
These,  Traitor,  are  thy  Tallents  ;  safer  far 
Than  to  contend  in  Fields,  and  Toils  of  War. 
Nor  coud'st  thou  thus  have  dar'd  the  com- 
mon Hate, 
Were  not  their  Souls  as  abject  as  their  State. 
But,  by  this  Scepter,  solemnly  I  swear, 
(Which  never  more  green  Leaf  or  growing 

Branch  shall  bear : 


339  bid]  Dntl*H's  sp*lUnfiA\A<\t 


Tom  from  the  Tree,  and  giv'n  by  Jove  to 

those  350 

Who  Laws  dispence  and   mighty  Wrongs 

oppose) 
That  when  the  Grecians  want  my  wonted 

Aid, 
No  Gift  shall  bribe  it,  and  no  Prsy'r  per- 
suade. 
When  Hector  comes,  the  Homicide,  to  wield 
Ilis  conquering  Arms,  with  Corps  to  strow 

the  Field, 
Then  shalt  thou  mourn  thy  Pride  ;  and  late 

confess 
My     Wrong    repented,    when    'tis     past 

Redress. 
He  said :  And  with  Disdain,  in  open  vlcv,, 
Against   the   Ground   his   golden   Scepter 

threw ; 
Then    sate :     with    boiling    Rage   Alrida 

burn'd :  ^oo 

And  Foam  betwixt  his  gnashing  Grinders 

churn'd. 
But    from   his    Scat  the  Pylian  Prince 

arose. 
With  Reas'ning  mild,  their  Madness  to  com- 
pose : 
Words,  sweet  as  Ilony,  from  his  Mouth 

distili'd ; 
Two  Centuries  already  he  fulfill'd  ; 
And  now  began  the  third  ;  unbroken  vet : 
Once  fam'd  for  Courage ;    still  in  Council 

great. 
What  worse,  he  said,  can  Argos  under^'o, 
What  can  more  gratify  the  Phrygian  Foe, 
Than  these  distemper'd  Heats  ?  If  botii  the 

Lights  ,i;o 

Of  Greece  their  private  Int'rest  disunites ! 
Believe  a  Friend,  with  thrice  your  Years 

increas'd. 
And  let  these  youthful  Passions  be  repress'd : 
I  flourish'd  long  before  your  Birth ;  and] 

then  I 

Liv'd  equal  with  a  Race  of  braver  Men,    [ 
Than  these  dim  Eyes  shall  e'er  behold  agenJ 
Cineus  and  Dryas,  and,  excelling  them, 
Great   Theseus,  and  the  Force  of  greater 

Polypheme. 
With  these  I  went,  a  Brother  of  the  War, 
Their  Dangers  to  divide ;    their  Fame  to 

share.  380 

Nor  idle  stood  with  unassisting  Hands, 
When  salvage  Beasts,  and  Men's  more  sal* 

vage  Bands, 
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Their  virtuous  Toil  subdued:    yet  those 

I  sway'd, 
With  pow  rful  Speech  :    I  spoite,  and  they 

obcy'd. 
If  such  as  those,  my  Councils  cou'd  reclaim, 
Think  not,  young  Warriors,  your  diniinish'd 

Name 
Shall  lose  of  Lustre,  by  subjecting  Rage 
To  ilie  cool  Dictates  of  experienc'd  Age. 
Thou,  King  of  Men,  stretch  not  thy  sove- 
reign Sway 
Beyond  the  Bounds  free  Subjects  can  obey : 
But  let  Pelides  in  his  Prize  rejoice,  391 

Atchiev'd  in  arms,  allow'd  by  publick  Voice. 
Nor  Thou,  brave  Champion,  witii  his  Pow'r 

contend, 
Before   whose   Throne   ev'n    Kings    their 

lower'd  Scepters  bend. 
The  Head  of  Action  He,  and  Thou  the  Hand, 
Matchless   thy   Force;    but   mightier   his 

Command : 
Thou  first,  O  king,  release  the  righto  of 

Sway ; 
Pow'r,  seif-rcstrain'd,  the  People  best  obey. 
Sanctions  of  Law  from  TTiee  derive  their 

Source ; 
Command  thy  Self,  whom  no  Commands 

can  force.  400 

The  Son  of  Thetis  Rampire  of  our  Host, 
Is  worth  our  Care  to  keep ;   nor  shall  my 

Pray'rs  be  lost. 
Thus  Nestor  said,  and  ceas'd:    Atrides 

broke 
His  Silence   next;  but   ponder'd   e'er   he 

spoke. 
JVise  are  thy  Words,  and  glad  I  would  obey. 
But  this  proud  Man  affects  Imperial  Sway. 
Controlling  Kings,  and  trampling  on  our 

State 
His  Will  is  Law ;  and  what  he  wills  is  Fate. 
The  Gods  have  giv'n  him  Strength :    But 

whence  the  Style, 
Of  lawless  Pow'r  assum'd,  or  Licence  to 

revile  ?  ^,0 

/(Miles  cut  him  short ;  and  thus  reply'd  : 

My  \Vorth  allow'd   in  Words,  is  in  effect 

oeny'd. 
For  who  but  a  Poltron,  possessed  with  Fear, 
Such  haughty  Insolence  can  tamely  bear  ? 
(.ommand  thy  Slaves:    My  freeborn  Soul 

disdams 

Tyrant's  Curb;   and  restiff  breaks  the 
Reins. 


Take  this  along ;  that  no  Dispute  shall  rise 
(Though  mine  the  Woman)  for  my  ravish'd 

Prize : 
But,  she  excepted,  as  unworthy  Strife, 
Dare^not,  I  charge  thee  dare  not,  on  thy 

Touch  ought  of  mine  beside,  by  Lot  my  due. 
But  stand  aloof,  and  think  profane  to  view  : 
This  Fauchion,  else,  not  hitherto  withstood, 
These  hostile  Fields  shall  fatten  with  thy 
Blood. 

He  said  ;  and  rose  the  first :  the  Council 
broke ; 
And  all  their  grave  Consults  dissolv'd  in 
Smoke. 

The  Royal  Youth  retir'd,  on  Vengeance 

bent, 
I'alroclus  follow'd  silent  to  his  Tent. 
Mean  time,  the  King  with  Gifts  a  Vessel 

stores ; 
Supplies  the   Banks  with   twenty  chosen 

Oars :  ^^^ 

And  next,  to  reconcile  the  shooter  God, 
Within  lier  hollow  Sides  the  Sacrifice  he 

stow'd : 
Chryseis  last  was  set  on  Loord  ;    whose 

Hand 
Ulysses  took,  intrusted  with  Command  ; 
They  plow  the  liquid  Seas  ;  and  leave  the 

less  ning  Land. 
Atrides  then  his  outward  Zeal  to  boost, 
Bade  purify  the  Sin-polluted  Host. 
With    perfect    Hecatombs   the   God   they 

grac'd ; 
Whose  offer'd  Entrails  in  the  Main  were  cast. 
Black  Bulls,  and  bearded  Goats  on  Altars 

lie ;  440 

And  douds  of  sav'ry  stench   involve  the 

Sky. 
These  Pomps  the  Royal  Hypocrite  design'd 
For  Shew :  But  harbour'd  Vengeance  in  his 

Mind: 
Till  holy  Malice,  longing  for  a  Vert, 
At  length,  discover'd  his  conceal'd  Intent. 
Talthybius,  and  Euryhates  the  just. 
Heralds  of  Arms,  and  Ministers  of  Trust, 
He  call'd  ;  and  thus  bespoke :  Haste  hence 

your  way ; 
And  from  the  Goddess-born  demand  his 

Prey. 
If  yielded,  bring  the  Captive  :  If  deny'd. 
The  King  (so  tell  him)  shall  chastise  his 

Pride:  4 J, 


4H 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HOMER. 


And  with  artn'd  Multitudes  in  Person  come 
To  vindicate   his   Pow'r,  and  justify   his 

Doom. 
This    hard   Command   unwilling   they 

obey, 
And  o'er  tiie  barrenShore  pursue  theirway, 
Where  quartcr'd  in  their  Camp,  the  fierce 

Thessalians  lay. 
Their  Sov'reign  seated  on  his  Chair,  they 

find ; 
His  pensive  Cheek  upon  his  liand  reclin'd, 
And  anxious  Thoughts  revolving  in  iiis 

Mind. 
With  gloomy  Looks  he  saw  them  entring  in 
Without   Salute :    Nor  durst    they  first 

begin,  461 

Fearful  of  rash  Offence  and  Death  foreseen. 
He  soon  the  Cause  divining,clcar'd  his  Brow; 
And  thus  did  liberty  of  Speech  allow. 

Interpreters  of  Gods  and  Men,  be  bold 
Awful  your  Character,  and  uncontroH'd : 
Howe'er  unpleasing  be  the  News  you  bring, 
I  blame  not  you,  but  your  Imperious  King. 
You  come,  I  know,  my  Captive  to  demand  ; 
Patroclus,  give  her  to  the  Herald's  Hand. 
But  you,  authentick  Witnesses  I  bring,  471 
Before  the  Gods,  and  your  ungra  eful  King, 
Of  this  my  Manifest :  That  never  more 
This  Hand  shall  combate  on  the  crooked 

Shore : 
No,  let  the  Grecian  Pow'rs  oppress'd   in 

Fight, 
Unpity'd  perish  in  their  Tyrants  Sight. 
Blind  of  the  future,  and  by  Rage  misled. 
He  pulls  his  Crimes  upon  his  People's  Head 
Forc'd  from  the  Field  in  Trenches  to  con- 
tend, 
And  his  Insulted  Camp  from  foes  defend.  480 
He  said,  and  soon,  obeying  his  Intent, 
Patroclus  brought  Briseis  from  her  Tent ; 
Then  to  th'  intrusted  Messengers  resign'd : 
She  wept,  and  often  cast  her  Eyes  behind  ; 
Forc'd  from  the  Man  she  lov'd :    They  led 

her  thence. 
Along  the  Shore  a  Pris'ner  to  their  Prince. 
Sole  on  the  barren  Sands  the  suff'ring 

Chief 
Roar'd  out  for  Anguish,  and  indulg'd  his 

Grief ; 
Cast  on  his  Kindred  Seas  a  stormy  Look, 
And  his  upbraided  Mother  thus  bespoke.  490 

Unhappy  Parent  of  a  short-liv'd  Son, 
Since  Jove  in  Pity  by  thy  Pray'rs  was  won 


To  grace  my  small  Remains  of  Breath  with 

Fame, 
Why  loads   he    this  imbitter'd  Life  with 

Shame  ? 
Sufi'ring  his  King  of  Men  to  force  my  Slave, 
Whom  well  deserv'd  in  War,  the  Grecians 

gave. 
Set   by   old   Ocean's  side   the   Goddess 

heard ; 
Then  from  the  sacred  Deep  her  Head  she 

rear'd : 
Rose  like  a  Morning-mist ;  and  thus  begun 
To  soothe  tho  Sorrows  of  her  plaintive  Son. 
Why  cry's  my  Care,  and  why  conceals  his 

Smart  ?  501 

Let  thy  afflicted  Parent  share  her  part. 
Then  sighing  from   the  bottom  of  his 

Breast, 
To  the  Sea-Goddess  thus  the  Goddcss-bom 

address' d. 
Thou  know'st  my  Pain,  which  telling  but 

recals : 
By  Force  of  Arms  we  raz'd  the  Thehan 

Walls ; 
The  ransack'd  City,  taken  by  our  Toils, 
We  left,  and  hither  brought  the  golden 

Spoils.; 
Equal  we  shar'd  them  ;  but  before  the  rest, 
The  proud  Prerogative  had  seiz'd  the  best. 
Cliryseis  was  the  greedy  Tyrant's  Prize,  511 
Chryseis,  rosy-cheek'd,  with  charming  Eyes. 
Her  Syre,  Atollo's  Priest,  arriv'd  to  buy 
With  profler'd  Gifts  of  Price,  his  Daughter's 

Liberty. 
Suppliant  before  the  Grecians  Chiefs  hestood, 
Awful,  and  arm'd  with  Ensigns  of  his  God : 
Bare  was  his  hoary  Head,  one  holy  Hand 
Held  forth  h,.  Lawrel-Crown,  and  one,  his 

Scepter  of  Command. 
His  suit  was  common,  but  above  the  reft 
To  both  the  Brother-Princes  was  address'd. 
With  Shouts  of  loud  Acclaim  the  Gretis 

agree  52> 

To  take  the  Gifts,  to  set  the  Pris'ner  free. 
Not  so  the  Tyrant,  who    with  scorn  the 

Priest 
Receiv'd,  and  with  opprobrious  Words  dis- 

miss'd. 
The  good  old  Man,  forlorn  of  human  Aid, 
For   Vengeance    to   his   heav'nly  Pation 

pray'd : 
The  Godhead  gave  a  favourable  Ear, 
And  granted  aU  to  him  he  held  so  dear ; 
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In  an  ill  Hour  his  piercing  Shafts  he  sped  ;• 
And  Heaps  on  Heaps  of  slaughter'd  Greeks 

lay  dead,  c» 

While   round    the   Camp   he   rang'd :    At 

length  arose 
A  Seer  who  well  divin'd  ,  and  durst  disclose 
The  Source  of  all  our  Ills  :  I  took  the  Word  ; 
And  urg'd  the  sacred  Slave  to  be  restor'd, 
The  God  appeas'd :   The  swelling  Monarch 

storm'd : 
And  then  the  Vengeance  vow'd,  he  since 

perform'd : 
The  Greeks  'tis  true,  their  Ruin  to  prevent. 
Have  to  the   Royal   Priest  his  Daughter 

sent : 
But  from  their  haughty  King  his  Heralds 

came. 
And  seiz'd  by  his  command,  my  Captive 

Dame,  ^^o 

By  common  Suffrage  given  ;  but,  thou,  be 

won, 
If  in  thy  Pow'r,  t*  avenge  thy  injur'd  Son  : 
J^cend  the  Skies  ;  and  supplicating  move 
Thy  lust  Complaint   to   Cloud-compelling 

Jove. 
If  thou  by  either  Word  or  Deed  hast  wrought 
A    kind     remembrance     in    his    erateful 

Thought,  ^ 

Urge  him  by  that :  For  often  hast  thou  said 
Thy  Pow  r  was  once  not  useless  in  his  Aid, 
When  He  who  high  above  the  Highest  reigns, 
Surpnzd  by  Traytor-Gods,  was  bound  in 

Chains.  ..^ 

When  Juno,  Pallas,  with  Ambition  fir'd, 
And  his  blue  Brother  of  the  Seas  conspir'd. 
Thou  freed  st  the  Soveraign  from  unworthy 

Bands,  ' 

Thou  brought'st  Briareus  with  his  hundred 

Hands, 
(So  call'd  in  Heav'n,  but  mortal  Men  below 
By  his  terrestrial  Name,  jEgeon  know : 
Twice  stronger  than  his  Syre,  who  sate  above 
Assessor  to  the  Throne  of  thundring  Jove.) 
Ihe  Gods,  dismay'd  at  his  approach,  with- 
drew. 
Nor  durst  their  unaccomplish'd  Crime  pur- 

*"*•  q6o 

That  Action  to  his  grateful  Mind  recal : 
Embrace  his  Knees,  and  at  hU  FooUtool 

tall : 

That  now  if  ever,  he  will  aid  our  Foes  ; 
dS*-  '"""P***"*  "^'OOP*  t*>e  Ciimp  in- 


Oura  beaten  to  the  Shore,  the  Siege  forsake ; 
And  what  their  King  deserves  with  him  par- 

take; 
That  the  proud  Tyrant  at  his  proper  Cost, 
May  learn  the  Value  of  the  Man  he  lost. 
To    whom    the    Mother-Goddess     thus 

reply'd, 
Sigh'd  ere  she  spoke,  and  while  she  spoke 

shecry'd,  ^^ 

Ah  wretched  me  !  by  Fates  averse  decreed 
To  bring  thee  forth  with  Pain,  with  care  to 

breed  ! 
Did  envious  Heav'n  not  otherwise  ordain, 
Safe  m  thy  hollow  Ships  thou  shou'd'st 

remain ; 
Nor  ever  tempt  the  fatal  Field  again.         , 
But  now  thy  Planet  sheds  his  pois'nout 

Rays: 
And  short,  and  full  of  Sorrow  are  thy  Days 
For  what  remains,  to  Heav'n  I  will  ascend. 
And  at  the  Thund'rer's  Throne  thy  Suit  com- 

mend. 
Till   then,  secure  in  Ships,  abstain  from 

Indulge  thy  Grief  in  Tears,  and  vent  thy 

Spight. 
For  yesterday  the  Court  of  Heav'n  with 

Jove 
Remov'd :  'Tis  dead  Vacation  now  above. 
Twelve  Days  the  Gods  their  solemn  ReveU 

keep, 

And  quaff  with  blameless  Ethlops  in  the 

Deep. 
Return'd  from  thence,  to  Heav'n  my  Flicht 

I  take,  * 

Knock  at  the  brazen  Gates,  and  Providence 

awake, 

Embrace  his  Knees,  and  suppliant  to  the 

Sire, 
Doubt  not  I  will  cotain  the  grant  of  thy 

desire.  ' 

She  said :    And  parting  left  him  on  the 

c     .P'*"'  590 

Swoln  with  Disdain,  resenting  his  Disgrace: 
Revengeful  Thoughts  revolving  in  his  Mind, 
He  wept  for  Anger  and  for  Love  he  pin'd. 
Mean  time  with  prosperous  Gales,  Ulysses 
brought 
The  Slave,  and  Ship  with  Sacrifices  fraught. 
To  Chrysa  s  Pott :   Where  entring  with  the 
Tide, 

He  drop'd  his  Anchors,  and  his  Oare  he 
ply'd. 
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Fcrl'd  every  Sail,  and  drawing  down  the 

Mast, 
His  Vessel  moor'd  ;  and  made  with  Haulsers 

fast.  599 

Descending  on  the  Plain,  ashore  they  bring 
The  Hecatomb  to  pk-ase  the  shooter  King. 
The  Dame  before  an  Altars  holy  Fire 
Ulysses  led  ;  and  thus  bespoke  her  Sire. 
Reverenc'd   be   thou,   and   be   thy   God 

ador'd : 
The  King  of  Men  thy  Daughter  has  restor'd  ; 
And  sent  by  me  with  Presents  and  with 

Pray'r ; 
He  recommends  him  to  thy  pious  Care  ; 
That  Phoebus  at  thy  Sute  his  Wrath  may 

cease. 
And  give  the  ])enitent  Offenders  Peace. 
He  said,  and  gave  her  to  her  Fathc's 

Hands,  610 

Who  glad  recciv'd  her,  free  from  servile 

Bands. 
This    done,    in    Order    they    with     solier 

Grace, 
Their   gifts   around    the    well-built    Altar 

place. 
Then  wash'd,  and  took  the  Cakes ;   while 

Chryses  stood 
With  Hands  upheld,  and  tlius  invok'd  his 

God. 
God  of   the   Silver  Bow,  whose  Eyes 

survey 
The  sacred  Cilia,  thou  whose  awful  Sway, 
Chrysa  the  bless'd,  and  Tenedos  obey : 
Now  hear,  as  tiiou  before  my  Pray'r  hast 

heard, 
Against  the  Grecians,  and  their  Prince,  pre- 

ferr'd :  620 

Once  thou  hast  honour'd,  honour  once  again 
Thy  Priest ;    nor  let  his  second  Vows  be 

vain ; 
But  from  th'  afllictcd  Host  and  humbled 

Prince 
Avert  thy  Wrath,  and  cease  thy  Pestilence. 
Apollo  heard,  and,  conquering  his  Disdain, 
Unbent  his  Bow  and  Greece  respir'd  again. 
Now  when  the  solemn  Rites  of  Pray'r  were 

past. 
Their  salted  Cakes  on  crackling  Flames  they 

cast. 
Then,  turning  back,  the  Sacrifice  they  sped : 
The  fatted  Oxen  slew,  and  flea'd  the  Dead, 

630  flea'd]  i.  e.  flay'il  as  tdd,  print. 


Chopp'd  off  their  nervous  Thighs,  and  next 

prepar'd  631 

T'  involve  the  lean  in  Cauls,  and  mend  with 

Lard. 
Sweet-breads  and  Collops  were  with  Skewers 

prick 'd 
About  the  Sides  ;  inbibing  what  they  deck'd. 
Tiie  Priest  with  holy  Hands  was  seen  to  tine 
The  cloven  Wood,  and  pour  the  ruddy  Wine, 
The  Youth  approach'd  the  Fire,  and  Ui  it 

bum'J 
On  five  sharp  Broachcrs  rank'd,  the  Roast 

they  turn'd ; 
These  Morsels  stay'd  their  stomachs  ;  then 

the  rest 
They  cut  in  Legs  and  Fillets  for  the  Feast ; 
Which  drawn  and  scrv'd,  their  Hunger  tiicy 

ap[)ease  641 

With  sav'ry  Meat, and  set  theirMinds  ateasc. 

Now  when  the  rage  of  Eating  was  rcpell'd, 

The  Boys  with  generous  Wine  the  Goblets 

fill'd. 
Tlie  first  Libations  to  the  Gods  they  |)our : 
And  then  with  Songs  indulge  the  Genial 

Hour, 
Holy  Debaucli !  till  Day  to  Night  they  bring, 
With  Hymns  and   Paeans  to  the  Bowver 

King. 
At  Sun-set  to  their  Ship  they  make  return, 
And  snore  secure  on  Decks,  till  rosy  Morn. 
The  Skies  with  dawning  Day  were  |)urpled 

o'er ;  651 

Awak'd,  with  lab'ring  Oars  they  leave  tlie 

Shore : 
The  Pow'r  appeas'd,  with  Winds  suffic'd  the 

Sail, 
The   bellying   Canvass   strutted   with  the 

Gale ; 
The  Waves  indignant  roar  with  surly  Pride, 
And  press  against  the  Sides,  and  beaten  off 

divide. 
They  cut  the  foamy  way,  with  Force  impeli'd 
Supcriour,  till  the  Trojan  Port  they  held : 
Then  hauling  on    the   Strand,  their  Gaily 

moor. 
And  pitch  their  Tents  along  the  crooked 

Shore.  660 

Mean  time  the  Goddess-born  in  secret 

pin'd ; 
Nor  visited  the  Camp,  nor  in  the  Council 

join'd, 


659  moor]  Moor  ijoo. 
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But,  keeping  close,  his  gnawing  Heart  he  fed 
With  Hopes  of  Vengeance  on  the  Tyrant's 

Head: 
And  wish'd  for  bloody  Wars  and  mortal 

Wounds, 
And  of  the  Greeks  oppress'd  in  Fight,  to  hear 
the  dying  Sounds. 
Now,  when  twelve  Days  compleat  had 
run  their  Race, 
The  Gods   bethought  them  of  the  Cares 

belonging  to  their  place. 
Joi'e  at  their  Head  ascending  from  the  Sea, 
A  slioal  of  puny  Pow'rs  attend  his  way.   670 
Tlicn  Thetis  not  unmindful  of  her  Son 
Emerging  from  the  Deep,  to  beg  her  Boon, 
Pursu'd  their  Track ;    and  waken'd  from 

his  Rest, 
Before    the    Soveraign    stood    a    Momine 
Guest.  ^ 

Him  in  the  Circle  but  apart,  she  found  : 
The  rest  at  awful  Distance  stood  around. 
She  bow'd,  and  e'er  she  durst    her  Sute 

begin. 
One  Hand  embrac'd  his  Knees,  one  prop'd 

his  Chin. 
Then  thus.    H  I,  Celestial  Sire,  in  aught 
Have  serv'd    thy    Will,   or   gratify'd   thy 

Thought,  6§o 

One  glimpse  of  Glory  to  my  Issue  give ; 
Grac'd  for  the  little  time  he  has  to  live, 
pishonour'd  by  the  King  of  Men  he  stands  : 
His  rightful  Prize  is  ravish'd  from  his  Hands. 
But  thou,  0  Father,  in  my  Son's  Defence, 
Assume  thy  Pow'r,  assert  thy  Providence. 
Let  Troy  prevail,  till  Greece  th'  Afiront  has 

paid 
With  doubled  Honours ;  and  redecm'd  his 

Aid. 
She  ceas'd,  but  the  consid'ring  God  was 

mute :  689 

Til!  she,  resolv'd  to  win,  renew'd  her  Sute  : 
Nor  loos'd  her  Hold,  but  forc'd  him  to 
„     ^eply, 

Or  grant  me  my  Petition,  or  deny : 
Jove  oinnot  fear :  then  tell  me  to  my  Face 
That  I  of  all  the  Gods  am  least  in  Grace. 
This   I   can    bear:    The    Cloud-compcUer 

moumd, 
And  sighing  first,  this  Answer  he  retum'd  : 
Know  St  thou  what  Clamors  will  disturb 

my  Reign, 
What  my  stun'd  Ears  from  Juno  must  sus- 

tarn? 


UR. 


In  Council  she  gives  Licence  to  her  Tongtte, 
Loquacious,  Brawling,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
And  now  she  will  my  partial  PoW'r  up- 
braid, .-„ 
If  alienate  from  Cr««,Igive  the  TtoftauAid. 
But  thou  depart,  and  shun  her  kalous 

Sight, 
The  Care  be  mine,  to  do  Pdides  right. 
Go  then,  and  on  the  Faith  of  Jove  rely. 
When  nodding  to  thy  Sute,  he  bows  the  Sky. 
This  ratifies  th'  irrevocable  Doom : 
The  Sign  ordain'd,  that  what  I  will  dnll 

come : 
The  Stamp  of  Heav'a,  and  Seel  of  Fate :  He 

said, 
And  shook  the  sacred  Honours  of  he  Head. 
With  Terror  trembled  Heav'ns  subsidinr 

Hill :  -j$ 

And  from  hb  shaken  Curls  Ambrosial  Dews 

distil. 
The  Goddess  goes  exulting  from  his  Sight, 
And  seeks  the  Seas  profound ;   and  kaves 

the  Reahns  of  Light. 
He  moves  into  his  HaU:    The  Pow'rs 

resort. 
Each  from  his  House  to  fill  the  Sovraign's 

Court. 
Nor  waiting  Summons,  nor  expecting  stood  ; 
But  met  with  Reverence,  and  receiv'd  the 

God. 
He  mounts  the  Throne  ;  and  Juno  took  her 

place: 
But  sullen  Discontent  sate  lowring  on  her 

Face.  jjo 

With  jealous  Eye-.,  at  distance  she  had 

seen, 

Whisp'ring    with    Jove    the    Silver-footed 
Queen ; 

Then,   impotent   of  Tongue   (her  Silence 
broke) 

Thus  turbulent  in  rattling  Tone  she  spoke : 
Author  of  lib,  and  close  Contriver  Jove, 

Which  of  thy  Dames,  what  Prostit^ite  of 
Love, 

Has  held  thy  Ear  so  long,  and  begg'd  so  bard 

For  some  old  Service  done,  some  new  Re- 
ward ? 

Apart  you  talk'd,  for  that's  your  sttfedal 
Care,  j,* 

The  Consort  never  must  the  Council  share. 

One  gracious  Word  is  for  a  Wife  too  rtut* : 

Such  is  a  Marriage- Vow,  and  Jove's  oWft 
Faith  is  such. 
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Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  and  Men 

below  * 
What  I   have  hidden,  hope  not  thou  to 

know. 
Ev'n  Goddesses  are  Women :  And  no  Wife 
Has  Pow'r  to  regulate  her  Husband's  Life : 
Counsel  she  may  ;  and  I  will  give  thy  Ear 
The  Knowledge  first,  of  what  is  fit  to  hear. 
What  I  transact  with  others,  or  alone, 
Beware  to  learn ;    nor  press  too  near  the 

Throne.  74o 

To  whom  the  Goddess  with  the  charming 

Eyes: 
What  hast  thou  said,  0  Tyrant  of  the  Skies  ! 
When  did    I   search    the   SecreU  of    thy 

Reign, 
Though  priviledg'd  to  know,  but  priviledg'd 

in  vain  ? 
But  well  thou  dost,  to  hide  from  common 

Sight 
Thy  close  Intrigues,  too  bad  to  bear  the 

Light. 
Nor  doubt  I,  but  the  Silver-footed  Dame, 
Tripping  from  Sea,  on  such  an  Errand  came 
To  grace  her  Issue,  at  the  Grecians  Cost, 
And  for  one  peevish  .Man  destroy  an  Ho^' 
To  whom  the  Thund'rer  made  th'     it  n\ 

Reply;  ,ji 

My  Household  Curse,  my  lawful  Plague, 

the  Spy 
Of  Jove's  Designs,  his  other  squinting  Eye ; 
Why  this  vain  prying,  and  for  what  avail  ? 
Jove  will  be  Master  still,  and  Juno  fail 
Shou'd    thy    suspicious    Thoughts    divine 

aright. 
Thou   but   becom'st   more   odious   to  my 

Sight, 
For  this  Attempt :  uneasy  Life  to  me 
Still  watch'd,  and  importua'd,  but  worse  for 

thee. 
Curb  that  impetuous  Tongue,  before  too 

late  760 

The    Gods    behold,  and    tremble    at    thy 

Fate ; 
Pitying,  but  daring  not,  in  thy  Defence, 
To  lift  a  Hand  against  Omnipotence. 
This  heard,  the   Imperious  Queen  sate 

mute  with  Fear : 
Nor    further    durst    incense    the    gloomy 

Thunderer. 
Silence  was  in  the  Court  at  this  Rebuke : 
Nor  cou'd  the  Gods  abash'd,  sustain  their 

Sovereigns  Look. 


The  Limping  Smith  observ'd  the  sadden'd 

Feast, 
And  hopping  here  and  there  (himselt  a  Jest) 
Put    in    his    Word,    that    neither    might 

offend ;  770 

To  Jove  obsequious,  yet  his  Mother's  Friend. 
What  End  in  Heav'n  will  be  of  civil  War, 
If  Gods  of  Pleasure  will  for  Mortals  jar  ? 
Such  Discord  but  disturbs  our  Jovial  Feast ; 
One  Grain  of  Bad  embitters  all  the  best. 
Mother,  tho'  wise  your  self,  my  Counsel 

weigh ; 
'Tis  much  unsafe  my  Sire  to  disobey 
Not  only  you  provoke  him  to  your  Cost, 
But  Mirth  is  marr'd,  and  the  good  Chear  is 

lost. 
Tempt  not  hb  heavy  Hand ;    for  he  has 

Pow'r  780 

To  throw  you  Headlong,  from  his  Heav'nly 

Tow'r. 
But  one  submissive  Word,  which  you  let  fall. 
Will  make  him  in  good  Humour  with  us  All. 
He  said  no  more  but  crown'd  a  Bowl, 

unbid : 
The  laughing  Nectar  overlook'd  the  Lid : 
Then  put  it  to  her  Hand ;  and  thus  pursued: 
This  cursed  Quarrel  be  no  more  renew'd. 
Be,  as  becomes  a  Wife,  obedient  still ; 
Though  griev'd,  yet  subject  to  her  Hus- 
band's Will. 
I  would  not  see  you  beaten  ;  yet  afiraid  790 
Of  Jove's  superiour  Force,  I  dare  not  aid. 
Too  well  I  know  him,  since  that  hapless 

Hour 
When  I,  and  all  the  Gods  employ'd  our 

Pow'r 
To  break  your  Bonds :  Me  by  the  Heel  he 

drew  ; 
And  o'er  Heav'n's  Battlements  with  Fury 

threw. 
All  Day  I  fell ;  My  flight  at  Mom  begun, 
And  ended  not  but  with  the  setting  Sun. 
Pitch'd  on  my  Head,  at  length  the  Lemnian- 

Ground 
Ueceiv'd  my  batter'd  Skull,  the  Sinthians 

heal'd  my  Wound. 
At   VulcatCs  homely  Mirth  his  Mother 

smil'd,  800 

And  smiling  took  the  Cup  the  Clown  had 

filled. 
The  Reconciler  Bowl  went  round  the  Board, 
Which    empty'd,    the    rude    Skinker  still 

restor'd. 
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Louds  Fits  of  Laughter  seiz'd  the  Guests,  to 

see 
The  limping  God  so  deft  at  his  new  Ministry. 
The  Feast  continued  till  declining  Light : 
They  drank,  they  laugh'd,  they  lov'd,  and 

then  'twas  Night. 
Nor  wanted  tuneful  Harp,  nor  vocal  Quire  : 
The  Muses  sung ;  Apollo  touch'd  the  Lyre. 
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Drunken  at  last,  and  drowsy  they  dei 
Each  to  his  House  ;  Adom'd  wii  k! 

?i>n  I'^u^'"''*'''^'  •  "^^  thund'rin 
Ey  n  he  withdrew  to  rest,  and  had  his 
His    swimming    Head    to    needful 

apply'd; 
And  Juno  lay  unheeded  by  his  Side 


It, 

•ur'd 

811 

«God 

Load. 

Sleep 
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Nor  to  the  Temple  was  she  gone,  to  move  • 
WithPrayers  the  blew-ey'd  Progeny  o?Z' 
But,  more  solicitous  for  him  aione,  "^  » 
Than  all  their  safety,  to  the  Tow'r  was  gone. 

Whir. ?h!"r '^i'''"  ^'^""  °' »''«  Fifid,  • 
leld  "ni"«'.  and  the  Trojans 

Swiftly  she  pass'd,  with  Fear  and  Fury  wild  ; 
Tlw  Nurse  went  laggmg  after  with  the  Child 
This  heard,theI?obletf«tor  made  nostay 
S  nof  }r<^'"'°e8  divide,  to  give  him  way 
He  ^d  through  every  Street,  by  which 

^ Hlf  wfAil^u'"!''*'* '"°"'"^"'  Dame. 
His  Wife   beheld  him,  and   with  eaeer 
pace,  * 

Srw^f''^  i""l!  *°  "?«*  "  «^*^"  Embrpcfl 
Hb  Wife,  who  brought  in  Dow'r  Cilieia's 

Crown, 
And  in  her  self  a  greater  Dow'r  alone  : 
Aeiton  s  Heyr,  who  on  the  Woody  Plain 
Of  Htppoplacus  did  in  Thebe  reign 

Breathlesssheflew,withJoyandPassionwild; 
The  Nurse  came  lagguig  after  with  her  Child! 
wS*  f^y'^^aA*  upon  her  Br.asl  was  laid  ; 

displa  'd  "  ^^  ^*"'  •"'   '^'""^ 

Seamandrius  was  his  Name  which  Hector 
gave. 

From  that  fair  Flood  which  llion's  WaU  dS 

lave : 
But  him  Astyanax  the  Trojans  call, 
from  his  great  Father  who  defends  the  Wall. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Hector,  returning  from  the  Field  of  BatUl. 
to  w«/  Helen  Aw  Sister-in-Law,  and  his 
Uroiher  Paris,  who  had  fought  unsuccessfully 
hand  to  hand  with  Menelaus,  from  thence  goes 
to  his  own  Palace  to  see  his  wife  Andromache, 
and  his  Infant  Son  Astyanax.  The  descrip. 
tion  of  that  Interview  is  the  subject  of  this 
translation. 

Thus  having  said,  brave  Hector  went  to  r<e 
His  Virtuous  Wife,  the  fair  Andromache. 
He  found  her  not  at  home  ;  for  she  was 

gone 
(Attended  by  her  Maid  and  Infant  Son,) 
To  climb  the  steepy  Tow'r  of  7/w« :  , 

From  whence  with  heavy  Heart  she  micht 

survey 
The  bloody  business  of  the  Dreadful  day. 
Her  mournful  Eyes  she  cast  around  the 

Plain, 
And  sought  the  Lord  of  her  Desires  in  vain. 
But  he,  who  thought  his  peopled  Palace 

"are,  "^  ,Q 

When  she,  his  only  Comfort,  was  not  there. 
Stood  m  the  Gate,  and  ask'd  of  ev'ry  one. 
Which  way  she  took,  and  whither  she  was 

gone : 
If  to  the  Court,  or,  with  his  Mother's  Train, 
In  long  Procession  to  Minerva's  Fane  ? 
fhe  Servants  answer'd,  neither  to  the  Court 
Where  Priam's  Sons  and  Daughters  did 

resort. 


on^fnal^on^l?.  ^"""O"**^""-     Text  from  .he 

f<'o>'offollovnk*  nu  of  italics  in  this  piece, 

MnS.      "**"  *  *•  Orydtn's,  it  is  here  re- 


37  her]  Some  editors  vrenjfly  five  the 


»■. 


mm^. 
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Hector  beheld  him  with  a  silent  Smile : 
His  tender  Wife  stood  weeping  by,  the 

while : 
Prest  in  her  own,  his  Warlike  hand  she 

took, 
Then  sigh'd,  and  thus  Prophetically  six>ke. 
Thy  dauntless  Heart  (which  I  foresee  too 
late,) 
Too  daring  Man,  will  urge  thee  to  thy  Fate : 
Nor  dost  thou  pity,  with  a  Parent's  mind, 
This  helpless  Orphan  whom  thou  leav'st 
behind;  51 

Nor  me,  th'  unhappy  Partner  of  thy  Bed ; 
Who  must  in  Triumph  bv  the  Creeks  be  led : 
They  seek  thy  Life  ;  and,  in  unequal  Fight, 
With  many  will  oppress  thy  single  Might : 
Better  it  were  for  miserable  me 
To  die,  before  the  Fate  which  I  foresee. 
For  ah  what  comfort  can  the  World  be- 
queath 
To  Hector's  Widow,  after  Hector's  death  ? 

Eternal  Sorrow  and  perpetual  Tears     60 
Began  my  Youth,  and  will  conclude  my 

Years: 
I  have  no  Parents,  Friends,  nor  Brothers 

left; 
By  stern  Achilles  all  of  Life  bereft. 
Then  when  the  Walls  of  Thebes  he  o're- 

threw, 
His  fatal  Hand  my  Royal  Father  slew  ; 
He  slew  Aetion,  but  despoil'd  him  not ; 
Nor  in  his  hate  the  Funeral  Rites  forgot ; 
Arm'd  as  he  was  he  sent  him  whole  below. 
And  reverenc'd  thus  the  Manes  of  his  Foe : 
A  Tomb  he  rais'd ;  the  Mountain  Nymphs 
around  70 

Euclos'd  with  planted  Elms  the  Holy  Ground. 
My  sev'n  bnive  Brothers  in  one  fatal  Day 
To  Death's  dark  Mansions  took  the  mourn- 
ful way ; 
Slain  by  the  same  Achilles,  while  they  keep 
The  bellowing  Oxen  and  the  bleating  Sheen. 
My  Mother,  who  the  Royal  Scepter  sway' a, 
Was  Captive  to  the  cruel  Victor  made. 
And  hither  led ;  but  hence  redecm'd  with 

Gold, 
Her  Native  Country  did  again  behold. 
And  but  beheld :  for  soon  Diana's  Dart  80 
In  an  unhappy  Chace  transfix'd  her  Heart. 


61  o'rethrewl  T**  editors,  mot  ntUieing  tJM 
Thffbes  IS  htrt  madt  disyllaoie  to  distinguish  it 
from  th*  BaotiaH  towM,  wrongly git>*  overthrew 


But  thou,  my  Hector,  art  thy  self  alone 
My  Parents,  Brothers,  and  my  Lord  in  one 
0  kill  not  all  my  Kindred  o're  again,  % 

Nor  tempt  the  Dangers  of  the  dusty  Plain  ;  \ 
But  in  this  Tow'r,  for  our  Defence,  remain. ) 
Thy  Wife  and  Son  are  in  thy  Ruin  lost : 
This  is  a  Husband's  and  a  Father's  Post. 
The    Sccean  Gate  commands   the  Plains  | 

below ;  89 1 

Here  marshal  all  thy  Souldiers  as  they  go  ;  f 
And  hence,  with  other  Handb,  ttpel  the  Foe.  j 
By  von  wild  Fig-tree  lies  their  chief  ascent. 
And  thither  all  their  Pow'rs  are  daily  bent ; 
The  two  Ajaces  have  I  often  seen. 
And  the  wrong'd  Husband  of  the  Spartan 

Queen: 
With  him  his  greater  Brother ;   and  with 

these 
Fierce  Diomede  and  bold  Meriones : 
Uncertain  if  by  Augury,  or  chance. 
But  by  this  easie  rise  they  all  advance  ; 
Guard  well  that  Pass,  secure  of  all  beside. 
To  whom  the  Noble  Hector  thus  rcply'd.  101 
That  and  the  rest  are  in  my  daily  care ; 
But,  shou'd  I  shun  the  Dangers  of  the  War, 
With  scorn  the  Trojans  wou'd  reward  my 

Pains, 
And  their  proud  Ladies  with  their  sweeping 

Trains. 
The  Grecian  Swords  and  Lances  I  can  bear 
But  loss  of  Honour  is  my  only  Fear. 
Shall  Hector,  born  to  War,  his  Birlh-ri'^hl 

yield, 
Belie  his  Courage,  and  forsake  the  Field  ? 
Early  in  rugged  Arms  I  took  delight ;     110 
And  still  have  been  the  foremost  in  the 

Fight : 
With  dangers  f'.tarly  have  I  bought  Renown, 
And   am   the   Champion   of  my   Futiicr's 

Crown. 
And  yet   my   mind  forebodes,  with  t  •" 

presage, 
That  Troy  shall  perish  by  the  Grecian  Riil- 
The   fatal   Day  draws  on,  when   I   must 

fall ; 
And  Universal  Ruine  cover  all. 
Not  Troy  it  self,  tho'  built  by  Hands  Divine, 
Nor  Priam,  nor  his  People,  nor  his  Line, 
My  Mother,  nor  my  Brothers  of  Renown,  i  :o 
Whose   Valour   yet  defends   th'   unhappy 

Town, 
Not  these,  nor  all  their  Fates  which  I  foresee, 
Are  half  of  that  concern  I  have  for  thee. 
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I  see,  I  see  thee,  in  that  fatal  Hour, 
Subjected  to  the  Victor's  cruel  Pow'r ; 
l-ecj  hence  a  Slave  to  some  insulting  Sword, 
Forlorn  and  trembling  at  a  Foreign  Lord  ; 
A  spectacle  in  Ar^os,  at  the  Loom, 
(jracing  with  Trofan  Fights  a  Gredan  Room ; 
Or  from  deep  Wells,  the  living  Stream  to 
take,  ,^0 

And  on  thy  weary  Shoulders  bring  it  back. 
Willie,  groaning  under  this  laborious  Life, 
They  insolently  call  thee  Hector's  Wife  ; 
Upbraid  thy  Bondage  with  thy  Husband's 

name ; 
And  from  my  Glory  propagate  thy  Shame. 
This  when  they  say,  thy  Arrows  will  en- 
crease 
With  anxious  thoughts  ot  former  Happi- 
ness ; 
That  he  is  dead  who  cou'd  thy  wrongs 

redress. 
But  I,  opprest  with  Iron  Sleep  before, 
Shall  hear  thy  unavailing  Cries  no  more.  140 

He  said. 
Then,  holding  forth  his  Arms,  he  took  his 

Boy, 
(The  Pledge  of  Love,  and  other  hope  of 

Troy; 
Tlie  fearful  Infant  tum'd  his  Head  away. 
And  on  his  Nurse's  Neck  reclining  lay. 
His  unknown  Father  shunning  with  affright. 
And  looking  back  on  so  uncouth  a  sight ; 
Daunted  to  see  aFace  with  Steel  o're-spread, 
And  his  high  Plume,  that  notlded  o're  his 

Head. 
His  Sire  and    Mother  smil'd   with   silent 

And  Heeior  hasten'd  to  relieve  his  Boy  • 
Dbmiss'd  his  burnish'd  Helm,  that  shone 

afar, 
(The  Pride  of  Warriours,  and  the  Pomp  of 

War :) 

Th'   Illmtriom  Babe,  thus   reconcil'd,  he 

took: 
Hugg'd  ill  his  Arms,  and  kiss'd,  and  thus  he 

spoke. 

Parent  of  Gods  and  Men,  propitious  Jove, 

And  you  bright  Synod  of  the  Pow'rs  ab«ve  ; 

Un  this  my  Son  your  Grnrious  Gifts  bestow  ; 

irant  hira  to  live,  and  great  in  Arms  to 

grow.  ,55 
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To  reign  m  Troy,  to  Govern  with  Renown, 
To  shield  the  People,  and  assert  the  Crown : 
That,  when  hereafter  he  from  Warshall  come. 
And  Iwing  his  Trojaiu  Peace  and  Triumph 

home. 
Some  aged  Man,  who  lives  this  act  to  see. 
And  who  in  former  times  remcmber'd  me. 
May  say  the  Son  in  Fortitude  and  Fame 
Out-goe«  the  Mark  ;  and  drowns  his  Father's 

Name : 
That  at  these  words  hit  Mother  may  rejoyce. 
And  add  her  Suffrage  to  the  publick  Vowe, 


Gods 


Thus  having  said. 
He  first  with  suppliant  Hands  the 

ador'd : 
Then   to   the   Mother's  Arms  the  Child 

restor'd : 
With  Tears  and  Smiles  she  took  her  Son 

and  press'd 

Th'  Illustrious  Infant  to  her  fragnnt  Breart, 

He,  wiping  her  fair  Eyes,  indute'd  her  Grief, 

And  eas'd  her  Sorrows  with  thn  last  Relief. 

My  Wife  and  Mistress,  drive  thy  fears 

away. 
Nor  give  so  bad  an  Omen  to  the  Day : 
Think  not  it  lies  in  any  Grecian's  Pow'r, 
To  take  my  Life  before  the  fatal  Hour.    180 
Whon  that  arrives,  nor  good  nor  bad  can  fly 
Th  irrevocable  Doom  of  Destiny. 
Return,  and,  to  divert  thy  thoughts  at\ 

home. 
There  task  thy  Maids,  and  exercise  the 

Loom, 
Employ'd    in  Works   that    Womankind 

become. 
The  Toils  of  War,  and  Feats  of  Chivalry  ' 
Belong  to  Men,  and  most  of  all  to  me. 
At  this,  for  new  Replies  he  did  not  stay. 
But  lac'd  his  Crested  Helm,  and  strode 

away.  ,3^ 

His  lovely  Consort  to  her  House  retum'd, 

And  looking  often  back  in  silence  moum'd : 

Home  when  she  came,  her  secret  Woe  she 

vents. 
And  fills  the  Palace  with  her  loud  Laments ; 
These  loud  Laments  her  ecchoing  Maids 

restore, 
And  Hedor,  yet  alive,  as  dead  deplore. 


»■■ 
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[THE  DEDICATION  TO  EXAMEN  POETICUM,   1693.] 


TO    THE 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


MY 

LORD  RADCLIFFE. 

My  Lord, 
THese  Miscellany  Poems,  are  by  manv  Titles  yours.  Tlie  first  they  claim  from  your 
acceptance  of  my  Promise  to  present  them  to  you ;  before  some  of  them  were  yet  in 
being.  The  rest  are  deriv'd  from  your  own  Merit,  the  exactness  of  your  Judgment  in 
10  Poetry,  and  the  candour  of  your  Nature  ;  easie  to  forgive  some  trivial  faults,  when  thev 
come  accompanied  with  countervailing  Beauties.  But  after  all,  though  these  are  your 
equitable  claims  to  a  Dedication  from  other  Poets,  yet  I  must  acknov^lcSge  a  Bribe  in  the 
case,  which  is  your  particular  liking  of  my  Verses.  'Tis  a  vanity  common  to  all  Writers, 
to  over-value  their  own  Productions ;  and  'tis  better  for  me  to  own  tliis  failing  in  my 
self,  than  the  World  to  do  it  for  me.  For  what  other  Reason  have  I  spent  my  Life  in  so 
unprofitable  a  Study  ?  Why  am  I  grown  Old,  in  seeking  so  Ixirren  a  Reward  as  Fame ! 
The  same  Parts  and  Application,  which  have  made  me  a  Poet,  might  have  rais'd  me  to 
any  Honours  of  the  Gown,  which  are  often  given  to  Men  of  as  little  Learning  and  less 
Honesty  than  my  self.    No  Government  has  ever  been,  or  ever  can  be,  wherein  Time- 

70  servers  and  Blockheads  will  not  be  uppermost.  The  Persons  are  only  chang'd,  but  the 
same  juglings  in  State,  the  same  Hypocrisie  in  Religion,  the  same  Self-Interest,  and 
Mis-mannagement,  will  remain  for  ever.  Blood  and  Mony  will  be  iavish'd  in  all  Ages, 
only  for  the  Preferment  of  new  Faces,  with  old  Consciences.  There  is  too  often  a  Jaundise 
in  the  Eyes  of  Great  Men  ;  they  see  not  those  whom  they  raise  in  the  same  Colours  with 
other  Men.  All  whom  they  affect,  look  Golden  to  them  ;  when  the  Gilding  is  only  in  their 
own  distemper'd  Sight.  These  Considerations  have  given  me  a  kind  of  Contempt  for 
those  who  have  risen  by  unworthy  ways.  I  am  not  asham'd  to  be  Little,  when  I  see 
them  so  Infamously  Great.  Neither,  do  I  know,  why  the  Name  of  Poet  should  be  Dis- 
honourable to  me,  if  I  am  truly  one,  as  I  hope  I  am  ;  for  I  will  never  do  any  thing,  that 

30  shall  dishonour  it.  The  Notions  of  Morality  are  known  to  all  Men ;  None  can  pretend 
Ignorance  of  those  Idea's  which  are  In-born  in  Mankind :  and  if  I  see  one  thing,  and 
practise  the  contrary,  I  must  be  Disingenuous,  not  to  acknowledge  a  clear  Truth,  and 
Base,  to  Act  against  the  light  of  my  own  Conscience.  For  the  Reputation  of  my  Honcstv, 
no  Man  can  question  it,  who  has  any  of  his  own  :  For  that  of  my  Poetry,  it  shall  either 
stand  by  its  own  Merit ;  or  fall  for  want  of  it.  Ill  Writers  are  usually  the  sharpest  Censors ; 
For  they  (as  the  best  Poet,  and  the  best  Patron  said).  When  in  the  full  perfection  of  decay, 
turn  Vinegar,  anrl  come  again  in  Play.  Thus  the  corruption  of  a  Poet  is  the  Generation 
of  a  Critick  •  I  mean  of  a  Critick  in  the  general  acceptation  of  this  Age ;  for  formerly 
they  were  quite  another  Species  of  Men.     They  were  Defenders  of  Poets,  and  Com- 

40  mentators  nn  their  Works :  to  Illi?=trate  ob=cure  Beauties ;  to  place  some  passagfs  in 
a  better  light  ;  to  redeem  others  from  malicious  Interpretations :  to  help  out  an  Author's 
Modesty,  whi   is  not  ostentatious  of  i.is  Wit ;  and,  in  short,  to  shield  him  from  the  111- 
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^IT*^  ^  ^^'^'  *•«>,'««  ^h*"  »"  d  2»'«  Md  Mcmi,  and  now  take  upon  them. 
^lv»  the  Venerable  Name  of  Centon.  But  neither  Zoilus,  nor  he  who  endeivou?dto 
defame  Firp/,  were  ever  Adopted  into  the  Name  of  Critick.  by  the  Anaents :  what  thdr 
Reputation  was  then,  we  know;   and  their  Succewour.  in  this  Age  de«rve  no  bettS 

T,^^l^A1^  ^°"^  ^r"*  "!'  I"**"**'  '  Are  they,  who.  at  beit,  are  but  Vv£ 
of  the  Second  Order,  and  wbo«  on  y  Credit  amon«t  Reader.  i«  what  thiy  obtain'd  ij 

^'«"?K£f """»  "*  'K^^'T  "*  ^"^•"  '  •«  the«;iecome  Rebels  of  Slaves,  wd  Usunjen 
ofSubjects  ;  or  to  speak  in  the  moM  Honourable  Terms  of  them,  are  they  fro^  our  SecoSS 

•^Jll.^™^'!  f^""*  "•  L  P^  '^«  ^"y  ""d^nnine  the  Oke.  which  suppo^  hi 
ZilSf^K  .u        ^*^'  ^'^S  '*  ^'  **""  *°  P"»  •"  »  »>««"  Line,  than  the  wont  of  le 
those  wh.ch  they  expu^e  m  a  True  Poet  ?    Pelranius,  the  greatest  Wit  perhaps  of  all  the 

i'Z'^i/J^Z^^''  ^r^  PJ*^'"  *•  J'T  •'J?  J^-^P""*'  to  fall  on  L«.i,.  he  "ell  himS 
2^Pk^!X.  .?H  ^?w-  ^'k^'*?*  '"  '"I  Essay  of  the  Civil  War.  than  the  Authour  of 
the  rJ^'Mta}  and  avoiding  his  Errours,  has  made  greater  of  his  own.  /«/ii«  SeaUgtr 
wou  d  ..eeds  turn  down  Homer,  and  Abdicate  him  after  the  possession  of  Three  ThoiwiSd 
Years :  Has  he  succeeded  in  his  Attempt  ?  He  has  indeed  shown  us  some  of  those  Imper- 
H  °"lil"  r*  c*"?^  "?  '0?*''"*  to  Humane  Kind  ;  But  who  had  not  rather  be  t^t 
"onur  than  this  5jr<i/.f«-  ?  You  s^  the  same  Hypercritick,  when  he  endeavours  to  mend 
the  beginning  of  Claud.an  (a  faulty  Poet,  and  Living  in  a  Barbarous  Age),  vet  howThort 
he  comes  of  him.  and  substitutes  such  Verses  of  his  own  as  deserve  the  Ferula.  What  M 
a  Censure  ha^  he  made  of  Lucan,  that  he  rather  seems  to  Bark  than  Sing  I  Wou'd  any 
but  a  Dog  have  made  so  snarling  a  Comparison  ?  One  wou'd  have  thought  he  had 
Learn  d  Latin,  as  late  as  they  tell  us  he  did  Greek.    Vet  he  came  off  with  a  pace  lud  bv 

''°!!'rtJ"'7'  u"T !.  ^'  ™".*' ''''"  "°'  ^y  »•>««  outrageous  Names,  of  I^ool,  Boiiby, 
and  Blockhead :  He  had  somewhat  more  of  good  Manners,  than  his  Successours,  as  he 
had  much  more  Knowledge.  We  have  two  sorts  of  those  Gentlemen  in  our  Nation :  Some 
of  them  proceeding  with  a  seeming  moderation  and  pretence  of  Respect,  to  the  Dramatick 
Writers  of  the  last  Age,  only  scorn  and  vilifie  the  present  Potts,  to  set  up  their  Pre- 
aecwsours.  But  this  is  only  in  appearance  ;  for  their  real  design  is  nothing  less,  than  to 
do  Honour  to  any  Man,  besides  themselves.  Horace  took  notice  of  such  men  in  his  age :  30 
— -iv«i  Ingemti  javet  tile  Sepultis ;  Nostra  sed  impugnal ;  not  nostraque  lividus  M>it. 

lis  not  with  an  ultimate  intention  to  pay  Reverence  to  the  Manes  of  Shakespear,  Fletcher. 

t.u-A  J"'**'!^'.  tfjat  they  commend  their  Writings,  but  to  throw  Dirt  on  the  Writers 
ot  this  Age :  Thtu  Declaration  is  one  thing,  and  their  Practice  is  another.  By  a  seemine 
veneration  to  our  Fathers,  they  wou'd  thrust  out  us  their  Lawful  Issue,  and  Govern  m 
themselves,  under  a  specious  pretence  of  Reformation.  If  they  could  compass  their 
intent,  what  wou  d  Wit  and  Leammg  get  by  such  a  change  ?  If  we  are  bad  Poets,  they 
are  worse ;  and  when  any  of  their  woful  pieces  come  abroad,  the  difference  is  so  great 
betwixt  them  and  good  Writers,  that  there  need  no  Criticisms  on  our  part  to  decide  it. 
When  they  describe  the  Writers  of  this  Age,  they  draw  such  monstrous  figures  of  them,  40 
as  resemble  none  of  us :  Our  pretended  Pictures  are  so  unlike,  that  it  is  evident  we  never 
sate  to  them :  thev  are  all  Grotesque  ;  the  products  of  their  wild  Imaginations,  things  out 
ot  Nature,  so  far  from  being  Copy'd  from  us,  that  they  resemble  nothing  that  ever  was. 
or  ever  ran  be.  But  there  is  another  sort  of  Insects,  more  venomous  than  the  former, 
those  who  manifestly  aim  at  the  destruction  of  our  Poetical  Church  and  State.  Who 
allow  nothing  to  their  Country-Men.  either  of  this  or  of  the  former  Age.  These  attack 
the  Living  bv  raking  up  the  Ashes  of  the  Dead  ;  well  knowing  that  if  they  can  subvert  their 
unginal  Title  to  the  Stage,  we  who  claim  under  them,  must  fall  of  course.  Peace  be  to 
tne  Venerable  Shades  of  Shakespear  and  Ben  Johnson :  None  of  the  Living  will  presume 
to  nave  any  competition  with  them  :   as  they  were  our  Predecessours,  so  they  were  our  50 


i 


\ 


•  mi, 


»»,. 


iilill 


WH,!^?'"'*!*'*^"-'*'^- 


30  notice  ofj  notice,  of /^. 


47  Dead ;  well]  Dead. 


ill! 


4«4 


THE  DEDICATION  TO  EXAMEN  POETICUM. 


ii 


'* 


MMtrn.  Wt  Trayl  our  PUya  under  them,  but,  {m  «t  the  Funeral*  of  a  Turkish  Emurrour) 
our  Entigiw  are  furl'd  or  dragg'd  upon  the  ground,  in  Hraour  to  the  Dead  ;  lo  we  may 
lawfully  advance  our  own,  afterwards,  to  ihow  that  we  succeed  :  If  less  in  Dignity,  yet 
on  the  same  Foot  and  Title,  which  we  think  too  we  can  mainuin  against  the  insokure 
of  our  own  Janixaries.  If  I  am  the  Man,  as  I  have  Reason  to  believe,  who  am  seemingly 
Courted,  and  secretly  Undermined :  I  think  I  shall  be  able  to  defend  my  self,  when 
I  am  openly  Attacqu'd.  And  to  sliew  besides,  that  the  Grfek  Writers  only  gnve  ui 
the  RodimenU  of  a  Stage  which   they  never  linish'd :    that  many  of  the  '^-ni'ediw 


10 


%H«     ni*uuucu»     ui     a    •jvuk^     whiui     mcy     IICVCI     UIUHI  U  ,      IIIUI    inanV   OI    me 

in  the  former  Age  amongst  us,  were  without  Comporison  beyond  those  ol 
and  Euripidts.  But  at  present,  I  luve  neither  the  leisure  nor  the  means  '.. 
UnderUking.    'Tis  ill  going  to  Law  for  an  EsUte,  with  him  who  is  in    <i« 


iihodfi 
J)  an 

0"   (tl 

ly  be 
.ve  tlte 


Undertaking.    'Tis  ill  going  ..  .^^  .».  ...  wv... . 

it,  and  enjoys  the  present  Profits,  to  feed  his  Cause.    But  the  quantum  t 

wnembertd  in  due  time.    In  the  mean  while,  I  leave  the  Work]  to  judge, 

PravocatMo. 

This,  my  Lord,  b,  I  confess,  a  long  digression,  from  Misttllany  Poems  to  Mourrn  Tragrdits  • 
But  I  have  the  ordinary  excuse  of  an  Injur'd  Man,  who  will  be  •?llinK  his  Tale  unseasonably 
to  hit  Betters.  Though  at  the  same  time,  I  am  certain  you  are  so  good  a  Friend,  as  to 
take  aCooosra  in  all  things  which  belong  to  one  who  so  truly  Honours  you.  And  beside* 
btiag  yourself  a  Critick  of  the  Genuine  sort,  who  have  Read  the  best  Authours  m  their 
90  own  Languages,  who  perfectly  distinguish  of  their  several  Meriu,  and  in  general  prefer 
utcm  to  the  Modems,  yet,  I  know,  you  judge  for  the  English  Tragedies,  against  the  Greek 
ud  LatiH,  as  well  as  against  the  French,  JlalioM  and  Spanish,  of  these  latter  Ages.  Indeed 
thew  is  a  vast  difference  betwixt  arguing  like  PerauU,  in  behalf  of  the  French  Poets, 
against  Homer  and  Virgil,  and  betwixt  giving  the  English  Poets  their  undoubted  due  of 
exeeiling  jEsehylus,  Euripides,  and  Sophocles.    For  if  we,  or  our  greater  Fathers,  have  not 

iret  brought  the  Drama  to  an  absolute  Pwfcction,  yet  at  least  we  have  carried  it  murh 
arther  than  those  Ancient  Greehs ;   who,  beginning  from  a  Chorus,  cou'd  never  totally 
•xdude  it,  as  we  have  done  ;  who  find  it  an  unprofitable  incumbrance,  without  .iny  necessity 
of  Entertaining  it  amongst  us  ;  and  without  the  possibility  of  establishing  it  here,  unless 
30  It  were  ropoorted  by  a  Publick  Charge.    Neither  can  we  accept  of  those  Lay  Bishops,  as 
some  call  them,  who,  under  pretence  of  reforming  the  Stage,  wou'd  intrude  themselves 
upon  us,  at  our  Superiours,  being  indeed  incompetent  Judges  of  what  is  Manners  what 
Iteligion,  and  least  of  all,  what  is  Poetry  and  Good  Sense.    I  can  tell  them  in  behalf  of 
aU  my  Fellows,  that  when  they  come  to  Exercise  a  Jurisdiction  over  us,  they  shall  have 
»e  Stage  tothemselves.  as  they  have  the  Lawrel.    As  little  can  I  grant,  that  the  French 
Dramauck  Writers  excel  the  English :  Our  authours  as  far  surpass  them  in  Genius,  as  our 
^Idlers  Excel  theirs  in  Corirage :  'tis  true,  in  Conduct  thev  surpass  us  either  way  •  Yet 
that  prooMds  not  so  much  from  their  greater  Knowledge,  as  from  the  difference  of  Tasts  in 
two  Nations.    They  coiitent  themselves  with  a  thin  Design,  without  Episodes,  and 
40  mana^d  by  few  Persons.    Our  Audience  wiU  not  be  pleas'd,  but  with  variety  of  Accidents 
an  Underplot,  and  many  Actours.    They  follow  the  Anciente  too  servilely,  in  the  Mechanick 
Kules,  and  we  assume  too  much  License  to  our  sdves,  in  keeping  them  only  in  view,  at 
too  great  a  distance.    But  if  our  Audience  had  their  Tasts,  our  Poets  could  more  easily 
cortply  with  them,  than  the  French  Writers  cou'd  come  up  to  the  Sublimity  of  our  Thounhts, 
or  to  the  difficult  variety  of  our  Designs.    However  it  be,  I  dare  establish  it  for  a  Ki.Ie 
01  rractice  on  the  Stage,  that  we  are  bound  to  please  those  whom  we  pretend  to  Entertain  ; 
and  that  at  any  piicc,  Religion  and  Good  Manners  only  excepted.    And  I  care  not  much. 
£"'    n    u*"'''*  i?L*'"'  ^^  Illiterate  Poetasters,  for  the  defence  of  their  Scriptions, 
as  ttiey  call  them.    There  is  a  sort  of  Merit  in  delighting  the  Spectatours ;  which  is  a 

8  CnW,|d ;  «hf»l  fin-^J^  ."IJl"  'i^:^     __  ,      ,'^  Hiffotence  betwixt]  .lifferflnpe,  l^-twixt  ^7 
j»^r«*»  m  (be  two  Nationil  Some  edtktrs  wrongheive  Taste  48  handle  (o|  handle,  to 
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N«me  more  proper  <or  them,  than  that  of  Auditourt.  Or  else  //.jf*c»  h  in  the  wiooe 
when  he  commendi  Lualius  lor  it.  Bi"  these  common  plu.v*  '  mean  to  tiaat 
at  grMter  leisure.  In  the  mean  rime,  sut^mitting  that  little  I  have  said,  to  y nut 
ix)rdship(  Approbalion,  or  your  Censure,  and  chusiii«  rather  to  Entertain  you  this 
way,  as  you  are  a  judge  of  writing,  than  to  oppress  your  Modestv  with  other  Com- 
menclations  ;  which,  though  they  are  your  due,  yet  wou'.J  not  be  equaUy  receiv'd,  in  this 
Mtiriral,  and  Censorious  Aye.  That  which  cannot  without  Injury  be  denv'd  to  yoa, 
is  the  easmeM  of  your  Conversation,  far  fron  Affectation  or  I'ride:  not  denying  even 
to  tnemies  their  just  Praises.  And  this,  if  I  woud  dwell  or.  wiv  Theme  of  this  Nature, 
K  no  vulgar  Commendation  to  your  Lordship.  Without  Kl;itt.rv,  my  Lord,  vuu  have  lo 
It  in  your  Nature,  to  be  a  Patron  and  Encourager  >f  Good  l'««ts.  but  >out  Fortune  has 
not  yet  put  into  your  hands  the  r>|iportunity  of  expressing  t.  What  vou  w  i  be  here- 
iiher,  may  be  moie  ilian  guessed,  by  what  yo.i  are  at  p.  sent.  V<hi  ni.iintain  the 
CWaracter  of  a  NoWenwn,  without  that  TIaiightiness  which  Rcneially  attends  too  many  of 
the  Nobility,  and  wlien  you  converse  with  Gentlcmm.  jou  forj-ct  not  that  you  Inve  Keen 
of  their  Order.  You  arc  Marrycd  to  the  Daughter  of  a  King,  whf.,  .imongst  .r  other 
hi-^h  Perfectioiw,  has  deriv  d  from  him  a  Charmini-  IJehr.viour,  a  winning  dxoi  .  .s,  and 
a  Majestick  Person.  The  .Muses  and  the  Graces  u.  ilic  (•  ..am.,  ts  ,.(  ^our  family. 
While  the  Muse  sings,  the  Grace  accompanies  hti  \'oWt:  .  vtu  i!  t  Servant',  of  the 
Muses  have  sometimes  had  the  Happiness  to  hear  her ;  .,nd  t.,  ivceivi  t  leir  Ins, .irat ions  ao 
from  her.  ' 

I  will  not  give  my  self  the  liberty  of  goin^r  farther  ;  for  'tis  so  ««  ct  to  wander  in  a  pleas- 
ing way,  that  I  shwi'd  never  arrive  at  niv  Journevs  end.  T..  keep  niv  silf  from  being 
belated  in  my  I^-tter,  and  tiring  your  Attention,  I  must  return  to  the  \A.\re  where  I  was 
setting  out.  I  humbly  Dedicate  to  your  Lordship,  my  own  Labours  in  this  Miscellany : 
At  the  same  time,  n.  .rrogating  to  myself  the  Priviledge  .)f  Inscribmt;  to  vou  th*-  Works 
of  others  who  are  jomd  with  me  in  this  undertaking,  over  which  I  can  pretend  no  right. 
\our  lady  and  Yo  i  have  done  me  the  favour  to  hear  m»  Read  my  Translations  of  Ovid : 
AiKl  you  both  seem  «'  not  to  be  displcas'd  with  them.  Whether  it  be  the  partiality  of  an 
Old  Man  to  his  Youn-  st  Child,  I  know  not :  But  they  appear  to  me  the  best  of  all  my  30 
Endeavours  in  this  kind.  Perhaps  this  Poet  is  more  casir  to  be  Translated  than  some 
(.thers,  whom  I  have  lately  attempted  :  Perhaps  too,  he  was  more  according  to  my  Genius, 
He  IS  certainly  more  palatable  to  the  Reader,  than  any  of  the  Roman  Wits,  though  some  of 
them  are  more  lofty,  some  more  Instructive,  and  others  more  Correct.  He  had  Learning 
enough  to  make  him  equal  in  the  best.  But  as  his  Verse  came  easily,  he  wanted  the  toyl 
of  Application  to  amend  it.  He  is  often  luxuriant  both  in  his  Fancv  and  Expressions,  and 
as  it  has  lately  been  observ'd.  not  always  Natural.  If  Wit  be  pleasantry,  he  has  it  to  excess  ; 
but  If  It  be  propriety,  Lucretius,  Horace,  and,  above  all,  Virgil  are  hiri  Superiours.  I  have 
said  so  much  of  him  already,  in  my  Preface  to  his  Heroical  Epistles,  that  there  remains 
little  to  be  added  in  this  plate  :  for  my  own  part,  I  have  endeavoured  to  C  opy  his  Character  40 
what  I  cou  d  in  this  Translation,  even,  perhaps,  farther  than  I  shou'd  have  done  ;  to  his 
very  faults.  Mr.  Chapnutn,  in  his  Transl.ition  of  Homer,  professes  to  have  done  it  some- 
what paraphrastically,  an?  th-jt  on  set  purpose ;  his  Opinion  being,  that  a  good  Poet  is 
to  be  Translated  in  that  nan.T.r.  I  remember  not  the  Reason  which  he  gives  for  it : 
But  I  suppose  it  IS,  for  ftrr  of  r  litting  any  of  his  Excellencies :  surr  I  am,  that  if  it  be 
a  fault,  tis  much  more  $  >  donable  than  that  of  those,  who  niii  into  t!ie  other  extream 
ot  a  htteral  and  close  Translation,  where  the  Poet  is  confin'd  -o  stren  !  il-,  to  his  Author's 
Words,  that  he  wants  elbow-room  to  express  his  Elegancies.  He  leaves  him  t^cure ; 
he  leaves  him  Prose,  where  he  ioumi  him  Verse.  And  no  better  than  thus  has  Ovid  been 
served  by  the  so  much  admir'd  Sandys.  This  -.  u  least  the  1-ka  whif  1  have  remaining  jo 
ot  his  Translation  ;  for  I  never  Read  him  since  I  was  a  Boy.    They  who  take  him  upon 
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Content,  from  the  Traiscs  which  their  Fathers  gave  him,  may  inform  their  judgment 
by  Reading  him  again,  and  see  (if  they  understand  the  Original)  what  is  become  of  Ovid's 
Poetry,  in  his  Version  ;  whether  it  be  not  all,  or  the  greatest  part  of  it,  evaporated :  but 
this  proceeded  from  the  wrong  Judgment  of  the  Age  in  which  he  Liv'd.  They  neither 
knew  good  Verse  nor  lov'd  it !  they  were  Scholars,  'tis  true,  but  they  were  Pedants. 
And  for  a  just  Reward  of  their  Pcdantick  pains,  all  their  Translations  want  to  be  Translated, 
into  English. 

If  I  flatter  not  my  self,  or  if  my  Friends  have  not  Flatter'd  me,  I  have  given  my  Author's 
Sense,  for  the  must  part  truly :  for  to  mistake  sometimes  is  incident  to  all  Men :  And  not 

lo  to  foltow  the  Dutch  Commentatours  always,  may  be  forgiven  to  a  Man  who  thinks  them 
in  the  general,  heavy  gross-witted  Fellows,  fit  only  to  gloss  on  their  own  dull  Poets.  Hut 
I  leave  a  farther  Satire  on  their  Wit,  till  I  have  a  better  opportunity  to  shew  how  much 
I  Love  and  Honour  them.  I  have  likewise  attempted  to  restore  Ovid  to  his  Native  sweet- 
ness, easiness,  and  smoothness ;  and  to  give  my  Poetry  a  kind  of  Cidence,  and,  as  we 
call  it,  a  run  of  Verse,  as  like  the  Original,  as  the  English  can  come  up  to  the  Latin.  As 
he  seldom  uses  any  SynaUfhas.  m  I  have  cndeavourM  to  avoid  them,  as  often  as  I  cou'd : 
1  have  likewise  given  him  hl»  own  turns,  both  on  the  Words  and  on  the  Thought ;  which 
I  cannot  say  are  inimitable,  because  I  have  Copyed  them  ;  and  so  may  others,  if  they  use 
the  same  diligence:    But  certainly  they  are  wonderfully  Graceful  in  this  Poet.    Since 

30  1  have  Nam'd  the  SynaUphu,  which  b  the  cutting  off  one  Vowel,  immediately  before 
another,  I  will  give  an  Example  of  it  from  Chapman's  Homer,  which  lies  before  me ; 
for  the  benefit  of  those  who  understand  not  the  Latine  Prosodia.  'Tis  in  the  first  Line 
of  the  Argument  to  the  First  Iliad. 

Apollo's  Priesl  to  tV  Argive  Fleet  doth  bring,  &c. 

There  we  see  he  makes  it  not  the  Argive,  but  th'  Argive,  to  shun  the  shock  of  the  two 
Vowels,  immediately  following  each  other ;  but  in  his  Second  Argument,  in  the  same 
Pige,  he  gives  a  bad  example  of  the  quite  contrary  kind : 

Alpha  the  Prayer  of  Chryses  sings: 
The  Army's  Plague,  the  Strife  of  Kings. 

30  In  these  words"  the  Armies,  the  ending  with  a  Vowel,  and  Armies  beginning  with  nnother 
Vowel,  without  cutting  off  the  first,  which  by  it  had  been  th'  Armies,  there  remains  a  most 
hornble  ill-sounding  gap  betwixt  those  Words  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  every  wlicrc 
observ  d  the  Rule  of  the  SynaUpha  in  my  Translation  ;  but  wheresoever  I  have  not,  'tis 
a  fault  m  sound :  The  French  and  Italians  have  made  it  an  inviolable  Precept  in  their 
versification  ;  therein  following  the  severe  example  of  the  Latin  Poets.  Our  Countr>mcn 
have  not  yet  Reform'd  their  Poetry  so  far ;  but  content  themselves  with  foIlowinR  the 
Licentious  practice  of  the  Greeks ;  who,  though  they  sometimes  use  Synalepha's.  yet 
make  no  difficulty  very  often,  to  sound  one  Vowel  upon  another;  as  Homer  does  in  the 
very  first  line  oi  Alpha.     M^wv  &,ilt  B*a,  HniKriMtoi  'AxiX?®'.     'Tis  true,  indeed,  tliat  in 

40  the  second  line  in  these  words  nv^'  'Kx<uw,  and  (U^*  i$r,Kt,  the  SynaUpha  in  revenge  is 
twice  observed.  But  it  becomes  us,  for  the  sake  of  Euphony,  rather  Musas  colere  severiores, 
*'i  k'     liotnans,  than  to  give  into  the  looseness  of  the  Grecians. 

I  have  tir'd  niy  self,  and  have  been  summon'd  by  the  Press  to  send  away  this  Dedication. 
otherwise  I  had  expos  d  some  other  faults,  which  are  daily  com-  tted  by  our  £«e/»A 
l-oets ;  which,  with  care  and  observation,  might  be  amended.  For,  «jter  all,  our  LanuiiaRe 
u  both  Copious,  Significant,  and  Majestical,  and  might  be  reduc'd  into  a  more  harmonious 
sound.    But,  for  want  of  Publick  Encouragement,  in  this  Iron  Age,  we  are  so  far  from 
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making  any  profrnss  in  the  improvement  of  our  Tongue,  that  in  few  yean,  we  shall  Speak 
and  Write  as  Barbarously  as  our  Neighbours.  "^ 

Notwithstanding  imr  haste,  I  cannot  forbear  to  tell  your  Lordship,  that  there  are  two 
fragments  of  H<mar  f ransUted  in  this  itf««tf««y ;  one'  by  Mr.  Conpeve  (whom  I  rannot 
mention  without  the  Honour  which  b  due  to  his  Excellent  Parts,  and  that  entire  Affection 
which  I  bear  him  ;)  and  the  other  by  my  self.  Both  the  Subjects  are  pathetical,  and  I 
""li,'"?^^*/"*""**  ^  ^^iV^  }°  J-'^''  Tenderness  which  he  found  in  the  Original,  and, 
without  Flattery,  surpass  d  his  Author.  Yet  I  must  needs  say  this  in  reference  to  Ucmer, 
that  he  is  much  more  capable  of  excitmg  the  Manly  Passions  than  those  of  Grief  and  Pitv! 
•  .^l?u  Admiration,  IS  indeed  the  proper  and  adequate  design  of  an  Epick  Poem :  and  le 
m  that  he  has  cxcell  d  even  Vtrgtl.  Vet,  without  presuming  to  Arraign  our  Master,  I  may 
venture  to  affirmj^  that  he  is  somewhat  too  Talkative,  and  more  than  somewhat 
tM  digre^ive.  Tins  is  so  manifest,  that  it  cannot  be  deny'd,  m  that  little  parcel 
which  I  have  Translated,  pcrhaM  too  literally:  There  Andromaehe  in  the  midst 
0  her  Concernment,  and  Fnght  for  Heelor.  runs  off  her  Eiass,  to  tell  him  a  Story 
of  her  Pedigree,  and  of  the  lamentable  Death  of  her  Father,  her  Mother,  and  hw 
seven  Brothere.  The  Devil  M.asm  HeclorJ  he  knew  not  all  this  matter,  as  well  as  she  who 
told  It  him  ;  for  she  had  been  his  Bed-fellow  for  many  Years  together :  and  if  he  knew  it 
then  It  must  be  confess  d,  that  ^wi«-  in  this  long  digression,  has  rather  given  us  his  own 
Character,  than  that  of  the  Fair  Lady  whom  he  Paints.  His  Dea-  Friends  the  Com-  30 
mentators,  who  never  fail  him  at  a  pinch,  will  needs  excuse  him,  by  making  the  present 
Sorrow  of  Andromaeke.  to  occasion  the  remembrance  of  all  the  pa.«l :  But  others  think 
that  she  had  enough  to  do  with  that  Grief  which  now  oppressed  her  without  runninc  for 
ass,stu..ce  to  her  Fam.k.  V,rg,l,l  am  confident,  wou'^  have  omitted  such  a  wofk  of 
supcrerrogation.  But  ]^trg,l  had  the  Gift  of  expressing  much  in  little,  and  sometimes  in 
silence :  For  though  he  yielded  much  to  Homn  in  Invention,  he  more  Excell'd  him  in  his 
A.im.rab le  Judgment.  He  drew  the  Passion  of  Dido  for  Emas,  in  the  most  lively  and 
most  natural  Colours  imaginable.    Homer  was  ambitious  enough  of  moving  pity ;   for 

;/  f  ^Ik'V?'.''^  ^*'^^  °"u^^^  '*"'*.  '"''j*'*^*  °*  ^«"^''  d«a'h:  first,  when  iViam  and 
//^a,Aa  beheld  his  Corps,  which  was  drag'd  after  the  chariot  of  AchilUs ;  and  then  in  the  m 
Lamentation  which  was  made  over  him,  when  his  Body  was  redeem  d  by  Priam  i  and  the 
same  Persons  again  bewail  his  denth,  with  a  Chorus  of  others  to  help  the  cry.  But  if  this 
last  excite  Compassion  m  you,  a^  I  doubt  not  but  it  will,  you  are  more  oblig'd  to  the 
Translator  than  the  Poet.  For  Homer,  as  I  observ'd  before,  ran  move  rage  better  than  he 
ran  pity :  He  stirs  up  the  irascible  appetite,  as  our  Philosophers  call  it ;  he  provokes  to 
Murther,  and  the  destruction  of  God's  Images  ;  he  forms  and  equips  thie  ungodly  Man- 
killers,  whom  we  Poets,  when  we  fcatter  them,  call  Heroes  ;  a  ra'ce  of  Men  whi  can  never 
-njoy  quiet  in  themselves,  'till  they  have  taken  it  from  all  the  World.  This  is  Homer's 
Commendation,  and  such  as  it  is  the  Lovers  of  Peace,  or  at  least  of  more  moderate  Heroism, 

themselves,  I  am  satisfied  they  will  never  have  a  third  Concurrent.    I  wish  Mr.  Congreve 

i,n  i VhTm  kI  ^/S:!-''''"  'J""u??*^J''?  ^"•■''^  *'"=  R"^  Nature  and  Justice  to  Encoul™^ 
hm  m  that  Noble  Design  of  which  he  is  more  capible  than  any  Man  I  know.    The  eS 

tS^"'"  *"^^  ^'- 1"^"''  *r  •*'"^  ^^  J^'^R^  °f  «"'  Age.  have  assured  me,  that  tb«y 
CO,,  d  never  read  over  the  Translation  of  Chapman,  without  incredible  Pleasure  and  extr^ 
vTT'^  1"  Admiration  of  theirs  must  needs  proceed  from  the  Author  himself: 
tot  the  Translator  has  thrown  him  down  as  low,  as  harsh  Numbers,  improper  Entlisk. 
and  a  monstrous  length  of  Verse  cou'd  carry  him.    What  then  w^u'd'^he  appS  in 

It  5.T°rr?  ^'™°J'  °^  °"%'*'  '•'"  ^\  Writers.  Living  in  a  much  better  Xg^than 
was  the  last  ?   I  mean  for  venufication,  and  the  Art  of  Numbers :  for  in  the  ^maZ  eo 
have  not  arriv'd  to  the  pitch  of  Shakespear  and  Ben  Johnum.    But  here,  my  I^d"  am  ^ 
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forc'd  to  break  off  abruptly,  without  endeavouring  at  a  Compliment  in  the  close.  This 
Miscellany  is,  without  dispute,  one  of  the  best  of  the  kind,  which  has  hitherto  been 
extant  in  our  Tongue.  At  least,  as  Sir  Samuel  Tuhe  has  said  before  me,  a  Modest 
Man  may  praise  what  is  not  his  own.  My  Fellows  have  no  need  of  any  Protection,  but 
I  humbly  recommend  my  part  of  it,  as  much  as  it  deserves,  to  your  Patronage  and 
Acceptance,  and  all  the  rest  of  your  Forgiveness. 

/  am. 

My  Lord, 
Your  Lordship's  most 

Obedient  Servant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 
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Ovid's    Metamorphoses. 


Of  Bodies  chang'd  to  various  Forms  I  sing : 
Ye  Gods,  from  whom  these  Miracles  did 

spring. 
Inspire  my  Numbers  with  Coelestial  heat ; 
Till  I  my  long  laborious  Work  compleat ; 
And  add  perpetual  Tenour  to  my  Khimes, 
Deduc'd  from  Nature's  Birth,  to  Ca-sar's 

Times. 
Before  the  Seas,  and  this  Terrestrial  Ball, 
And  Heav'ns  high  Canopy,  that  covers  all. 
One  was  the  Face  of  Nature,  if  a  Face  ; 
Rather  a  rude  and  indigested  Mass  :  lo 

A  lifeless  Lump,  unfashion'd,  and  unfram'd  ; 
Of  jarring  Seeds  ;  and  justly  Chaos  nam'd. 
No  Sun  was  lighted  up  the  World  to  view  ; 
No  Moon  did  yet  her  blunted  Horns  renew  : 
Nor  yet  was  Earth  suspended  in  the  Skye  ; 
Nor,  pois'd,  did  on  her  own  Foundations  lye : 
Nor  Seas  about  the  Shoars  their  Arms  had 

thrown  ; 
But  Earth  and  Air  and  Water  were  in  one. 
Thus  Air  was  void  of  Light,  and  Earth 

unstable. 
And  Waters  dark  Abyss  unnavigable.       20 
No  certain  Form  on  any  was  imprest ; 
All  were  confus'd,  and  each  disturb'd  the 

rest. 
For  hot  and  cold  were  in  one  Body  fixt, 
And  soft  with  hard,  and  light  with  heavy 

mixt. 


Ovid's  Met  amok  phoses,  I. 
original  of  1693. 


Text  from  the 


But  God,  or  Nature,  while  they  thuftcon- 

tend. 
To  these  intestine  Discords  put  an  end. 
Then  Earth  from  Air,  and  Seas  from  Earth 

were  driv'n. 
And    grosser    Air    sunk    from    ^Ethereal 

Heav'n. 
Thus  disembroil'd,  they  take  their  proper 

place ;  , 

The  next  of  Kin  contiguously  embrace  ;  30  f 
And  Foes  are  sunder'd  by  a  larger  space.  ) 
The  force  of  Fire  ascended  first  on  high, 
And  took  its  dwelling  in  the  vaulted  Skie : 
Then    Air   succeeds,   in  lightness  i  jxt  to 

Fire: 
Whose  Atoms  from  imactive  Earth  retire. 
Earth  sinks  beneath,  and  draws  a  numerous 

throng 
Of  pondrous,  thick,  unweildy  Seeds  along. 
About  her  Coasts,  unruly  Waters  roar, 
And,  rising  on  a  Ridge,  insult  the  Shear. 
Thus  when  the  God,  what  ever  Go<l  was  he, 
Had  form'd  the  whole,  and  made  the  parts 

agree,  41 

That  no  unequal  portions  might  be  found, 
He  moulded  Earth  into  a  spacious  round  : 
Then  with  a  Breath,  he  gave  the  Winds  to 

blow ; 
And  bad  the  congregated  Waters  flow. 
He  adds  the  running  Springs,  and  standing 

Lakes ; 
And  bounding  Banks  for  winding  Rivers 

makes. 
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Some  part,  in  Earth  are  swallow'd  up,  the 

most 
In  ample  Oceans,  disimbogu'd,  are  lost. 
He  shades  the  Woods,  the  Vallies  he  re- 
strains 50 
With  Rocky  Mountains,  and  extends  the 

Plains. 
And  as  five  Zones  th'  Ethereal  Regions 

bind. 
Five  Correspondent,  are  to  Earth  assign'd : 
The  Sun,  with  Rays  directly  darting  down, 
Fires  all  beneath,  and  fries  the  middle  Zone : 
The  two  beneath  the  distant  Poles  complain 
Of  endless  Winter,  and  perpetual  Rain. 
Betwixt  th'  extreams,  two  happier  Climates 

hold 
The  Temper  that  partakes  of  Hot  and  Cold. 
The  Fellas  of  liquid  Air,  inclosing  all,        60 
Surround  the  Compass  of  this  Earthly  Ball : 
The  lighter  parts  lie  next  the  Fires  above  ; 
The  grosser  near  the  watry  Surface  move : 
Thick   Clouds   are   spread,   and   Storms> 

engender  there, 
And    Thunders   Voice,   which   wretched 

Mortals  fear. 
And  Winds  that  on  their  Wings  cold  Winter 

bear. 
Nor  were  those  blustring  Brethren  left  at 

large, 
On  Seas   and    Shoars    their  fury   to  dis- 
charge : 
Bound  as  they  are,  and  circumscrib'd  in 

place, 
They  rend  the  World,  resistless,  where  they 

pass;  70 

And  mighty  Marks  of  Mischief  leave  behind  ; 
Such  is  the  Rage  of  their  tempestuous  kind. 
First  Eurus  to  the  rising  Morn  is  sent, 
(The  Regions  of  the  balmy  Continent ;) 
And  Eastern  Realms,  where  early  Persians 

run. 
To  greet  the  blest  appearance  of  the  Sun. 
Westward,  the   wanton   Zephyr  wings   his 

Flight ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  Remnants  of  departing 

light: 
Fierce  Boreas  with   his   Off-spring   issues 

forth, 
T'  invade  the  frozen  Waggon  of  the  North, 
nhile  frowning  Auster  seeks  the  Southern 

Sphere,  81 

And  rots  with  endless  Rain,  th'  unwholesom 

year.  | 


High  o're  the  Clouds,  and  empty  Realms 

of  wind. 
The  God  a  clearer  space  for  Hcav'n  design'd; 
Where  Fields  of  Light,  and  Liquid  ^ther 

How, 
Purg'd  from  the  pondrous  dicgs  of  Earth 

below. 
Scarce  had  the  Pow'r  distinguish'd  these, 

when  streight 
The  Stars,  no  longer  overlaid  with  weight. 
Exert   their  Heads  from  underneath  the\ 


And  upward  shoot,  and  kindle  as  they  pass 
And    with    diffusive  Light,  adorn    their 

Heav'niy  place.  91 ) 

Then,  every  void  of  Nature  to  supply. 
With  Forms  of  Gods  he  fills  the  vacant  Skie : 
New  Herds  of  Beasts  he  sends  the  Plains  to 

share ; 
New  Colonies  of  Birds,  to  people  Air  j 
And  to  theirOozy  Beds  the  finny  Fish  repair 
A  Creature  of  a  more  Exalted  Kind 
Was    wanting    yet,    and    then    was    Man 

design'd : 
Conscious  of  Thought,  of  more  capacious 

Breast, 
For  Empire  form'd,  and  fit  to  rule  the  rest : 
Whether  with  particles  of  Heav'niy  Fire  loi 
The  God  of  Nature  did  his  Soul  Inspire  ; 
Or  Earth,  but  new  divided  from  the  Skie, 
And,   pliant,   still,   retain'd   th'    ^Ethereal 

Energy : 
Which  Wise  Prometheus  temper'd  into  paste, 
And  mixt  with  living  Streams,  the  Godlike 

Image  cast. 
Thus,  while  the  mute  Creation  downward 

bend 
Their  Sight.and  to  their  Earthy  Mother  tend, 
Man  looks  aloft ;  and  with  erected  Eyes 
Beholds  his  own  Hereditary  Skies.  1 10 

From  such  rude  Principles  our  Form  began. 
And  Earth  was  Metamorphos'd  into  Man. 

The  Golden  Age. 

The  Golden  Age  was  first ;  when  Man 
yet  New, 
No  Rule  but  uncorrupted  Reason  knew  ; 
And,  with  a  Native  bent,  did  Good  pursue. . 
Un-forc'd  by  Punishment,  un-aw'd  by  fear, 
His  words  were  simple,  and  his  Soul  smcere : 
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Needless   was   written   Law,  where  none 

opprest; 
The  Law  of  Man  was  written  in  his  Breast : 
No  suppliant  Crowds  before  the  Judge  v 
appear'd:  ,20 

NoCourt  Erected  yet,  norCause  was  hear'd;  \ 
But  all  was  safe,  for  Conscience  was  their 
Guard.  ) 

The  Mountain  Trees  in  distant   pros|)ect 

please, 
E|re  yet  the  Pine  descended  to  the  Seas  ; 
E're  Sails  were   spread,  new  Oceans   to\ 

explore ; 
And  happy  Mortals,  unconcern'd  for  more, 
Confin'd    their   Wishes   to   their   Native 

Shoar. 
No  Walls  were  yet ;   nor  Fence,  nor  Moat 

nor  Mownd ; 
Nor  Drum  was  heard,  nor  Trumiiets  angry- 
Sound  : 
Nor  Swords  were  forg'd ;  but,  void  of  Care 
and  Crime,  ijo 

The  soft  Creation  slept  away  their  time. 
The  teeming  Earth,  yet  guiltless  of  the 

Plough, 
And  unprovok'd,  did  fruitful  Stores  allow : 
Content  with  Food,  which  Nature  freely  bred, 
On  Wildings,  and  on  Strawberries  they  fed  ; 
Cornels  and  BramUe-berries  gave  the  rest. 
And  falling  Acorns  furnisht  out  a  Feast. 
The  Flow'rs  un-sown,  in  Fields  and  Meadows 

reign'd. 
And  Western  Winds  immortal  Spring  maiii- 

tain'd. 
In  following  Years,  the  bearded  Corn  ensu'd 
From  Earth  unask'd,  nor  was  that  Earth 
renew'd.  ,^, 

From  Veins  of  Vallies,  Milkand  Nectar  broke ; 
And  Honey  sweating  through  the  pores  of 
Oak. 


The    Sun    his    Annual    course    obliquely 

made,  j^q 

Good  days  contracted,  and  cnlarg'd  the  bad. 
Then  Air  with  sultry  Heats  began  to  glow, 
The  Wings  of  Winds  were  clogg'd  with  Ice 

and  Snow ; 
And  shivering  Mortals,  into  Houses  driven, 
Soughtshelterfromth'  inclemency  of  Ileav'n. 
Those  Houses,  then,  were  Caves,  or  homely 

Sheds, 
With  twining  Oziers  fenc'd ;  and  Moss  tlicir 

Beds. 
Then  Ploughs,  for  Seed,  the  fruitful  Furrows 

broke. 
And  Oxen  labour'd  first  beneath  the  Yoke. 

The  Brazen  Age. 

To  this  next  came  in  course  the  Brazen 
Age :  ,(^ 

A  Warlike  Offspring  prompt  to  Bloody  Ka<'e, 
Not  Im[>ious  yet " 


The  Iron  Age. 
■  Hard  Steel  succeeded  then  ; 


The  Silver  Age. 

But  when  Good  Saturne,  banish'd  from 

above. 
Was  driv'n  to  Hell,  the  World  was  under 

Jove. 
Succeeding  times  a  Silver  Age  behold. 
Excelling  Brass,  but  more  excell'd  by  Gold. 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  did  appear  ; 
And  Spring  was  but  a  Season  of  the  Year. 

>j8  Xata^Mt  in  or i final. 


And  stubborn  as  the  Mettal,  were  tlic  Men. 
Truth,   Modesty,  and   Shame,   the   World 

forsook : 
Fraud,  Avarice,  and  Force,  their  places  took. 
Then  Sails  were  spread,  to  every  Wind  tliat 

blew  ; 
liaw  were  tli;  Sailors,  and  the  Depths  were 

new: 
Trees  rudely  hoUow'd,  did  the  Waves  bUs- 

tain  ; 
E're  Ships  in  Triumph  plough'd  the  walrv 

Plain.  j-o 

Then  Land-marks  limited  to  eachhis  ri}>lit: 
For  all  before  was  common,  as  the  light. 
Nor  was  the  Ground  alone  requir'd  to  l)ear 
Her  annual  Income  to  the  crooked  share  ; 
But  greedy  Mortals,  rummaging  her  Sinn, 
Digg'd  from  her  Entrails  first  the  i)ruious 

Oar;  ' 

Which  next  to  Hell  the  prudent  Gods  had 

laid  ; 
And  that  alluring  ill  to  sicht  displaid. 
Thus  cursed  Steel,  and  more  accursed  Gold, 
Cave  Mischief  Birth,  and  made  that  Mis- 
chief bold :  itio 


180  Xo  cupUals  in  original. 
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And  double  death  did  wretched  Man  invade, 
By  Steel  assaulted,  and  by  Gold  betray'd. 
Now,  (brandish'd  Weapons  glitt'ring  in  their 

Hands) 
Mankind  is  broken  loose  from  moral  Bands ; 
No  Rights  of  Hospitality  remain  : 
The  Guest  by  him  who  harbour'd  him,  is 

slain : 
The  Son  in  Law  pursues  the  Father's  life  ; 
Tlie  Wife  her  Husband  murders,  he  the 

Wife. 
The  Step-dame  Poyson  for  the  Son  prepares ; 
The  Son  inquires  into  his  Father's  years.  190 
Faith  flies,  and  Piety  in  Exile  mourns  ; 
And    Justice,    here    opprest,    to    Heav'n 

returns. 

The  Gyants  War. 

Nor  were  the  Gods  themselves  more  safe 

above ; 
Against   beleagur'd    Heav'n,    the    Gyants 

move. 
Hills  piled  on  Hills,  on  Mountains,  Moun- 
tains lie. 
To  make  their  mad  approaches  to  the  Skie. 
Till  Jovt,  no  longer  patient,  took  his  time 
T'  avenge  with  Thunder  their  audacious 

Crime: 
Kid  Ligkt'ning  play'd  along  the  Firmament, 
And  tlieir  demolisli't  Works  to  pieces  rent. 
i)in(;'d  wiih  the  Flames,  and  with  the  Bolts 

transfixt,  301 

With  Native  Earth  their  Blood  the  Monsters 

mixt ; 
Tlic  Blood,  indu'd  with  animating  Heat, 
Did  in  th'   impregnant   Earth,  new  Sons 

beget : 
Thuy,  like  the  Seed  from  which  they  sprung, 

acairst, 
Against  the  Gods  Immortal  Hatred  nurst : 
An  Impious,  Arrogant,  and  Cruel  Brood  ; 
Ex{)ressing  their  Original  from  Blood. 
Wliich  when  the  King  of  Gods  beheld  from 

(Withal  revolving  in  his  Memory,  210 

What  he  himself  had  found  on  Earth  of  late, 
Lycaon's  Guilt,  and  his  Inhuman  Treate) 
He  s^h'd  ;  nor  longer  with  his  Pity  strove  ; 
But  kindled  to  a  Wrath  becoming  Jove ; 


.  «>4   impfegftant]  The  tditon  vertngly  give 
■inptegnate 


Then,  call'd  a  General  Council  of  the  Gods ; 
Who  Summon'd,  Issue  from  their  Bkst 

Abodes, 
And  fill  th'  Assembly,  with  a  shining  Train. 
A  way  there  b,  in  Heavens  expanded  Plain, 
Which  when  the  Skies  are  clear,  is  seen 

below. 
And  Mortals,  by  the  Name  of  Milky,  know. 
The  Ground-work   is  of  Stars ;    Uirough 

which  the  Road  231 

Lyes  open  to  the  Thunderer's  Abode. 
The  Gods  of  greater  Nations  dwell  around, 
And  on  the  Right  and  Left  the  Palace 

bound ; 
The  Commons  where  they  can,  the  Nobler 

sort. 
With  Winding-doors  wide  open,  front  the 

Court. 
This  Place,  as  far  as  Earth  with  Heav'n  may 

vie, 
I  dare  to  call  the  Loovre  of  the  Skie. 
When  all  were  plac'd,  in  Seats  dbtinctly 

known. 
And  he,  their  Father,  had  assum'd  the 

Throne,  350 

Upon  his  Iv'ry  Sceptre  first  he  leant. 
Then   shook   his    Head,   that   shook   the 

Firmament : 
Air,  Earth,  and  Seas,  obey'd  th'  Almighty 

nod ; 
And  with  a  gen'ral  fear,  confess'd  the  God. 
At  length,  with  Indignation,  thus  he  broke 
His  awful  Silence,  and  the  Pow'rs  bespoke. 
I  was  not  more  concern'd  in  that  Debate 
Of  Empire,  when  our  Universal  State 
Was  put  to  hazard,  and  the  Giant  Race  339 
Our  Captive  Skies  were  ready  to  imbrace : 
For  tho'  the  Foe  was  fierce,  the  Seeds  of  all 
Rebellion,  sprung  from  one  Original ; 
Now  wheresoever  ambient  waters  glide, 
All  are  corrupt,  and  all  must  be  destroy'd. 
Let  me  this  Holy  Protestation  make, 
By  Hell,  and  Hell's  inviolable  Lake, 
I  try'd  whatever  in  the  God-Head  lay  ; 
But  gangreen'd  Members  must  be  lopt 

away. 
Before  the  Nobler  Parts  are  tainted  to 

decay. 
There  dwells  below,  a  race  of  Demi-Gods, 
Of  Nymphs  in  Waters,  and  of  Fawns  in 

Woods ;  251 

Who,  tho  not  worthy  yet,  in  Heav'n  to  live, 
Let  'em,  at  least,  enjoy  that  Earth  we  give. 
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Can  these  be  thought  securely  lodg'd  below, 
When  I  my  self,  who  no  Superior  know, 
I,  who  have  Heav'n  and  Earth  at  my  com- 
mand, 
Have  been  attempted  by  Lycaon's  Hand  ? 
At  this  a  Murmur  thro'  the  Synod  went, 
And  with  one  Voice  they  vote  his  Punish- 

ment. 
Thus,  when  Conspiring  Traytors  dar'd  to 
doom  260 

The  fall  of  Casar,  and  in  him  of  Rome, 
The  Nations  trembled,  with  a  pious  Fear  : 
All  anxious  for  their  Earthly  Thunderer  : 
Nor  was  their  care,  0  Ceesar  !  less  esteem'd 
By  thee,  than  that  of  Heav'n  for  Jove  was 

deem'd ; 
Who  with  his  Hand  and  Voice,  did  first 

restrain 
Their   Murmurs,  then  resum'd  his  Speech 

again. 
The  Gods  to  Silence  were  compos'd,  and  sate 
With  Reverence,  due  to  his  Superior  State. 
Cancel  your  pious  Cares  ;  already  he  270 
Has  paid  his  Debt  to  Justice,  and  to  me. 
Yet  what  his  Crimes,  and  what  my  Tudc- 

mentswere, 
Remains  for  me  thus  briefly  to  declare. 
The  Clamours  of  this  vile  degenerate  Age, 
The  Cries  of  Orphans,  and  th'  Oppressor's 

Rage, 
Had  reach'd  the  Stars  ;  I  will  descend,  said  I, 
In  hope  to  prove  this  loud  Complaint  a  Lye. 
Dwguisd   m   Humane  Sharie,  I   Travell'd 

round 
The  World,  and  more  than  what  I  hear'd 

1  found. 
O'n  Manalus  I  took  my  steepy  way,      280 
By  Caverns  infamous  for  Beasts  of  Prey 
Then  cross'd  Cyllen^,  and  the  piny  shade. 
More  infamous  by  Curst  Lycaon  made  : 
Dark  Night  had  cover'd  Heaven  and  Earth. 

before 
I  enter'd  his  Unhospitable  Door. 
Just  at  my  entrance,  I  display'd  the  Sign 
That  somewhat  was  approaching  of  Divine. 
The  prostrate  People  pray :  the  Tyrant  grins, 
And,  adding  Prophanation  to  his  Sins. 
1 11  try,  said  he,  and  if  a  God  appear,      200 
To  prove  his  Deity,  shall  cost  him  dear. 
Twas  late  ;  the  Graceless  Wretch  my  Death 

prepares, 
When  I  shou'd  soundly  Sleep,  opprest  with 


This  dire  Experiment  he  chose,  to  prove 
If  I  were  Mortal,  or  undoubted  Jove ; 
But  first  he  had  resolv'd  to  taste  my  Pow'r  • 
Not  long  before,  but  in  a  luckless  hour 
Some   Legates   sent   from    the   Molossian 

State, 
Were  on  a  peaceful  Errant  come  to  Treat  • 
Of  these  he  Murders  one,  he  boils  the  Flesh 
And  lays  the  mangl'd  Morsels  in  a  Dish  :  30/ 
S>ome  part  he  Roasts ;  then  serves  it  up.  so 

drest. 
And   bids   me   welcome   to   this   Humane 

Feast. 
Mov'd  with  Disdain,  the  Table  I  o're-turn'd  • 
And   with   avenging   Flames,   the    Palace 

bumd. 
The  Tyrwit  in  a  fright,  for  shelter,  gains 
The  Nei^hb'rmg  Fields,  and  scours  alone  the 

Plains. 
Howling  he  fled,  and  fain  he  would  have 

spoke, 

But  Humane  Voice  his  Brutal  Tongue  for- 
sook. 
About  his  lips,   the  gather'd  Foam  hex 
churns,  ^^A 

And  breathing  slaughters,  still  with  Ragel 

he  burns. 
But  on  the  bleating  Flock  his  fury  turns.  \ 
His  Mantle,  now  his  Hide,  with  rugged  hairs 
Cleaves   to  hU  back ;   a  famish'd  face  he 

bears  ; 
His  arms  descend,  his  shoulders  sink  away. 
To  multiply  his  legs  for  chace  of  Prey. 
He  grows  a  Wolf,  his  hoariness  remains. 
And  the  same  rage  in  other  Members  reigns. 
His  eyes  still  sparkle  in  a  narr'wer  space, 
His  jaws  retain  the  grin,  and  violence  of  his 
face.  320 

This  was  a  single  ruine,  but  not  one 
Deserves  so  just  a  punishment  alone. 
Mankind's   a   Monster,   and    tli'    Ungodly 

times, 
Confed'rate  into  guilt,  are  sworn  to  Crimes. 
All  are  alike  involv'd  in  ill,  and  all 
Must  by  the  same  relentless  Fury  fall. 

Thus  ended  he  ;  the  greater  Gods  assent,) 
By  Clamours  urging  his  severe  intent ;  f 
The  less  fill  up  the  cry  for  punishment.  ' 
Yet  still  with  pity  they  remember  Man  ;  350 
And  mourn  as  much  as  Heav'nly  Spirits  can. 

aq<»  Errant]  The  tdilora print  %naxiA 
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They  ask,  when  those  were  lost  of  humane 

Birth, 
What  he  wou'd  do  with  all  this  waste  of 

Earth: 
If  his  dispeopl'd  World  he  would  resign 
To  Deasts,  a  mute,  and  more  ignoble  Line  ; 
Neglected  Altars  must  no  longer  smoke. 
If  none  were  left  to  worship  and  invoke. 
To  whom  the  Father  of  the  Gods  reply'd  :\ 
Lay  that  unnecessary  fear  aside :  [ 

Mine  be  the  care,  new  PeopI"  to  provide.  ' 
I  will  from  wondrous  Principles  ordain   341 
A  Race  unlike  the  first,  and  try  my  skill 
again. 
Already-  had  he  toss'd  the  flaming  Brand,) 
And  rolld  the  Thunder  in  his  spatiousf 
hand;  r 

Preparing  to  discharge  on  Seas  and  Land  :  j 
But  stopp'd,  for  fear  thus  violently  driv'n. 
The  Sparks  should  catch  his  Axle-tree  of 

Heav'n. 
Reraembring,  in  the  Fates,  a  time  when 

Fire 
Shou'd  to  the  Battlements  of  Heav'n  aspire, 
And  all  his  blazing  Worlds  above  shou'd 
burn,  3JO 

And  all  th'  inferiour  Globe  to  Cinders  turn. 
His  dire  Artill'ry  thus  dismist,  he  bent 
His  thoughts  to  some  securer  Punishment : 
Concludes  to  pour  a  Watry  Deluge  down  ; 
And  what  he  durst  not  burn,  resolves  to 
drown. 
The  Northern  breath,  that  freezes  Floods, 
he  binds  ; 
With  all  the  race  of  Cloud-dispelling  Winds 
Tiie  South  he  loos'd,  who  Night  and  Horror 

brings  ; 
And  Foggs  are  shaken  from  his  flaggy  Wings. 
From  his  divided  Beard,  two  Streams  he 
pours;  260 

His  head  and  rhumy  eyes  distil  in  showers. 
With  Ram  his   Robe  and   heavv   Mantle 

now : 
And  lazy  mists  are  lowring  on  his  brow. 
Mill  as  he  swept  alon;;,  with  his  clench' t  fist. 
He  squeez'd  the  Clouds  ;    th'    imprison'd 

Clouds  resist : 
Tlie  Skies,  from  Pole  to  Pole,  with  peals 

resound : 
And  show'rs  inlarg'd  come  pouring  on  the 

ground. 
Then,  clad  in  Colours  of  3  varimss  dye, 
Junonian  Iris  breeds  a  new  supply 


Impetuous  Rain  de- 


To  feed  the  Clouds  : 

scends ;  ,jq 

The  bearded  Corn  beneath  the  Burden  bends: 
Defrauded   Clowns   deplore   their   perish'd 

gram; 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  Year  are  vain. 

Nor  from  his  Patrimonial  Heav'n  alone 
Is  Jove  content  to  pour  his  Vengeance  down  • 
Aid  from  his  Brother  of  the  Seas  he  craves. 
To  help  him  with  Auxiliary  Waves. 
The  watry  Tyrant  calls  his  Brooks  and 

Floods, 
Who  rowl  from  mossie  Caves  (their  moist 

abodes ;) 

And  with  perpetual  Urns  his  Palace  fill :  380 

To  whom  in  breif,  he  thus  imp«ts  his  Will. 

Small  exhortation  needs;    your  Pow'rs 

employ : 

And   this   bad   World,  so   Jove   requires, 

destroy. 
Let  loose  the  Reins  to  all  your  watry  Store : 
Bear  down  the  Damms,  and  open  every  door. 
The  Floods,  by  Nature  Enemies  to  Land, 
And  proudly  swelling  with  their  new  Com- 
mand, 
Remove  the  living  Stones,  that  stopt  their 

way. 
And  gushing  from  their  Source,  augment 

the  Sea. 
Then,  with  his  Mace,  their  Monarch  struck\ 
the  Ground :  ,^,0 

With  inward  trembling.  Earth  receiv'd  the 

Wound ; 
And  rising  streams  a  ready  passage  found.. 
Th  expanded  Waters  gather  on  the  Plain, 
Theyflote  the  Fields,  and  over-top  the  Grain ; 
Then  rushing  onwar<ls,  with  a  swcepy  sway 
Bear  Flocks,  and  Folds,  and  lab'ring  Hinds' 

away. 
Nor  safe  their  Dwellings  were  ;    for,  sap'd 

by  Floods, 
Their  "Houses  feU  upon  their  Household  Gods. 
The  solid  Piles,  too  strongly  built  to  fall, 
High    o're   th«r   Heads,   behold   a   watrv 

Now  Seas  and  Earth  were  in  confusion  lost ; 
A  World  of  Waters,  and  without  a  Coast. 
One  climbs  a  Cliff  ;  one  in  his  Boat  is 
born. 

And  Ploughs  above,  where  late  he  sow'd  his 

Corn. 
Others  o're  Chinmey  tops  and  Turrets  row. 
And  drop  tbetr  Anchors  on  the  Meads  below  : 


'», 
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Or  downward  driv'n,  they  bruise  the  tender 

Vine, 
Or  tost  aloft,  are  knock't  against  a  Pine. 
And  where  ol  late  the  Kids  had  cropt  the 

Grass, 
The  Monsters  of  the  deep  now  take  their 
place  4,0 

insulting  Nereids  on  the  Cities  ride. 
And   wondring  Dolphins  o're   the   Palace 

glide. 
On  leaves  and  masts  of  mighiy  Oaks  they 

brouze. 
And   their   broad   Finns  entangle   in   the 

Boughs. 
The  frighted  Wolf  now  swims  amongst  the 

Sheep ; 
The  yellow  Lyon  wanders  in  the  deep : 
His    rapid    force    no    longer    helps    the 

Boar: 
The  Stag  swims  faster,  than  he  ran  before. 
The  Fowls,  long  beating  on  their  Wings  in 

vain, 
Despair  of  Land,  and  drop  into  the  Main. 
^ow  Hills  and  Vales  no  more  distinction 
know.  ^2, 

And  levell'd  Nature  lies  oppress'd  below. 
The  most  of  Mortals  perish  in  the  Flood  : 
The    small    remainder   dies    for   want   of 

Food. 
A   MounUin   of  stupendous   height   there 

stands 
i^twixt  th*  Athenian  and  Baotian  Lands, 
The  bound  of  fruitful  Fields,  while  Fields 

they  were, 
But  then  a  Field  of  Waters  did  appear : 
Parnassus  is  its  name  ;   whose  forky  rise 
Mounts  through  the  Clouds,  rnd  mates  tlu 
lofty  Skies.  ^^ 

High  on  the  Summet  of  thb  .luoious  Cliff', 
Deucalion  wafting,  moor'd  his  little  Skiff. 
He  with  his  Wife  were  only  left  behind 
Of  perish'd  Man ;   they  two  were  Humane 
Kind. 

The  MounUin  Nymphs  and  Themis  they 

adore. 
And  from  her  Oracles  relief  implore. 
The  most  upright  of  Mortal  Men  was  he ; 
The  OMMt  sincere  and  holy  Woman,  she. 
When    Jupiler,    surveying    Earth    from 
high. 
Beheld  it  in  a  Lake  of  Water  lie,  440 

That,  where  so  many  Millions  lately  liv'd. 
But  two,  the  best  of  either  Sex,  surviv'd, 


He  looB'd  the  Northern  Wind  ;  fierce  Bmas 

flies 
To  puff  away  the  Clouds,  and  purge  the 

Skies: 
Serenely,  while  he  blows,  the  Vapours,drivcn 
Discover  Heav'n  to  Earth,  and  Earth  to' 

Heaven. 
The  Billows  fall,  while  Neptune  lays  his  Mace 
On  the  rough  Sea,  and  smooths  iu  furrow'd 

face. 
Already  Triton,  at  his  call  appears  * 

Above  the  Waves;    a  Tyrian  Robe  la 
wears ;  450 

And  in  hb  Hand  a  crooked  Trumpet  bears., 
The  Soveraign  bids  him  peaceful  Sounds 

inspire, 
And  give  the  Waves  the  signal  to  retire 
His  writhen  Shell  he  takes  ;  whose  narrow 

vent 
Grows  by  degrees  into  a  large  extent ; 
Then   gives   it   breath;    the    blast,  wiib 

doubling  sound. 
Runs  the  wide  Circuit  of  the  World  around. 
The  Sun  first  heard  it,  in  his  early  East, 
And  met  the  rattling  Eccho's  in  the  West. 
The    Waters,    listnmg    to    the   Trun»|)ct5 
ra»r«  46a 

Obey  the  Summons,  and  forsake  the  t^iioar. 
A  thin  Circumference  of  Land  appears ; 
And  Earth,  but  not  at  once,  her  visage  reais, 
And    peeps    upon    the    Seas    from    up|w 

Grounds : 
The  Streams,  but  just  contain'd  within  their 

bounds. 
By  slow  degrees  into  their  Channels  crawl 
And  Earth  increases  as  the  Waters  fill! 
In  longer  time  the  to|K  of  Trees  apix-ar, 
Whirh  Mud  on  their  dbhonour'd  Brandies 
bear. 
At  length  the  World  was  all  restor'd  to 
view,  4-0 

But  desolate,  and  of  a  sickly  hue : 
Nature  beheld  her  self,  and  stood  afrhn^t. 
A  dismal  Desart,  and  a  silent  Waste. 
Which  when  Deucalion,  with  n  piteous 
Look, 
Beheld,  he  wept,  and  thus  to  Pyrthn  5poke: 
Oh  Wife,  oh  Sister,  oh  oh  all  thy  kind 
The  best  and  only  Creature  left  Ixhind, 
By  Kindred,  Love,  and  now  by  Dangers 
joyn'd  ; 
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Of  Multitudes,  who  breath'd  the  common 

Air, 
We  two  remain  ;  a  Sjiecies  in  a  ])air ;    480 
The  rest  the  Seas  have  swallow'd  ;  nor  have 

we 
Ev'u  of  this  wretched  life  a  certainty. 
The  Clouds  are  still  above;    and,  while 

I  speak, 
A  second  Deluge  o're  our  Heads  may  break. 
Shou'd  I  be  siiatch'd  from  hence,  and  thou 

remain, 
Without  relief,  or  Partner  of  thy  iiain. 
How  cou'd'st  thou  such  u  wretched  Life 

sustain  ? 
Siiou'd  I  be  left,  and  thou  be  lost,  the  .Sea, 
That  bury'd  her  I  lov'd,  shou'd  bury  me. 
Oh  cou'd  our  Father  his  old  Arts  inspire,  490 
And  make  me  Heir  of  his  informing  Fire, 
That  so  I  might  abolisht  Man  retrieve, 
[   And  ixjrisht  People  in  new  Scm)s  might  live. 
I   But  Heav'n  is  pleas'd,  nor  ought  we  to  com- 
plain, 
Tluit  wc,  th'  Examines  of  Mankind  remain. 
He  said:    the  careful  couple  joyn   their 

Tears, 
And  then   invoke   the   Gods,  with  pious 

Prayers. 
Thus,  in  Devotion  having  eas'd  their  grief. 
From  Sacred  Oracles  they  seek  relief : 
And  to  Cephysus  Brook  their  way  pursue : 
The  Stream  was  troubl'd,  but  the  Foord 

they  knew.  coi 

With  living  Waters  in  the  Fountain  bred, 
Ihey  sprinkle  first,  their  Garments,  and 

tiicir  Head, 
Then  took  the  way  which  to  the  Temple 

led. 

The  Roofs  were  all  defil'd  with  Moss  and 

Mire, 
Tlie  Desart  Altars  void  of  Solemn  Fire, 
i^lore  the  Gradual,  prostrate  they  ador'd, 
Tlie  Pavement  kiss'd,  and  thus  the  Saint 

Hiiplor'd. 
„  0  Kighteous  Thi-mis,  if  the  Pow'rs  above 
Hy  Pray  rs  are  bent  to  pity,  and  to  love ;  510 

I  humane  Miseries  can  move  their  mind  ; 

II  vet  they  can  forgive,  and  yet  be  kind  ; 
If II  how  we  may  restore,  by  second  birth, 
Mankmd,  and  People  desolated  Earth. 
I  hen  thus  the  gracious  Goddess,  noddinc. 

said  ;  *" 

i>q^|rt,  and  with  your  Vestments  veil  your 
head :  ' 


And    atoopbg   lowly  down,  with  kxnn'd 

Zones, 
Throw  each  behind  your  backs,  your  mighty 

Mother's  bones. 
Amaz'd  the  pair;  and  mute  with  wonder, 

'  stand, 
Till  Pyrrha  first  refus'd  the  dire  command. 
Forbid  it  Heav'n,  said  she,  that  1  shou'd 

tear  jj. 

Those  Holv  Reliqucs  from  the  Sepulchre : 
Tlicy  ponder'd  the  mysterious  Words  again, 
For  some  new  sencc ;  and  long  they  sought 

in  vain. 
At    length   Deucalion   dear'd    his   ck>udy 

brow, 
And  said  ;  The  dark  /Enigma  will  allow 
A  meaning,  which,  if  well  1  undersUnd, 
From  Sacriledge  will  free  the  Gods  Com- 
mand : 
This  Earth  our  mighty  Mother  is,  the  Stones 
In  her  cajiacious  Body,  are  her  Bones.    530 
These  we  must  cast  behind:    with  hope 

and  fear. 
The  Woman  did  the  new  solution  hear : 
The  Man  diffides  in  his  own  Augury, 
And  doubts  the  Gods ;  yet  both  resolve  to 

Descending    from    the    Mount,    they    first 

unbind 
Tlieir  Vests,  and  veil'd,  they  cast  the  Stones 

behind : 
Tlie  Stones  (a  Jliracle  to  Mortal  View, 
But  long  Tradition  makes  it  j)ass  for  tnir) 
Did  first  the  Rigour  of  their  Kind  expeli. 
And  suppl'd  into  softness  as  they  fell ;  540 
Then  swell'd,  and  swelling,  by  degrees  grew 

warm ; 
And  took  the  Rudiments  of  Humane  Form ; 
Iin|jerfect  shapes :  in  Marble  such  are  seen. 
When    the    rude    Chizzel    does    the    Man 

begin ; 
While    yet    the    roughness    of    the    Stone 

remains, 
\yithout  the  rising  Muscles,  and  the  Veins. 
The   sappy    jwrts,    and    next    resembling 

juice. 
Were  turn'd  to  Moisture,  for  the  Bodies  use : 
Supplying  humours,   blood,  and    nourish- 
ment : 
The  rest,  (too  solid  to  receive  a  bent ;)    550 
Converts  to  bones  ;    and  what  was  once 

a  vein. 
Its  former  Name  and  Nature  did  retain. 
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By  help  of  Pow'r  Divine,  in  little  space,    \ 
What  the  Man  threw,  assum'd  a  Manly 

face ; 
And  what  the  Wife,  rencw'd  the  Fem.ilc 

Race. 
Hence  we  derive  our  Nature,  born  to  bear 
Laborious  life  ;  and  harden'd  into  cjre. 

The  rest  of  Animals,  from  teeming  Earth 
Produc'd,  in  variou!>  l''ornis  rccciv'd  their 

birth. 
The  native  moir>ture,  in  its  close  retreat,  560 
Digested  by  the  Sun's  /Ethereal  heat, 
As  in  a  kindly  Womb,  began  to  breed  : 
Then  swcll'd  and  quicken'd  by  the  vital 

seed. 
And  some  in  less,  and  some  in  longer  space, 
Were  ripen'd  into  form,  and  took  a  several 

face. 
Thus  when  the  Nile  from  Pharian  Fields  b 

fled. 
And  seeks,  with  Ebbing  Tides,  his  ancient 

Bed, 
The    fat    Manure    with    Ileav'nly    Fire    is 

warm'd  ; 
And  crusted  Creatures,  as  in  Wombs  are 

form'd : 
These,    when    they    turn    the    Glebe,    the 

Peasants  find  :  570 

Some  rude,  and  yet  unfinish'd  in  their  Kind  : 

•Short  of  tlicir  Limbs,  a  lame  inuierfect  Birth ; 

One  half  alive  ;  and  one  of  lifeless  Earth. 

For  heat  and  moisture,  when  ia  Bodies 

joyn'd, 
The  temper  that  results  from  either  Kind, 
Conception  makes  ;   and  fighting,  till  they 

mix, 
Their  mingl'd  Atoms  in  each  other  fix. 
Thus  Nature's  hand  the  Genial  Bed  prepares 
With  Friendly  Discord,  and  with  fruitful 

Wars. 
From  hence  the  surface  of  the  Ground 

with  Mud  ^80 

And   Slime   besmear'd    (the   faeces   of   the 

Flood), 
Receiv'd  the  Rays  of  Ilcav'n  ;  and  sucking 

in 
The  Seeds  of  Heat,  new  Creatures  did  begin : 
Some  were  of  sev'ral  sorts  produc'd  before  ; 
But  of  new  Monsters,  Earth  created  more. 
Unwillingly,  but  yet  s'le  brought  to  light 
Thee,  Python  too,  the  wondring  World  to 

frifht. 
And  the  new  Nations,  with  so  dire  a  Sight. 


So  monitrouf  was  \m  Bulk,  so  large  a  space 
Did   his  vast  Body,  and  long  Train  >    • 

brace :  ^.^^ 

Whom  Phtebus  basking  on  a  Bank  espy'd, 
L'rc  now  the  (    d  his  Arrows  had  not  try'd, 
iSuton  the  trembling  Decr,or  Mountain  Goat; 
.\t  thii.  new  Quarry  he  prepares  to  shoot. 
Though  every  Shaft  took  phice,  he  »|x!i,i 

the  .Store 
Of  liis  full  Quiver ;  and  'twas  long  before 
Th'  expiring  Serpent  wallow'd  in  his  Gore, 
Thin,  to  preserve  the  Fame  of  such  a  deed, 
For  I'ylhon  slain,  lie  Pythian  Games  decreed, 
Where  Noble  Youths  for  Mastership  shou'd 

strive,  ^ 

To  Quoit,  to  Run,  and  Steeds  and  Charwts 

drive. 
The  Prize  was  Fame :  In  witness  of  Renown, 
Ati  Oaken  Gnrland  did  the  Victor  crown. 
The  Lawrel  ^^  not  yet  for  Triumphs  born,\ 
But  every  Green,  alike  by  Phahus  worn,  | 
Did  with  promiscuous  Grace,  hn  flowing' 

Locks  adorn.  j 


The  Transformation  of  Daphne 
into  a  Lawrel. 

The  first  and  fairest  of  his  Loves  was  she, 
Whom  not  blind  Fortune,  but  the  dire  decree 
Of  angry  Cupid  forc'd  him  to  desire : 
Daphne  her  name,  and  Peneus  was  licr  Sire, 
Swell'd  with  the  Pride,  that  new  Success 

attends,  5,, 

lie  sees  the  Stripling,  while  his  Bow  lie 

bends. 
And  thus  insults  him  :  Thou  lascivious  Bov, 
Arc  Arms  like  these,  for  Children  to  employ? 
Know,  such  atchivements  arc  my  jiroper 

claim : 
Due  to  my  vigour  and  unerring  aim : 
Resistless  are  my  Shafts,  and  Python  late, 
In  such  a  feather'd  Death,  has  found  his  fate. 
Take  up  thy  Torch,  (and  lay  my  Weapons 

by;) 
With  that  the  feeble  Suuls  of  Lovers  fry.  6m 
To  whom  the  Son  of  Venus  thiir  rtpiy'd : 
Phabus,  thy  Shafts  are  sure  0:1  ill  beside : 
But  mine  on  Phoebus,  mine  i  iie  !•  ime  shall  be 
Of  all  thy  Conquests,  when  i  conquer  thee. 
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He  said,  and  soaring  swiftly  wing'd  his 

flight ; 
Nor  stopt  but  on  Parnassus  airy  height. 
Two  difi'rcnt  Shafts  he  from  his  (juiver 

draws ; 
y>nt  to  repel  Desire,  and  one  to  cause. 
One  Shaft  is  pointed  with  refulgent  Gold, 
To  bribe  the  Love,  and  niake  the  Lover 

bold :  630 

One  blunt,  and  tipt  with  Lead,  whose  base 

Allay 
Provokes  disdain,  and  drives  desire  away. 
The  blunted   bolt  against  the  Nymph  he 

drest : 
But    with    the    sharp,    transfixt    Apollo's 

Breast. 
Th'  enamour'd  Deity  pursues  the  Chace  : 
The   scornful    Damsel    shuns    his    |.«th'd 

Embrace ; 
In  hunting  Beasts  of  Prey  her  Youth  em- 
ploys ; 
And  Phnhe  Rivals  in  her  rural  Jovs. 
With  naked  Neck  she  goes,  and  Shoulders 

bare. 
Ami  with  a  Fillet  binds  her  flowing  Hair.  640 
By  m?,ny  Suitors  sought,  she  mocks  their 

pains, 
And  still  her  vow'd  Virginity  maintains. 
Impatient  of  a  Yoke,  the  name  of  Uride 
She  shuns,  and  hates  the  Joys  she  never 

try'd. 
On  Wilds  and  Woods  she  fixes  her  desire : 
Nor  knows  what  Youth  and   kindly  Love 

inspire. 
Her  Father  chides  her  oft :  Thou  ow'st,  says 

he, 
A  IIuslKind  to  thy  self,  a  Son  to  me. 
She,  like  a  Crime,  abhors  the  Nuptial  Bed  : 
She  Blows  with  blushes,  ajid  she  hangs  her 

head.  650 

Tlien,  casting  round  his  Neck  her  tender 

.\rms. 
Sooths  him  with  blandishments,  and  filial 

Charms : 
fiive  me,  my  Lord,  she  said,  to  live  and  die 
A  spotless  Maid,  without  the  Marriage  tye. 
Tis  but  a  small  request ;  I  beg  no  more 
Than  what  Diana's  Father  gave  before. 
The  good  old  Sire  was  softn'd  to  consent ; 
But  said  her  Wish  wou'd  prove  her  Punish- 
ment : 


647  Thou]  thou  161)3. 


For  10  much  Youth,  and  so  much  Beauty 

jovn'd, 
Opposed  the  State,  which  her  desires  de- 

sign'd.  660 

Tlie  God  of  light,  aspiring  to  her  Bed, 
Hopes  what  he  seeks,  with  flattering  Fancies 

fed: 
And  is,  by  his  own  Oracles  mis-led. 
And  as  in  empty  Fields,  the  Stubble  bums, 
Or  nightl'/  Travellers,  when  day  returns. 
Their  useless  Torches  on  dry  Hedges  throw. 
That  catch  the  Flames,  and  kindle  all  the 

row ; 
So  bun»  the  God,  consun.ing  in  desire. 
And  feeding  in  his  Breast  a  fruitless  Fire : 
Her  well-tum'd  Neck  he  view'd  (her  Neck 

was  bare)  670 

And  on  her  Shoulders  her  dishcvei'd  Hair : 
Oh  were  it  comb'd,  said  he,  with  what  a 

grace 
Wou  d  every  waving  Curl  become  her  Face  ! 
He  view'd  her  eyes,  like  Heavenly  Lamps 

that  shone ; 
He   view'd   her   Li|)s,  too  sweet   to  view 

alone. 
Her  taper  Fingers,  and  her  panting  Breaat ;  % 
He  praises  all  he  sees,  and  for  the  rest,  [ 
Believes  the  Beauties  yet  unseen  are  best : ' 
Swift  as  the  Wind,  the  Damsel  fled  away. 
Nor  did  for  these  alluring  Speeches  stay :  6S0 
Stay,  Nymph,  J  e  cry'd,  I  follow  not  a  Foe  : 
Thus  from  the  Lyon  trips  the  trembling 

Doe: 
Thus  from  the  Wolf  the  frightn'd  LambN 

removes. 
And,    from    pursuing    Faulcons,    fearful! 

Doves ;  , 

Thou  shunn'st  a  God,  and  shunn'st  a  God 

that  loves.  J 

Ah  lest  some  thorn  shou'd  pierce  thy  tender 

foot. 
Or  thou  shou'd'st  fall  in  flying  my  pursuit  I 
To  sharp  uneven  ways  thy  steps  decline  ; 
Abate  thy  speed,  and  I  will  bate  of  mine. 
Yet  think  from  whom  thou  dost  so  rashly 

Nor   basely   born,  nor   Shepherd's   Swain 

am  L 
Perhaps   thou   know'st   not   my   Superior 

State ; 
And  from  that  ignorance  proceeds  thy  hate. 
Me  Claras,  Delpkoi,  Ttncdos  obey, 
These  Hands  the  Palareian  Scepter  sway. 
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The  King  of  Gods  bef^ot  me :  What  shall  be, 
Or  is,  or  ever  was,  in  Fate,  I  see. 
Mine  is  th'  invention  of  the  charming  Lyre ; 
Sweet  notes,  and  Heav'niy  numbers  I  in- 
spire. 
Sure  B  my  Bow,  unerring  is  my  Dart ;  700 
But  ah  more  deadly  his,  who  picrc'd  my 

Heart. 
Med'cine  is  mine,  what  Herbs  and  Simples 

grow 
In  Fields  and  Forrests,  all  their  Pow'rs  I 

know ; 
And  am  the  great  Physician  call'd,  below. 
Alas  that  Fields  and  Forrests  can  afford 
No  Remedies  to  heal  their  Love-sick  Lord  ! 
To  cure  the  pains  of  Love,  no  Plant  avails  ; 
And  his  own  Physick  the  Physician  fails. 

She  heard  not  half ;  so  furiously  she  flics, 
And  on  her  Ear  th'  imperfect  accent  dies. 
Fear  gave  her  Wings  ;  and  as  she  fled,  the 

wind  711 

Increasing  spread  her  flowing  Hair  behind  ; 
And  left  her  Legs  and  Thighs  expos'd  to 

view ; 
Which  made  the  God  more  eager  to  pursue. 
The  God  was  young,  and  was  too  hotly 

bent 
To  lose  his  time  in  empty  Compliment : 
But  led  by  Love,  and  fir'd  with  such  a  sight, 
Impetuously  pursu'd  his  near  delight. 
As  when  th'  impatient  Greyhound  slipt 

from  far. 
Bounds  o're  the  Glebe,  to  course  the  fearful 

Hare,  720 

She  in  her  speed  does  all  her  safety  lay  ; 
And  he  with  double  speed  pursues  the  Prey  ; 
0' re-runs  her  at  the  sitting  turn,  and  licks 
His  Chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  upon  the  Flix, 
She  scapes,  and  for  the  neighb'ring  Covert 

strives, 
And  gaining  shelter,  doubts  if  yet  she  lives : 
If  little  things  with  great  we  may  compare, 
Such  was  the  God,  and  such  ihe  flying  Fair : 
She  urg'd   by  fear,  her   feet  did  swiftly 

move. 
But  he  more  swiftly,  who  was  u.g'd    by 

Love.  730 

He  gathers  ground  upon  her  in  the  chace :  \ 
Now  breaths  upon  her  Hair,  with  nearer  I 

pace;  j 

And  just  isfast'ning  on  the  wish'd  Embrace,  j 


717  with]  Some  editors  wranrh give  by 


The  Nymph  grew  pale,  and  in  a  mortal 

fright. 
Spent  with  the  Labour  of  so  long  a  Flight ; 
And  now  despairing,  cast  a  mournful  look, 
Upon  the  Streams  of  her  Paternal  Brook : 
Oh    help,  she    cry'd,   in    this   extreaniest 

need. 
If  Water  Gods  are  Deities  indeed : 
Gape,  Earth    and    this    unhappy  Wretch 

mtomb :  y^o 

Or  change  my  form  whence  all  my  sorrows 

come. 
Scarce  had  she  finish'd,  when  her  Feet  she 

found 
Benumm'd  with  cold,  and  fasten'd  to  the 

Ground : 
.\  filmy  rind  about  her  Body  grows, 
Her  Hair  to  Leaves,  her  Arms  extend  to 

Boughs : 
The  Nymph  is  all  into  a  Lawrel  gone, 
The  smoothness  of  her  Skin  remains  alone. 
Yet  Phoebus  loves  her  still,  and,  casting 

round 
Her  Bole,  his  Arms,  some  little  warmth  he 


found. 


749 


The  Tree  still  panted  in  the  unfinish'd  part. 
Not  wholly  \  egetive,  and  heav'd  her  Heart. 
He  fix'd  hi&  Lips  upon  the  trembling  Kind ; 
It  swerv'd  aside,  and  his  Embrace  declin'd. 
To  whom  the  God  :  Because  thou  canst  not 

be 
My  Mistress,  I  espouse  thee  for  my  Tree : 
Be  thou  the  prize  of  Horour  and  Renown  ; 
The  deaililess  Poet,  and  the  Poem  rro«n. 
Thou  shalt  the  Roman  Festivals  adorn, 
And,  after  Poets,  be  by  Victors  worn. 
Thou    shalt  "returning    Carsar's    Triumph 

grace ;  760 

When  Pomps  shall  in  a  long  Procession  pass : 
Wreath'd  on  the  Posts  before  his  I'alaco 

wait ; 
And  be  the  sacred  Guardian  of  the  Gate : 
Secure   from  Thunder,  and   unliarni'd  by 

Jove, 
Unfading  as  th'  immortal  Pow'rs  above : 
And  as  the  Locks  of  Phoebus  are  unshorn, 
So  shall  perpetual  green  thy  Boughs  adorn. 
The  grateful  Tree  was  pleas'd  with  what  he 

sed, 
And  shook  the  shady  Honours  of  her  Head. 
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The  Transformation  of  lo  into 
a  Heyfar. 

An  ancient  Forrest  in  Thessalia  grows  ; 
Which   Tempi's  pleasing   Valley  does   in- 
close: ^y, 
Through  this  the  rapid  Peneus  takes  his 

course ; 
From  Pindus  rowling  with  impetuous  force  : 
Mists  from  the  Rivers  mighty  fall  arise  ; 
And  deadly  damps  inclose  the  cloudy  Skies : 
Perpetual  Fogs  are  hanging  o're  the  Wood  ; 
And  sounds  of  Waters  deaf  the  Neighbour- 
hood. 
Deep,  in  a  Rocky  Cave,  he  makes  abode : 
(A  Mansion  proper  for  a  mourning  God.) 
llere    he    gives    Audience ;     issuing    out 

Decrees  j8o 

To  Rivers,  his  dependant  Deities. 
On  this  occasion  hither  they  resort. 
To  pay  their  homage,  and  to  make  their 

Court. 
All  doubtful,  whether  to  congratulate 
His  Daughter's  Honour,  or  lament  her  Fate. 
Spmhteiis,    crown'd    with     Poplar,    first 

appears ; 
Then  old   Apidanus   came    crown'd    with 

years : 
Enipeus  turbulent,  Amphrisos  tame  ; 
And  jEas,  last  with  lagging  Waters,  came. 
Then,  of  his  Kindred  Brooks  a  numerous 

throng  790 

Condole  his  Loss,  and  bring  their  Urns  along. 
Not  otie  was  wanting  of  the  watry  Train, 
That  fill'd  his  Flood,  or  mingl'd  with  the 

Main : 
But  Inaehus,  who,  in  his  Cave,  alone, 
Wept  not  another's  losses,  but  his  own. 
For  his  dear  lo,  whether  stray'd,  or  dead, 
To  him  uncertain,  doubtful  Tears  he  shed. 
He  sought  her   through   the   World,   but 

sought  in  vain ; 
And,  no  where  finding,  rather  fear'd  her 

slain. 
Her,  just  returning  from   her  Father's 

Brook,  800 

Jove  had  beheld,  with  a  desiring  look  ; 
And,  Oh  fair  Daughter  of  the  Flood,  he 

sed. 
Worthy  alone  of  Jove's  Imperial  Bed, 

77»  pleasinj^l  Tkf  fdilors give  pleasant 


Happy,  whoever  shall  those  Chams  possess  j 
The  King  of  Gods,  nor  is  thy  Lover  less. 
Invites  thee  to  yon  cooler  Shades  ;  to  shun 
The  scorching  Rays  of  the  Meridian  Sun. 
Nor  shalt  thou  tempt  the  dangers  of  the 

Grove 
Alone,  without  a  Guide  ;  thy  Guide  is  Jooe. 
No  puny  Pow'r,  but  he  whose  high  Com-\ 

wand  8,0 

Isunconfin'd,who  rules  the  Seas  and  Land ; 
And  tempers  Thunder  in  his  awful  hand.  , 
Oh  fly  not ;  (for  she  fled  from  his  Embrace,) 
O'er  Lerna's  Pastures  he  pursu'd  the  Chace, 
Along  the  Shades  of  the  Lyrneean  Plain  ; 
At  length  the  God,  who  never  asks  in  vain, 
Involv'd  with  Vapours,  imitating  Night, 
Both  Air  and  Earth  ;  and  then  suppress'd 

her  flight. 
And  mingling  force  with  Love,  enioy'd  the 

full  delight. 
Mean  time  the  Jealous  Juno,  from  on  high, 
Survey'd  the  fruitful  Fields  of  Arcady ;  821 
And  wonder'd  that  the  mist  shou'd  over-run 
The  face  of  Day-light,  and  obscure  the  Sun. 
No  Nat'ral  cause  she  found,  from  Brooks,  or 

Bogs, 
Or  marshy  Lowlands,  to  produce  the  Fogs : 
Then  round  the  Skies  she  sought  for  Jupiter  ; 
Her  faithless  Husband;   but  no  Jove  v,- as 

there. 
Suspecting  now  the  worst.  Or  I,  she  said. 
Am  much  mistaken,  or  am  much  betray 'd. 
With  fury  she  precipitates  her  flight,     830  \ 
Dispels  the  shadows  of  dissembled  Night,  [ 
And  to  the  day  restores  his  native  light.     ' 
Th'  Almighty  Leacher,  careful  to  prevent 
The  consequence,  foreseeing  her  descent 
Transforms  his  Mistress  in  a  trice  ;  and  now 
In  lo's  place  appears  a  lovely  Cow. 
So   slick    her    skin,  so  faultless  was  her 

make, 
Ev'n  Juno  did  unwilling  pleasure  take 
To  see  so  fair  a  Rival  of  her  Love  ; 
And  what  she  was,  and  whence,  enquir'd  of 

Jove:  840 


S'l-i.t  The  editors  eo  astray  here.  It  is  clear 
from  ihtidihat  the  edition  oj  ibqj  is  right  exupt 
for  a  fr  inter's  comma  after  VvitaxfM  and  a  semi- 
colon for  a  comma  ttfUr  Chacc.  The  editors 
have  been  misled  into  a  series  of  false  stops  and 
wrong  connexions  which  destroy  the  sens*  ofth* 
passage. 

81S  Lsmaan\  The  editors  correct  to  Lvreean 

8j8  Orj  or  /fifty. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


V  ^ 


Of  what  fair  Herd,  and  from  what  Pedigree  ? 
The  God,  half  caught,  was  forc'd  upon  a  lye  ; 
And  said  she  sprung  from  Earth  ;  she  took 

the  word, 
And  begg'd  the  beauteous  lleyfar  of  her 

Lord. 
What  should  he  do  ?  'twas  equal  shame  to 

Jove 
Or  to  relinquish,  or  betray  his  Love  : 
Yet  to  refuse  so  slight  a  (iift,  wou'd  be 
But  more  t'  increiise  his  Consort's  Jealousie  : 
Thus   fear,  and   love,  by   turns   his   heart 

assail'd  ; 
And  stronger  love  had  sure  at  length  prc- 

vail'd,  850 

But  some  faint  hoi)e  remain'd,  his  jealous 

Queen 
Had  not  the  Mistress  through  the  lleyfar 

seen. 
The  cautious  Goddess,  of  her  Gift  possest. 
Yet  harbour'd  anxious  thoughts  within  her 

breast  ; 
As  she  who  knew  the  falshood  of  her  Jove, 
And  justly  fear'd  some  new  relapse  of  Love 
Wliicii  to  prevent,  and  to  secure  her  care, 
To  trusty  Argus  she  commits  the  Fair. 
The  head  of  Argus  (as  with  Stars  the 

Skies) 
Was  comjiass'd  round,  and  wore  an  hundred 

eyes.  860 

Hut  two  by  turns  their  t^ids  in  Slumber  \ 

steep ;  [ 

The  rest  on  duty  still  their  station  keep;   I 
Nor  cou'd  the  total  Constellation  sleep,      j 
Thus,  ever  present,  to  his  eyes  and  mind, 
Ilis Charge  was  still  before  him,  tho'  bel-.ind. 
In  Fields  lie  suffer'd  her  to  feed  by  Day, 
Hut  when  the  setting  Sun  to  Night  gave  way, 
Tlie  Captive  Cow  he  summon'd  with  a  call, 
And  drove  her  back,  and  ty'd  her  to  the 

Stall. 
On  Leaves  of  Trees  and  bitter  Herbs  she  fed, 
Heav'n  was  her  Canopy,  bare  Earth  her 

Bed;  871 

So  hardly  lodg'il :  and  to  digest  her  Food, 
She  drank  from   troubl'd  Streams,  defil'd 

with  Mud. 
Her  woeful  Story  fain  she  wou'd  have  told. 
With  Hands  upheld,  but  had  no  Hands  to 

hold. 
Her  Head  to  her  ungentle  Keeper '.       d, 
She  strove  to  speak  ;  she  spoke  not,  out  she 

low'd : 


Affrighted  with  the  Noise,  she  look'd  around, 
And  seem'd  t'  inquire  the  Author  of  the 

sound. 
Once  on  the  Banks  where  often  she  had 

play'd,  880 

(Her  Father's  Banks)  she  came,  and  there 

survey'd 
lier  alter'd  Visage,  and  her  branching  head  ; 
And,  starting,  from  her  self  she  wou'd  have 

fled. 
Her  fellow  Nymphs,  familiar  to  her  eyes, 
Ht'held,  but  knew  her  not  in  this  disguise. 
Ev'n  Inaelius  himself  was  ignorant ; 
And  in  his  Daughter  did  his  T  aughter  want. 
She  follow'd  where  her  Fellows  went,  us  she 
Were  still  a  Partner  of  the  Company  • 
They  stroke  her  Neck  ;   the  gentle  Heyfar 

stands,  8<)a 

And  her  Neck  offers  to  their  stroking  Hands. 
Her  Father  gave  her  Grass  ;  the  Grass  she. 

took;  I 

And  lick'd  his  Palms,  and  cast  a  piteous!- 

look ;  1 

And  in  tlie  language  of  her  eyes,  she  spoke.' 
She  wou'd  have  told  her  name,  and  ask't 

relief. 
But  wanting  words,  in  tears  she  tells  her 

grief. 
Which,  with  her  foot  she  makes  him  under- 
stand ; 
And  prints  the  name  of  lo  in  the  Sand. 
Ah  wretched  me  I    her  mournful  Father 

cry'd  ; 
She,  with  a  sigh,  to  wretched  me  reply'd : 
About   her   Milk-white  neck   his  arms  lie 

threw ;  901 

And   wept,  and   then    these    tender   \vord« 

ensue. 
And  art  thou  she,  whom   1  have  .souglit 

around 
The  World,  and  have  at  length  so  sadly 

found  ? 
So  found  is  worse  than  lost :    witii  nuiliial 

words 
Thou  answer'st  not,  no  voice  tliy  tongue 

affords : 
But  sighs  are  deeply  drawn  from  out  thy 

breast ; 
And  speech  deny'd,  by  lowing  is  express'd. 
L^nknowing  I,  prepar  d  thy  Bridal  Bed ; 
With  empty  Hopes  of  happy  Issue  fed.  910 
But  now  the  Husband  of  a  Herd  must  be 
Thy  Mate,  and  bell'wing  Sons  thy  Progeny. 
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Oh,  were  1  mortal.  Death  might  bring  relief ! 
But  now  my  God-head  but  extends  my 

grief; 
Prolongs  my  Woes,  of  which  no  end  I  see. 
And  makes  nie  curse  my  Immortality. 
More  had  he  said,  but  fearful  of  her  stay. 
The  Starry  Guardian  drove  his  Charge  away. 
To  some  fresh  Pasture  ;  on  a  hilly  he^ht 
He  sate  himself,  and  kept  her  still  in  sight. 


With  much  ado,  he  partly  kept  awake  ; 
Not  sufi'ring  all  his  Eyes  repose  to  take : 
Aad  ask'd  the  Stranger,  who  did  Reeds 
invrnt,  Q-o 

And  whence  began  so  rare  an  Instnuneat  ? 

The  Transformation  of  Syrinx 
into  Reeds. 


The  Eyes  of  Argus  transforvCd  into 
a  Peacock's  Train. 

Now  Jove  no  longer  cou'd  her  suff'rings 

bear:  ^21 

But  call'd  in  haste  his  airy  Messenger, 
The  son  of  Maya,  with  severe  decree 
To  kill  the  Keeper,  and  to  set  her  free. 
With  all  his  Harness  soon  the  God  was  sped  ; 
His  flying  Hat  was  fastned  on  his  Head ; 
Wings  on  his  Heels  were  hong,  and  in  his 

Hand 
lie  holds  the  Virtue  of  tit  Sn.iky  V.'and. 
The  liquid  Air  his  moving  Pinions  wound, 
And,  in  the  moment,  shoot  him  on  the 

ground.  ,,30 

Before  he  came  in  sight,  the  crafty  God 
His  Wings  dismiss'd,  but  still  retain'd  his 

Rod: 
That  Sleep-procuring  Wand  wise  Hertnes 

took, 
But  made  it  seem  to  sight,  a  Shepherd's 

Hook. 
With  this  he  did  a  Herd  of  Goats  controul ; 
Which  by  the  way  he  met,  and  slily  stole. 
Clad  like  a  Country  Swain,  he  Pip'd,  and 

Sung ; 
And  playing  drove  his  jolly  Troop  along. 

With  pleasure,  ^rf««  the  Musician  heeds ; 
But  wonders   much   at   those   new   vocal 

Reeds.  g.p 

And,  Whosoe're  thou  art,  my  Friend,  said\ 

f    '"^' 

I  p  hither  drive  thyGoats,and  play  by  me:  v 

This  IIilI  has  browz  for  them,  and  shade  for 

thee.  j 

The  God,  who  was  with  ease  induc'd  to 

climb. 
Began  Discourse  to  pass  away  the  time  ; 
And  still,  betwixt,  his  Tuneful  Pipe  he  plycs : 
And  watch'd  his  Hour,  to  close  the  Keeper's 

Eyes.  ^ 


thus;    A  Nymph  of  late 
form    her   Fellows   did 


Then  Hermes 

there  was. 
Whose    Heav'nly 

surpass. 

The  Pride  and  Joy  of  Fair  Arcadia's  plains  ; 
Belov  d  by  Deities,  Ador'd  by  Swains : 
Syrinx  her  Name,  by  Sylvans  oft  pursu'd. 
As  oft  she  did  the  Lustful  Gods  delude : 
The  Rural,  and  the  Woodland  Pow'rs  dis- 

dain'd ; 
With  Cynthia  Hunted,  and  her  Rites  main- 

tain'd ; 
Like  Pkahe  clad,  even  Phcehis  s.;lf  she 

seems,  ^f^ 

So  Tall,  so  Streight,  such  well-proportion'd 

Limbs: 
The  nicest  Eye  did  no  distinction  know. 
But  that  the  Goddess  bore  a  Golden  Bow : 
Distinguish'd  thus,  the  sight  she  cheated 

too. 
Descending  from  Lyctcur,  Pan  admires 
The  Matchless  Nymph,  and  burns  with  new 

Desires. 
A  Crown  of  Pine  upon  his  Head  he  wore  ; 
And  thus  began  her  pity  to  implore. 
But  e're  he  thus  began,  she  took  her  flight 
So  swift,  she  was  already  out  of  sight.    970 
Nor  staid  to  hear  the  Courtship  of  the  God  ; 
But  bent  her  course   to  Ladon's  gentle 

Flood : 
There  by  the  River  stopt,  and,  tyr'd  before, 
Relief   from   water  Nymphs    her    Pray'rs 

implore. 
Now  while  the  Lustful  God,  with  speedy 

pace. 
Just  thought  to  strain  her  in  a  strict  Em 

brace. 
He  iills  his  Arms  with  Reeds,  new  rising 

on  the  plice. 
And  while  he  sighs  his  ill-success  to  find. 
The  tender  Canes  were  shaken  by  the  wind  ; 
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And   breath'd   a   mournful   Air,   unhear'd 

before ;  980 

That  much  surprizing  Pan,  yet  pleas'd  him 

more. 
Admiring  this  new  Musick,  Thou,  he  sed, 
Who  can'st  not  be  the  Partner  of  my  Bed, 
At  least  shalt  be  the  Consort  of  my  Mind  ; 
And  often,  often,  to  my  Lips  be  joyn'd. 
He  form'd  the  Reeds,  proportion'd  as  they  \ 

are: 
Unequal  in  their  length,  and  wax'd  with  '^ 

Care, 
They  still  retain  the  Name  of  his  Ungrate 

ful  Fair. 
Vhile  Hermes  pip'd,  and  sung,  and  told 

his  tale. 
The  Keeper's  winking  Eyes  began  to  fail,  990 
And  drowsie  slumber  on  the  lids  to  creep  ; 
Till  all  the  Watchman  was,  at  length,  asleep. 
Then  soun  the  God  his  Voice  and  Song 

supprest ; 
And  with  his  pow'rful  Rod  confirm'd  his  rest: 
Without  delay  his  crooked  Faulchion  drew, 
And  at  one  fatal  stroak  the  Keeper  slew. 
Down  from  the  Rock,  fell  the  dissever'd 

head, 
Opening  its  Eyes  in  Death,  and  falling  bled  ; 
And  mark'd  the  passage  with  a  crimson  trail : 
Thus  Argus  lies  in  pieces,  cold  and  pale  ; 
And  all  his  hundred  Eyes,  with  all  their 

light,  looi 

Are  clos'd  at  once  in  one  perpetual  night. 
These y««o  takes,  that  they  no  more  may  fail, 
And  spreads  them  in  her  Peacock's  gaudy 

tail. 

Impatient  to  revenge  her  injur'd  Bed, 

She  wreaks  her  Anger  on  her  Rival's  head  ; 

With  furies  frights  her  from  her  Native  Home, 

And  drives  her  gadding,  round  the  World 

to  roam :  1008 

Nor  ceas'd  her  madness  and  her  flight,  before 
Sht  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  Phnrian  Shore. 
At  length,  arriving  on  the  Banks  of  Nile, 
Weary'd  with   length  of   ways,  and  worn 

with  toil. 
She  laid  her  down :    and,  leaning  on  her 

Knees, 
Invok'd  the  Cause  of  all  her  Miseries : 
And  cast  her  lansruishing  regards  above, 
For  help  from  Heav'n,  and  uer  ungrateful 

Jove. 


She  sigh'd,  she  wept,  she  low'd ;  'twas  ail 

she  cou'd ; 
And  w-'th  Unkindness  secm'd  to  tax  the  God. 
Last,  w.'th  an  humble  Pray'r,  she  begg'd 

Repose, 
Or  Death  at  least  to  finish  aU  her  Woes.  1020 
Jove  heard  her  Vows,  a  1  with  a  flatt'ring 

look. 
In  her  behalf,  to  jealous  Juno  spoke. 
He  cast  his  Arms  about  her  Neck,  and  sed : 
Dame,  rest  secure ;  no  more  thy  Nuptial  Bed 
This  Nymph  shall  violate  ;  by  Styx  I  swear, 
And  every  Oath  that  binds  the  Thunderer. 
The  Goddess  was  appeas'd :  and  at  the  word 
Was  lo  to  her  former  shape  restor'd. 
The  rugged  Hair  began  to  fall  away  ; 
The  Sweetness  of  her  Eyes  did  only  stay, 
Tho'    not   so   large ;    her   crooked   Horns 

decrease ;  1031 

The  wideness  of  her  Jaws  and  Nostrils  cease : 
Her  Hoofs  to  Hands  return,  in  little  space: 
The  five  long  taper  Fingers  take  their  place ; 
And  nothing  of  the  Heyfar  now  is  seen, 
Beside  the  native  whiteness  of  the  Skin. 
Erected  nn  her  Feet  she  walks  again. 
And  Tw.  ihe  duty  of  the  Four  sustain. 
She   tries  her  Tongue,  her  silence  softly 

breaks. 
And  fears  her  former  lowings  when  she 

speaks :  '040 

A  Goiddess  now  through  all  th'  Egyptian 

State  ; 
And  serv'd  by  Priests,  who  in  white  Linnen 

wait. 
Her  son  was  Epaphus,  at  length  believ'd 
The  Son  of  Jove,  and  as  a  God  receiv'd : 
With  Sacrifice  ador'd,  and  publick  Pray'rs, 
He  common  Temples  with  his  Mother  shares. 
Equal  in  years,  and  Rival  in  Renown  \ 
With  Epaphus,  the  youthful  Phaeton,  [ 
Like  Honour  claims,  and  boasts  his  Sire, 

the  Sun.  ) 

His  haughty  Looks,  and  his  assuming  Air 
The  Son  of  Isis  cou'd  no  longer  bear :    1051 
Thou  tak'st  thy  Mother's  Word  too  far, 

said  he. 
And  bast  usurp'd  thy  boasted  Pedigree. 
Go  base  Pretender  to  a  borrow'd  Name. 
Thus  tax'd,  he  blush'd  with  anger,  and  with 

shame  ; 


q8»  Thou]  thou  ibgj. 


10.16  thel  Most  editors,  with  characlerisli'e  dis- 
regard  for  euphont,  wrongly  give  her 
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But  shame  repress'd  his  Rage :  the  daunted 

Youth 
Soon  seeks  his  Mother,  and   inquires  the 

truth : 
Mother,  said  he,  this  Infamy  was  thrown 
By  Epaphus  on  you,  and  me  your  Son.  1059 
He  spoke  in  publick,  told  it  to  my  face  ; 
Nor  durst  I  vindicate  the  dire  disgrace  : 
Ev'n  I,  the  bold,  the  sensible  of  wrong, 
Restrain'd  by  Shame,  was  forc'd  to  hold  my 

Tongue. 
To  hear  an  open  Slander  is  a  Curse : 
But  not  to  find  an  Answer,  is  a  worse. 
If  I  am  Heav'n-begot,  assert  your  Son       1 
By  some  sure  Sign  ;  and  make  my  Father  I 

known,  j 

To  right  my  Honour,and  redeem  your  own.) 
He  said,  and  saying  cast  his  arms  about 
Her  Neck,  and  begg'd  her  to  resolve  the 

Doubt.  1070 

'Tis  hard  to  judge  if  Climeni  were  mov'd 
More  by  his  Pray'r,  whom  she  so  dearly 

lov'd. 
Or    more   with    fury    fir'd,    to    find    her 

Name 
Traduc'd,  and  made  the  sport  of  common 

Fame. 


I 


She  stretch'd  her  Arms  to  Heav'n,  and  fix'd 

her  Eyci 
On  that  fair  Planet,  that  adorns  the  Skies  ; 
Now  by  those  Beams,  said  she,  whose  holy 

Fires 
Consume  my  Breast,  and  kindle  my  desires  ; 
By  him  who  sees  us  both,  and  chears  our 

sight. 
By  him  the  publick  Minister  of  light,    1080 
1  swear  that  Sun  begot  thee :  if  I  lye, 
Let  him  his  chearful  Influence  deny  ; 
Let  him  no  more  this  perjur'd  Creature  src  ; 
And  shine  on  all  the  World,  but  only  me : 
If  still  you  doubt  your  Mother's  Innocence, 
His  Eastern  Mansion  is  not  far  from  hence  ; 
With  little  pains  you  to  his  Lne  go. 
And  from  himself  your  Parentage  may  know. 
With  joy  th'  ambitious  Youth  his  Mother 

heard,  1089 

And  eager,  for  the  Journey  soon  prepar'd. 
He  longs  the  World  beneath  him  to  survey  ; 
To  guide  the  Chariot ;  and  to  give  the  day : 
From  Mnoi's  burning  Sands  he  bends  his 

course. 
Nor  less  in  India  feels  his  Father's  force  ; 
His  Travel  urging,  till  he  came  in  sight, 
And  saw  the  Palace  by  the  Purple  light. 


M        1  i 


MELEAGER  AND  ATALANTA, 

OUT    OF    THE    EIGHTH    BOOK    OF    OVId's    METAMORPHOSES. 


CONNEXION  TO  THE  FORMER  STORY. 

Ovid,  having  told  how  Theseus  had  freed 
Athens  from  the  Tribute  of  Children,  (which 
was  impos'd  on  them  by  Minos,  King  of 
Creta)  by  killing  the  Minotaur,  here  makes 
a  Digression  to  the  Story  of  Meleager  and 
Atalanta,  which  is  one  of  the  most  inartificial 
Connexions  in  all  the  Metamorphoses  :  For 
he  only  says,  thr.t  Theseusobtain'd  suchlionour 
from  that  Combate,  that  all  Greece  had  re- 
course to  him  in  their  .Necessities;  and, 
amongst  others,  Calydon.  though  the  Heroe 
of  that  Country,  Prince  Meleager,  was  then 
living. 

Mb'.EAGBR  AND  ATALANTA.  The  text  from  the 
origifiLl  rdition  of  1700  rxoept  for  the  v.triants 
noted.  There  are  several  mistakes  in  the  editions. 
The  form  '  clottered '  is  undoubtedly  Dryden's. 


From  him,  the  Cal-donians  sought  Relief ; 
Tho'  valiant  Meleagrus  was  their  Chief. 
The  Cause,  a  Boar,  who  ravag'd   far  and 

near: 
Of  Cynthia's  Wrath  th'  avenging  Minister. 
For  Oenetis  with  Autumnal  Plenty  bless'd, 
By  Gifts  to  Heav'n  his  Gratitude  express'd : 
CuU'd  Sheafs,  to  Ceres  ;  to  Lyaus,  Wine  ; 
To  Pan,  and  Pales,  ofler'd  Sheep  and  Kine ;  • 
And  Fat  of  Olives,  to  Mir.ervas  shrine.    9 
Beginning  from  the  Rural  Gods,  his  Hand 
Was  lib'ral  to  the  Pow'rs  of  high  Command : 
Each  Deity  in  ev'ry  kind  was  bless'd. 
Till  at  Diana's  Fane  th'  invidious  Honour 

ceas'd. 


i 


In  188  it  would  spfir.  that  the  original  tpxt  i« 
wrongly  printed  *.  V'arton  gives '  Brother's  Ghosts,' 
which  IS  ahsnrd 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


Wrath  touches  ev'n  the  Gods ;  the  Queen 
of  Night 
Fir'd  with   Disdain,  and   jealous  of  her 

Right, 
Unhonour'd  though  I  am,  at  least,  said  she, 
Not  unrevenR'd  that  impious  Act  shall  be. 
Swift  as  the  Word,  she  sped  the  Boar  away, 
With  Charge  on  tliose  devoted  Fields  to 

prey.  »9 

No  larger  Bulls  th'  Mgyplim  Pastures  feed, 
And  none  so  large  Sicilian  Meadows  breed  : 
His  Eye-balb  glare  with  Fire,  suffus'd  with 

Blood; 
His  Neck  shoots  up  a  thick-set  thorny  Wood ; 
His  bristled  Back  a  Trench  impal'd  appears, 
And  stands  erected,  like  a  Field  of  Spears. 
Froth  fills  his  Chaps,  he  sends  a  grunting 

Sound, 
And  part  he  churns,  and  part  befoams  the 

Ground. 
For  Tusks  with  Indian  Elephants  he  strove. 
And  Jove's  own  Thunder  fiom  his  Mouth 

he  drove. 
He  bums  the  Leaves  ;  the  scorching  Blast 

invades  y> 

The  tender  Com,  and  shrivels  up  the  Blades : 
Or  suS'ring  not   their  yellow   Beards  to 

rear. 
He  tramples  down  the  Spikes,  and  intercepts 

the  Year. 
In  vain  the  Barns  expect  their  promis'd 

Load, 
Nor  Barns  at  home,  nor  Reeks  are  heap'd 

abroad : 
In  vain  the  Hinds  the  Threshing-Floor  pre- 
pare. 
And  exercise  their  Flails  in  empty  Air. 
With    Olives    ever-green    the    Ground    is 

strow'd. 
And  Grapes  ungather'd  shed  their  gen'rous 

Blood. 
Amid  the  Fold  he  rages,  nor  the  Sheep     40 
Their  Shepherds,  nor  the  Grooms  their  Bulls 

can  keep. 
From  Fields  to  Walls  the  frighted  Rabble 

run, 
Nor   think   themselves   secure   within   the 

Town: 
Till  Meleagros,  and  his  chosen  Crew, 
Contemn  the  Danger,  and  the  Praise  pursue. 
Fair  L'da's  Twins  (in  time  to  Stars  decreed) 
One  fought  on  Foot,  one  curb'd  the  fiery 

Steed; 


Then  issued  forth  fam'd  Jason  after  These, 
Who  mann'd  the  foremost  Ship  that  sail'd 

the  Seas ; 
Then  Theseus,  join'd  with  bold  Perithom, 

came,  50 

A  single  Concord  in  a  double  Name : 
The  fhtslian  Sons,  Idas  who  swiftly  ran. 
And  Ceneus,  once  a  Woman,  now  a  M.in. 
Lynceus,  with  Eagles  Eyes,  and  Lions  Heart 
Ltueippus,  with  his  never-erring  Dart ; 
Aeastus,  PhiUus,  Phainix,  Telamon,  ) 

Echion,  Lelex,  and  Eurytion,  \ 

Achilles  Father,  and  great  Phoeus  Son  ;  | 
Dryas  the  Fierce,  waaHiptasus  the  Stroni; ; 
With  twice  old  lolas,  ana  Nestor  then  but 

young,  60 

Laertes  active,  and  Aneeeus  bold  ;  | 

Mopsus  the  Sage,  who  future  Things  fore- 1 

told ;  I 

And  t'other  Seer,  yet  by  his  Wife  •  unsold. ) 
A  thousand   others  of  im-   ,^^... 

mortal  Fame ;  *AmfiH,ar,u,. 

Among  the  rest,  fair  Atalanta  came, 
Grace  of  the  Woods :    A  Diamond  Buckle 

bound 
Her  Vest  behind,  that  else  had  flow'd  upon 

the  Ground, 
And  shew'd  her  buskin'd  Legs ;  her  Head 

was  bare. 
But  for  her  Native  Ornament  of  Hair ; 
Which  in  a  simple  Knot  was  ty'd  above,  ;o 
Sweet  Negligence  !  unheeded  Bait  of  Love ! 
Her  sounding  Quiver  on  her  shoulder  ty'd. 
One  Hand  a  Dart,  and  one  a  Bow  supply'd. 
Such  was  her  Face,  as  in  a  Nymph  display'd 
A  fair  fierce  Boy,  or  in  a  Boy  betray'd 
The  blushing  Beauties  of  a  modest  Maid. 
The  Caledonian  Chief  at  once  the  Dame 
Beheld,   at   once   his    Heart   receiv'd  the 

Flame, 
With  Heav'ns  averse.    0  happy  Youth,  he 

cry'd ;  79 

For  whom  thy  Fates  reserve  so  fair  a  Bride ! 
He  sigh'd,  and  had  no  leisure  more  to  say  ;^ 
His  Honour  call'd  his  Eyes  another  way, 
And  forced  him  to  pursue  the  now  neglected 

Prey. 
There  stood  a  Forest  on  a  Mountains 

Brow, 
Which  over-look'd  the  shaded  Plains  below. 
No  sounding  Ax  presum'd  those  Trees  to 

bite; 
Coeval  with  the  World,  a  venerable  Sight. 
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The  Htrots  there  airiv'd,  some  spread 

around 
The  Toils ;  some  search  the  Footsteps  on 

the  Ground ; 
Some  from  the  Chains  the  faithful  Dogs 

unbound.  90 

Of  Action  eager,  and  intent  in  Thought, 
The  Chiefs  their  honourable  Danger  sought : 
A  Valley  stood  below  ;  the  common  Drain 
Of  Waters  from  above,  and  fallmg  Rain  : 
The  Bottom  was  a  moist  and  marshy  Ground, 
Whose   Edges   were   with   bending   Oziers 

crown'd ; 
The  knotty  Bulrush  next  in  Order  stood, 
AiiJ  ull  within  of  Reeds  a  trembling  Wood. 
From  hence  the  Boar  was  rows'd,  and 

sprung  amain 
Like  Lightning  sudden,  on  the  \Varriour> 

Tram ;  100 

BcatsdowntheTrees  before  him.shakesthe 

Ground, 
The  Forest  echoes  to  the  crackling  Sound  ; 
Shout  the  fierce  Youth,  and  Clamours  ring 

around. 
All  stood  with  their  protended  Spears  pre- 

l«r'd. 
With   broad   Steel  Heads    the  brandish'd 

Weapons  glar'd. 
The  Beast  impetuous  with  his  Tusks  aside' 
Deals  glancing  Wounds  ;  the  fearf  ■  Po<-s  _ 

divide  i  ' 

Allspcnd  theirMouth  aloof , but . 
Echion  threw  the  first,  but  mi.  -k, 

And   stuck   his   Boar-s^jear    >      .  .s 

Bark.       .  no 

Then  Jason :  and  his  Javelin  seem'd  to  take, 
But  fail'd  with  over-force,  and  whiz'd  above 

his  Back. 
Uopsus  was  next ;    but,  e'er   he   threw, 

address'd 
To  Phccbus,  thus :  0  Patron,  help  thy  Priest : 
If  I  adore,  and  ever  have  ador'd 
Thy  Pow'r  Divine,  thy  present  Aid  afford  ; 
That  I  may  reach  the  Beast.    The  God 

ailow'd 
His  Pray'r,  and  smiling,  gave  him  what  he 

cou'd : 
lie  reach'd  the  Savage,  but  no  Blood  he  drew, 
Dian  unarm'd  the  Javelin  as  it  flew.        1 20 


91  in]  TAt  editors  vorongly  give  on 
108  aloof]  The editors^diiregardinetht unit. 
mroHglygivt*M(\ 


This  cbafd  the  B«ur,  h»  Noetrib  Fhmes 

expire. 
And  his  red  Eye-balls  roll  with  living  Fire. 
Wbirl'd  from  a  Sling,  or  from  an  Engine 

thrown. 
Amidst  the  Foes,  so  flies  a  mighty  Stone, 
As  flew  the  Beast :  The  Left  Whig  put  to 

flight. 
The  Chiefs  o'erborn,  he  rushes  on  the  Right. 
Eupalamos  and  Pelagon  he  laid 
In  Dust,  and  next  to  Death,  but  for  their 

Fellows  Aid. 
Enesimus  far'd  worse,  prcpar'd  to  fly, 
The  fatal  Fang  drove  deep  within  his  Thigh, 
And  cut  the  Nerves  :  The  Ner%-es  no  more 

sustain  131 

The  Bulk ;  the  Bulk  unprop'd,  faUs  head- 
long on  the  Pkin. 
Nestor  had  fail'd  the  Fall  of  Troy  to  see, 
But  leaning  on  his  Lance,  he  vaulted  on 

a  Tree ; 
Then  gath'ring  up  his  Feet,  look'd  down  with 

Fear, 
And  thought  his  monstrous  Foe  was  still  too 

near. 
Against  a  Stump  his  Tusk  tlie  Monster 

grinds, 
And  in  the  sirarpen'd  Edge  new  V^our 

finds ; 
Then,  trusting  to  his  Arms,  young  Othrys 

found. 
And  ranch'd  hb  Hips  with  one  contmu'd 

Wound.  140 

Now  Leda's  Twins,  the  future  Stars,  appear ; 
'■'  liite  were  their  Habits,  white  their  Horses 

were. 
Conspicuous  both,  and  both  in  act  to  throw. 
Their  trembling  Lances  brandish'd  at  the 

Foe: 
Nor  had  they  miss'd ;   but  he  to  Thickets 

fled, 
Conccal'd  from  aiming  Spears,  not  pervious 

to  the  Steed. 
But   Telamon  rush'd   in,  and    happ'd    to 

meet 
A  rising  Root,  that  held  his  fastned  Feet ; 
So  down  he  fell ;   whom,  sprawluig  on  the 

Ground, 
Hb  Brother  from  the  Wooden  Gyves  un- 
bound. 150 


139   Sttesimus]  Ouesimus  ijoo.    Ptrhaps  a 
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Mean  time  the  Virgin-Huntress  was  not 

slow 
T  expel  the  Shaft  from  her  contracted  Bow : 
Beneath  his  Ear  the  fastned  Arrow  stood, 
And  from  the  Wound  appear'd  the  trickling 

Blood. 
She  blush'd  for  Joy  :  But  MtUagros  rais'd 
His  voice  with  loud  Applause,  and  the  fair 

Archer  prais''!. 
He  was  the  first  to  see,  and  first  to  show 
His  Friends   the  Marks  of  the  successful 

Blow. 
Nor  shall  thy  Valour  want  the  Praises  due, 
He  said  ;  a  vertuous  Envy  seiz'd  the  Crew. 
They  shout ;   the  Shouting  animates  their 

Hearts,  i6i 

And  all  at  once  employ  their  thronging 

DarU: 
But  out  of  Order  thrown,  in  Air  they  joyn  ; 
<ind  Multitude  makes  frustrate  the  Design. 
With  both  his  Hands  the  proud  Anctus 

takes. 
And  flourishes  his  double-biting  Ax : 
Then  forward  to  his  Fate,  he  took  a  Stride 
Before  the  rest,  and  to  his  Fellows  cry'd, 
Give  place,  and  mark  the  difi'rence,  if  you 

can. 
Between  a  Woman-Warriour,  and  a  Man  ; 
The  Boar  b  doom'd ;    nor  though  Diana 

lend  lyi 

Her  Aid,  Diana  can  her  Beast  defend. 
Thus  boasted  he  ;  then  stretch'd,  on  Tiptoe 

stood. 
Secure  to  make  his  empty  Promise  good. 
But  the  more  wary  Beast  prevents  the  Blow, 
And  upward  rips  the  Grom  of  his  audacious 

Foe. 
Anaeus  falls  ;  his  Bowels  from  the  Wovnd 
Rush  out,  and  clotter'd  Blood  distains  the 

Ground. 
Perilhous,  no  small  Portion  of  the  War, 
Press'd  on,  and  shook  his  Lance ;  To  whom 

from  far  i8o 

Thus  Theseus  cry'd :  O  stay,  my  better  Part, 
My  more  than  Mistress  ;  of  my  Heart,  the 

Heart. 
The  Strong  may  fight  aloof :  Anceus  try'd 
His  Force  too  near,  and  by  presuming  dy'd : 
He  said,  and  while  he  spake  his  Javelin 

threw, 
Hissmg  in  Air  th'  unerring  Weapon  flew  ; 

178  clotter'd]  The  editon  wrongly jrt't>*K.\aiitA 


liut  on  an  Arm  of  Oak,  that  stood  betwixt 
The  Marks-man  and  the  Mark,  his  Lance  ht 

(ixt. 
Once  more  bold  Jason  threw,  but  faird\ 

to  wound  I 

The  Boar,and  slew  an  undeserving  Hound  ;h 
And  through  the  Dog  the  Dart  was  nuil'd  | 

to  Ground.  191 ) 

Two  Spears  from  MeUager's  Hand  were 

sent. 
With  equal  Force,  but  various  in  th'  Event : 
The  first  was  fix'd   in  Earth,  the  serotid 

stood 
On  the  Boars  bristled  Back,  and  deeply 

drank  his  Blood. 
Now    while    the    tortur'd    Salvage    tunu 

around, 
An'^  flings  about  hb  Foam,  impatient  of  tiic 

Wound, 
The  Woun^  great  Author  dose  at  Hand 

provokes 
His  Rage,  and  plyes  him  with  redouhlcd 

Strokes ; 
Wheels  as  he  whecb  ;  and  with  hb  pointed 

Dart  200 

Explores  the  nearest  Passage  to  hb  Heart. 
Quick,  and  more  quick  he  spins  in  giddy 

Gires, 
Then  falls,  and  in  much  Foam  hb  Soul 

expires. 
Thb   Act   with   Sliouts   Heav'n  high  the 

friendly  Band 
Applaud,  and  strain  in  theirs  the  Victour 

Hand. 
Then   all   approach    the   Sl^in   with  vast 

Surprize, 
Admire  on  what  a  Breadth  of  Earth  lie  lies ; 
And  scarce  secure,  reach  out  their  Spears 

afar. 
And   blciod   their   Points,   to   prove  their 

Partnership  of  War. 
But  he,  the  conqu'ring  Chief,  lus  Foot 

impress'd  210 

On   the  strong  Neck  of  that  destructive 

Beast ; 
And  gazing  on   the  Nymph  with  ardent 

Eyes, 
Accept,  said  he,  fair  Nonacrine,  my  Prize, 
And,  though  inferiour,  suffer  me  to  join 
My  Labours,  and  my  Part  of  Praise,  wiili 

thine : 
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At  thL  pmenU  her  with  the  Tuiky  Head 
And  Chine,  with   rising   Briitlett   roughly 

spread. 
Gbd,  she  receiv'd  the  Gift:    and  icem'd 

to  take 
With  double  Pleasure,  for  the  Giver's  sake. 
The  rest  were  seiz'd  with  sullen  Discontent, 
And  a  deaf  Murmur  through  the  Squadron 

went :  aji 

All  envy'd ;    but   the    Theslyan   Brethren 

show'd 
The  least  Respect,  and  thus  they  vent  their 

Spleen  aloud : 
Lay  down  those  honour'd  S|>oils,  nor  think 

to  share, 
Weak  Woman  as  thou  art,  the  Prize  of  War : 
Oun  is  the  Title,  thine  a  foreign  Claim, 
Since  MeUagros  from  our  Lineage  came. 
Tnist  not  thy  Beauty ;    but  restore  the 

Prize, 
Which    he,  besotted    on    that    Face  and 

Eyes, 
Would  rend  from  us :  At  this,  inflam'd  tvith 

Spite,  230 

From  ner  they  snatch  the  Gift,  from  him  the 

Givers  Right. 
But  won  th'  impatient  Prince  his  Fal- 
chion drew. 
And  cry'd.  Ye  Robbers  of  another's  Due, 
Now  learn  the  Difi'rence,  at  your  pxof" 

Cos 
Betwixt  tiu    Valour,  and  an  empty  Boa 
At  this  advanc'd,  and,  sudden  as  the  Woru 
In  proud  Plexippus  Bosom    plung'd    the 

Sword : 
Toxtus  amaz'd,  and  with  Amazement  slow. 
Or  to  revenge,  or  ward  the  coming  Blow, 
Stood  doubting  ;  and,  while  doubting  thus 

he  stood,  240 

Receiv'd  the  Steel  bath'd  in  his  Brother's 

Blood. 
Pleas'd  with  the  first,  unknown  the  second 

News, 
Ahhea,  to  the  Temples,  pays  their  Dues 
For  her  Son's  Conquest ;  when  at  length 

appear 
Her  griesly  Brethren  stretch'd  upon  the 

Bier: 
Pale  at  the  sudden  Signt,  she  chang'd  her 

Cheer, 
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And  with  her  Cheer  her  Robes  ;  but  hearing 

tell 
The  Cause,  the  Maimer,  and  by  whom  they 

fell, 
'Twa»  Grief  n  •  more,  or  Grief  and  Rage  were 

One  349 

Withm  her  Soul ;  at  last  'twas  Raf;e  alone  ; 
Which  burning  upwards  in  succession  dries 
The  Tears  that  stood  consid'ring  in  her  Eyes. 
There  lay  a  Log  iinlighted  on  the  Hearth : 
When  she  was  lub'ring  in  the  Throws  of 

Birth 
For  th'  unborn  Chief,  the  Fatal  Sisters  came. 
And  rais'd  it  up,  and  toss'd  it  on  the  Flame : 
Then  on  the  Kock  a  scanty  Measure  place 
Of  Vital  Flax,  and  turn'd  the  Wheel  aoace  ; 
And  turning  sung.  To  this  red  Brana  and 

thee, 
O  new-born  Babe,  we  give  an  equal  Destiny : 
So   vanish'd   out   of   View.    The   frighted 

Dame  261 

Sprung  hasty  from  her  Bed,  and  quench'd 

the  Flame : 
The  Log  in  secret  lock'd,  she  kept  with  Care, 
And  that,  whil:  thus  preserv  d,  preserv'd 

her  Heir. 
Thi<-  Brand  she  now  produc'd  ;  and  first  she 

strows 
The  Hearth  with  Heaps  of  Chips,  and  after 

blows, 
Thrice  heav'd  her  Hand,  and  heav'd,  she 

thrice  repress'd : 
The  Sister  and  the  Mother  long  contest 
Two  doubtful  Titles  in  one  tender  Breast ;, 
And  now  her  Eyes  and  Cheeks  with  Fury 

glow,  270 

Nowpale  herCheeks, her  Eyes  with  Pity  flow ; 
Now   lowring   Looks   presage  approaching 

Storms, 
And  now  prevailing  Love  her  Face  reforms : 
Resolv'd,  she  doubts  again  ;   the  Tears  she 

dry'd 
With  burning  Rage,  arc  by  new  Tears  sup- 

And  as  ..  Ship,  which  Winds  and  Wavesx 

assail. 
Now  with  the  Cu'  jnt  drives,  now  w  ith  the 

Gale, 
Both  opposite,  and  neither  long  prevail : 

i«  Hearth]  The  English  tdilorsthmightltiih 
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She  feels  a  double  Force,  by  Turns  obeyi 
Th'  im|>crious  Tvmiicft,  oitd  tli'  impetuous 

Seu:  ate 

So  fares  Allhaa't  Mind  ;  she  first  relents 
W:»h  Pity,  of  that  Fity  then  renenU : 
Sister  and  Mother  loni;  the  Scales  divide, 
But  the  P«ain  nodded  on  the  Sisters  side. 
Sometimes  she  softly  sigh'd,  then  ro«r'd 

aloud ; 
But   Sighs  were   stifled    in    the  Cries   of 

Blood. 
The  pious,  impious   Wretch  at  length 

decreed, 
To  please  her  Brother's  Ghost,  her  Son 

shou'd  bleed ; 
And  when  the  Fun'ral  Flames  began  to 

rise. 
Receive,  she  said,  a  Sisters  S.    rifice :      390 
A   Mothers   Bowels   burn :     i.  'h   in   her 

Rand 
Thus  while  she  spoke,  she  held  the  fatal 

Brand ; 
Then  thrice  before  the  kindled  Pyle  she 

bow'd. 
And  Hie  three  Furies  thrice  invok'd  aloud  : 
Come,  come,  revenging  Sisters,  come  and 

view 
A  Sister  paying  her  dead  Brothers  due : 
A  Crime  I  punish,  and  a  Crime  commit ; 
But  Blood  for  Blood,  and  Death  for  Death 

is  fit: 
Great  Crimes  must  be  with  greater  Crimes 

repaid, 
And  second  Funerals  on  the  former  laid.  300 
Let  the  whole  Houshold  in  one  Ruine  fall. 
And  may  Diana's  Curse  o'ertake  us  all. 
Shall  Fate  to  happy  Oeneus  still  allow 
One  Son,  while  Theslius  stands  depriv'd  of 

two? 
Better  three  lost,  than  one  unpunish'd  go.) 
Take  thvn,  dear  Ghosts,  (while  yet  admitted 

new 
In  Hell  you    wait  my  Duty)  take  your 

Due: 
A  costly  Off* ring  on  your  Tomb  b  laid. 
When  with  my  Blood  the  i'rice  of  yours  is 

paid. 
Ah!     Whither    am    I    hurried?     Ah! 

forgive,  310 

Ye  Shades,  and  let  your  Sisters  Issue  live : 


•he 
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A  Mother  cannot  give  him  Death  ;  though 

he 
Deserves  it,  he  deserves  it  not  from  me. 
Then  shall  th'  unpunish'd  Wretch  imuh 

the  Slain, 
Triumphant  live,  nor  only  live,  but  reiun  ? 
While  you,  thin  Shades,  the  Sfiort  of  Winds, 

are  ton'd 
O'er  dreerv  Pbins,  or  tread  the  burnini; 

Coast. 
I  cannot,  cannot  bear ;  'tis  p>st,  'tis  'lone  ; 
Perbh  this  imf)ioiis,  this  detested  .Sor. : 
Perish  his  Sic,  and  perish  I  withal ;      ,^20 
And  let  the  Hous<*8  Heir,  and  the  iiop'd 

Kingdom  fall. 
Where   u   the   Mother   fled,   her  pious 

Love, 
And  where  the  Pains  with  which  ten  Months 

I  strove ! 
Ah !   hadst  thou  dy'd,  my  Son,  in  Infant- 

yean. 
Thy  little  Hene  had  been  bedew'd  with 

Tears. 
Thou  liv'st  by  mc ;    to  me  thy  Breath 

resign; 
Mine  is  the  Merit,  the  Demerit  thine. 
Thy  Life  by  double  Title  1  require  ; 
Once  giv'n  at  Birth,  and  once  prescrv'd 

from  Fire : 
One  Murder  pay,  or  add  one  Murder  more, 
And  me  to  them  who  fell  by  thee  restore.  331 
I  wou'd,  but  cannot :    My  Son's  Image 

stands 
Before  my  Sight ;    and  now  their  angr)' 

Hands 
My   Brothers  hold,  and  Vengeance  these 

exact. 
This   pleads  Compassion,  and  repents  the 

Fact. 
He  i>lea'-  in  vain,  and  I  pronounce  hii 

D- 
My  Brothers,  though  unjustly,  shall  o'er- 

come. 
But  having  paid  their  injur'd  Ghosts  theii 

Due, 
My  Son  requires  my  Death,  and  mine  sliuli 

his  pursue. 
At  this,  for  the  last  time  she  lifts  her 

Hand,  340 

Averts  her  Eyes,  and,  half  unwilling,  drops 

the  Brand. 
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The  Urund,  amid  the  flaming  Fewel  throw  n. 
Or  drew,  or  feem'd  to  draw,  a  dying  Groan  : 
The  Firw  themsclvM  but  faintly  lidi'd  their 

Prey, 
Tlien  loath'd  their  impious  Food,  and  wou'd 

have  shrunk  nway. 
ju«t  then  the  UtrH  cast  a  doleful  Cry, 
And  in  those  absent  Flames  bef;uti  to  fry. 
T».e    blind    Contagion    raa'd    within    bU 

Vcms  ; 
But   he   with   manly   Patience    bore   his 

I'ams : 
He  fear'd  not  Fate,  but  only  griev'd  to  die 
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stubborn  Soul   hi;   Mother 
OH    her  self   her  impious 


Without  an  honest  Wound,  and  by  a  Death 


35« 


so  dry. 
Happy  Antitut,  thrice  aloud  he  cry'd. 
With  what  becoining  Fate  in  Arms  he  dy'd  I 
Then   call'd    his    brothers.    Sisters,    Sire, 

around, 
Aiid  her  to  whom  his  Nuptial  Vows  were 

bound ; 
Perimps  his  Mother ;  a  long  Sigh  he  drew, 
AiwJ  his  Voice  failing,  tookltis  last  Adieu : 
For  as  the  Flumes  augment,  und  as  they 

stay 
At  their  full  Height,  then  languish  to  decay, 
They  rise,  and  sink  by  Fits ;   at  last  they 

,     ***"'  360 

In  one  bright  Blaze,  and  then  descend  no 

more : 
JiMt  so  his  inward  Heats  at  height,  impair, 
Till  the  last  burning  Breath  shooU  out  the 

Soul  in  Air. 
Now  lofty  Calidon  m  Ruines  lies ;  \ 

All  Arcs,  all  Degrees  unsluice  their  Eyes  ;  f 
And  Heaven  &  Earth  resound  with  Mur- 1 

murs.  Groans,  &  Cries.  j 

Matrons  and  Maidens  beat  their  Breasts, 

und  tear 
Their  Habits,  and  root  up  their  scattcr'd 

Hair. 
The  »vretched  Father,  Father  now  no  more, 
"""^Sorrow  sunk,  lies  prostrate  on  the 

Floor,  ^yo 

Deforms  his  hoary  Locks  with  Dust  obscene. 
And  curses   Age,  and   loatlis  a  Life  pro- 

long'd  with  Pain. 


Steel  her 
freed. 
And    punish'd 

Deed. 
Had  I  ••hundred  Tongues,  a  Wit  so  large 
As  cou  d  their  hiindrea  Office,  discharp   ? 
UadPhabus  all  his  IhlUon  bestow'd 
In  all  the  Streams  inspiring  all  the  C     I 
Tho«,  Tongues,  that  WtCV    l^,, 

thot  God,  m  vain 
Wou'd  offer  to  describe  his  Sisters  pain  :  tSo 
They  beat  their  Breasts  with  many  a  bruk* 

mg  Blow, 

Till  they  tum'd  livid,  and  corrupt  the  Snow. 
Ihe  Lorp,    hey  cherish,  while  the  Corut 
rcmaii!  ,  *^ 

And  exercise  and  rub  with  fniilless  Pains  1 
And    when    to  Fun'ral  FUimes   'tis   born 

away, 
Thcv  kiss  the  Bed  on  which  the  Body  lav : 
b*r*"  '''***  ^""'"'  ^'*'""  no  longer 

g'he  Dust  compos'd  within  a  pious  Um) 
vn   m    that    Um    their    Brother    they 
confess,  ' 

And  hug  it  in  thiir  Arms,  and  to  their 
Bosoms  press.  -go 

His  T-MTib  IS  rais'd  ;  then,   '  retch'd  aloog 
the  Ground, 
Those  living   Monuments  his  Tomb  sur. 
round : 

Ev*n  to  his  Name,  inscribed,  iheir  Teais 

they  pay, 
"Ti"  Tears  and  Kisses  w.  •  his  Namt    >-,.*. 
But  Cyn///ia  now  hat.     '  xer  Fury  Si.e.it, 
Not  with  less  Ruine  tlia     .  Xace,  content  .' 
txcepting  Gorge,  |>erish'd  all  the  Seed, 
And  •  Her   whom    Hcav'n   for   .  „  ' 

//«■««/«  decreed.  "Dtj^mira. 

Satiate  at  last,  no  longer  she  pursu'd 
The  weeping  Sisters ;   but  with  Wings  en- 

^"  °'  400 

And  Horny  Beaks,  and  sent  to  flit  in  Air ; 
Who  yearly  round  the  Tomb  in  Feather'd 

Flocks  repair. 
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BAUCIS  I  AND  I  PHILEMON. 

our   OF    THE    EIGHTH    BOOK   OF   I   OVID^S    METAMORPHOSES. 


I 


t 


Tht  Author,  pursuing  the  Deeds  of  Theseus, 
relates  how  He,  with  his  friend  Perithous, 
were  invited  by  Achelous,  the  River-God,  to 
slay  with  him,  till  his  Waters  were  abated. 
Achelous  entertains  them  with  a  Relation  of 
his  own  Love  to  Perimele,  who  was  changd 
into  an  Island  by  Neptune,  at  his  Request. 
Perithous,  being  an  Atheist,  derides  the 
legend,  and  denies  the  Power  of  the  Gods 
to  work  thai  Miracle.  Leiex,  another  Com- 
panion of  Theseus,  to  confirm  the  Story  of 
Achelous,  relates  another  Metamorphosis  oj 
Baucis  and  Philemon  into  Trees  ;  of  which 
he  was  partly  an  Eye-witness. 

Thus  Achelous  ends :   His  Audience  hear 
With  admiration,  and  admiring,  fear 
The  Pow'rs  of  Heav'n  ;  except  Ixion's  Son, 
Who  laugh'd  at  all  the  Gods,  believ'd  in 

none: 
He  shook  his  impious  Head,  and  thus  replies. 
These  Legends  are  no  more  than  pious  Lies : 
You  attribute  too  much  to  Heavenly  Sway, 
To  think  they  give  us  Forms,  and  take  away. 
The  rest,  of  better  Minds,  their  Sense 

declar'd 
Against  this  Doctrine,  and  with  Horrour 

heard.  lo 

Then  Lelex  rose,  an  old  experienc'd  Man, 
And  thus  with  sober  Gravity  began : 
Heav'ns  Pow'ris  Infinite:  Earth,  Air,and  Sea, 
The  Manufacture  Mass,  the  making  Pow'r 

obey: 
By  Proof  to  clear  your  Doubt ;  In  Phrygian 

Ground 
Two  neighb'ring  Trees,  with  Walls  encom- 
pass d  round, 
Stand  on  a  mod'rate  Rise,  with  wonder 

shown. 
One  a  hard  Oak,  a  softer  Linden  one : 
I  saw  the  Place  and  them,  by  Pittheus  sent 
To    Phrygian     Realms,     my    Grandsire's 

Government.  20 

Not  far  from  thence  is  seen  a  Lake,  the  Haunt 
Of  Coots,  and  of  the  fishing  Cormorant : 


in 


Baucis  and  Philemon.  The  text  from  the 
original  edition  of  1700.  In  160  'Crotches'  is  cer- 
tainly Dryden's  form. 


Here   Jove   with   Hermes   came ;    but 

Disguise 

Of  mortal  Men  conceal'd  their  Deities ; 
One  laid  aside  his  Thunder,  one  his  Rod  ; 
And  many  toilsom  Steps  together  trod  ; 
For  Harbour  at  a  thousand  Doors  they 

knock'd, 
Not  one  of  all  the  thousand  but  was  lock'd. 
At  last  an  hospitable  House  they  found, 
A  homely  Shed  ;  the  Roof,  not  far  from 

Ground,  30 

Was    thatch'd    with    Reeds    and   Straw 

together  bound. 
There  Baucis  and  Philemon  liv'd,  and  there 
Had  liv'd  long  marry'd  and  a  happy  Pair : 
Now  old  in  Love,  though  little  was  their 

Store, 
Inur'd  to  Want,  their  Poverty  they  bore, 
Nor  aim'd  at  Wealth,  professing  to  be  poor. 
For  Master  or  for  Servant  here  to  call. 
Was  all  alike,  where  only  Two  were  All. 
Command  was  none,  where  equal  Love  was 

paid. 
Or  rather  both  commanded,  both  obey'd.  40 
From  lofty  Roofs  the  Gods  repuls'd  before, 
Now  stooping,  enter'd  through  the  little 

Door: 
The    Man    (their   hearty    Welcome   firsts 

express'd) 
A  common  Settle  drew  for  either  Guest, 
Inviting  each  his  weary  Limbs  to  rest. 
But  e'er  they  sat,  officious  Baucis  lays 
Two  Cushions  stufi'd  with  Straw,  the  Seat 

to  raise ; 
Course,  but  the  best  she  had ;   then  rakes 

the  Load 
Of  Ashes  from  the  Hearth , and  spreads  abroad 
The  living  Coals,and,  lest  they  should  expire, 
With  Leaves  and  Barks  she  feeds  her  Infant- 
fire  :  51 
It  smoaks ;  and  then  with  trembling  Breath 

she  blows, 
Till  in  a  chearful  Blaze  the  Flames  arose. 
With    Brush-wood    and    with    Chips    she 

strengthens  these. 
And  adds  at  last  the  Boughs  of  rotten  Trees. 
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The  Fire  thus  fonn'd,  she  sets  the  Kettle  on, 
(Like  burnish'd  Gold  the  little  Seether  shone) 
Next  took  the  Coleworte  which  her  Hus- 
band got 
From  his  own  Ground  (a  small  well-water'd 

Spot;) 
She  stripp'd  the  Stalks  of  all  their  Leaves  ; 

the  best  60 

She  cull'd,  and  then  with  handy-care  she 

dress'd. 
High  o'er  the  Hearth  a  Chine  of  Bacon  hung  ; 
Good  old  Philemon  seiz'd  it  with  a  Prong, 
And  from  the  "ooty  Rafter  drew  it  down. 
Then  cut  a  Slice,  but  scarce  enough  for  one  ; 
Yet  a  large  Portion  of  a  little  Store, 
Which  for  their  Sakes  alone  he  wish'd  were 

more. 
This  in  the  Pot  he  plung'd  without  delay. 
To  tame  the  Flesh,  and  drain  the  Salt  away. 
The  Time  between,  before  the  Fire  they 

sat,  y^ 

And  shorten'd  the  Delay  by  pleasing  Chat. 
A  Beam  there  was,  on  which  a  Beechen 

Pail 
HuHR  by  the  Handle,  on  a  driven  Nail : 
This  lill  d  with  Water,  gently  warm'd,  they 

set 
Before  their  Guests ;  in  thb  they  bath'd 

their  Feet, 
And  after  with  clean  Towels  dry'd  their 

Sweat: 

Thisdone,the  Host  produc'dthe  genial  Bed,\ 
Sallow  the  Feet,  the  Borders,  and  the  Sted,  f 
Which  with  no  costly  Coverlet  they  spread;' 
But  course  old  Garments,  yet  such  Robes  as 

these  go 

They  laid  alone,  at  Feasts,  on  Holydays. 
The  good  old  Huswife  tucking  up  her  Gown, 
The  Table  sets  ;  th'  invited  Gods  lie  down. 
The  Trivet-Table  of  a  Foot  was  lame, 
A  Blot  which  prudent  Baucis  overcame. 
Who  thrusts  beneath  the  limping  Leg,  a 

Sherd, 
So  was  the  mended  Board  exactly  rear'd : 
Then  rubb'd  it  o'erwith  newly-gather'dMint, 
A  wholesom  Herb,  that  breath'd  a  grateful 

Scent. 
Pailas  began  the  Feast,  where  first  were 

^    ***"  90 

Tlie  party-colour'd  Olive,  Black  and  Green  : 

foot  ^'^^  ^**  ^''■^''***  «*■''»•*  "tsurdfy  give 
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Autumnal  Cornels  next  in  order  serv'd, 
In  Lees  of  Wine  well  pickl'd,  and  preserved : 
A  Garden-Sallad  was  the  third  Supply, 
Of  Endive,  Radishes,  and  Succory : 
Then  Curds   and    Cream,  the   Flow'r  of 

Country-Fare, 
And  new-laid  Eggs,  which  Baucis  busie 

Qxtt 
Tum'd  by  a  pentle  Fire,  and  roasted  rear. 
All  these  in  Earthen  Ware  were  serv'd  to 

Board ; 
And  next  in  place,  an  Earthen  Pitcher, 
stor'd  ,00 

With  Liquor  of  the  best  the  Cottage  cou'd 
afford.  ^ 

This  was  the  Tables  Ornament  and  Pride, 
With  Figures  wrought :   Like  Pages  at  his 

Side 
Stood   Beechen   Bowls;    and   these  were 

shining  clean, 
Vernish'd  with  Wax  without,  and  lin'd  within. 
By  this  the  boiling  Kettle  had  prepar'd. 
And  to  the  Table  sent  the  smoaking  Laid ; 
On  which  with  eager  Appetite  they  dine, 
A  say'ry  Bit,  that  serv'd  to  rellish  Wine : 
The  Wine  it  self  was  suiting  to  the  rest,  no 
Still  working  in  the  Must,  and  lately  press'd. 
The  Second  Course  succeeds  like  that  before, 
Plums,  Apples,  Nuts,  and  of  their  Wintry 
Store,  ' 

Dry  Figs,  and  Grapes,  and  wrinkl'd  Dates 

were  set 
In  Canisters,  t'eniarge  the  little  Treat 
All  thesea  Milk-white  Honey-comb  surround. 
Which  in  the  midst  the  Country  Banquet 

crown'd : 
But  the  kind  Hosts  their  Entertainment 

grace 
With  hearty  Welcom,  and  an  open  Face : 
In  all  they  did,  you  might  discern  with  ease, 
A  willing  Mind,  and  a  Desire  to  please.  121 
Mean  time  the  Beechen  Bowls  went  round, 
and  still, 
Though  often  empty'd,  were  observ'd  to  fill ; 
Fill'd  without  Hands,  and  of  their  own 

accord 
Ran  without  Feet,  and  danc'd  about  the 

Board. 
Devotion  seiz'd  the  Pair,  to  see  the  Feast 
With  Wine,  and  of  no  common  Grape,  in< 
creas'd  : 


II 
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And  up  they  held  their  Hands,  and  fell  to 

Pray'r, 
Excusing,  as  they  cou'd,  their  Country  Fare. 
One  Goose  they  had,  ('  twas  all  they  cou'd  \ 

allow)  130 1 

A  wakeful  Cent'ry,  and  on  Duty  now,        | 
Whom  to  the  Gods  for  Sacrifice  they  vow:) 
Her,  with  malicious  Zeal,  the  Couple  viewM  ; 
She  ran  for  Life,  and  limping  they  pursu'd : 
Full  well  the   Fowl  perceiv'd   their  bad 

intent, 
And  wou'd  not  make  her  Masters  Compli- 
ment ; 
But  persecuted,  to  the  Pow'is  she  flies. 
And  close  between  the  Legs  of  Jove  she  lies. 
He  with  a  gracious  Ear  the  Suppliant  heard, 
And  sav'd  her  Life ;    then  what  he  was 

declar'd,  140 

And  own'd  the  God.    The  Neighbourhood, 

said  he, 
Shall  justly  perish  for  Impiety : 
You  stand  alone  exempted  ;  but  obey 
With  speed,  and  follow  where  we  lead  the 

way: 
Leave  these  accurs'd  ;  and  to  the  Mountains 

Height 
Ascend ;   nor  once  look  backward  in  your 

Flight. 
They  haste,  and  wliat  their  tardy  Feet 

deny'd. 
The  trusty  Staff  (their  better  Leg)  supply'd. 
An  Arrows  Flight  they  wanted  to  the  Top, 
And  there  secure,  biit  spent  with  Travel, 

stop ;  150 

Then  turn  their  now  no  more  forbidden 

Eyes ; 
Lost  in  a  Lake  the  floated  Level  lies  1 
A  Watry  Desart  covers  all  the  Plains, 
Their  Cot  alone,  as  in  an  Isle,  remains : 
Wondring  with  weeping  eyes,  while  they 

deplore 
Their  Neighbours  Fate,  and  Country  now  no 

more. 
Their  little  Shed,  scarce  large  enough  forT wo. 
Seems,  from  the  Ground  increas'd,  in  He^ht 

and  Bulk  to  grow. 
A  stately  Temple  shoots  within  the  Skies : 
The    Crotches   of    their  Cot    in    Columns 

rise:  160 
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The  Pavement  polish'd  Marble  they  bchokl, 
The  Gates  with  Sculpture  grac'd,  the  Spires 

and  Tiles  of  GokJ. 
Then  thus  the  Sire  of  Gods,  with  Look 

serene, 
S|)eak  thy  Desire,  thou  only  Just  of  Men ; 
And  thou,  O  Woman,  only  worthy  found 
To  be  with  such  a  Man  in  Marriage  bound. 
A  while  they  whisper ;    then,  to  Jovt 

address'd, 
Philemon  thus  prefers  their  joint  Request : 
We  crave  to  serve  before  your  sacred  Shrine, 
And  offer  at  your  Altars  Rites  Divine :    170 
And  since  not  any  Action  of  our  Life 
Has  been  polluted  with  Domestick  Strife, 
We  beg  one  Hour  of  Death  ;  that  neither  she 
With  Widows  Tears  may  live  to  bury  me, 
Nor  weeping  I,  with  wither'd  Arms  may  bear 
My  breathless  Baucis  to  the  Sepulcher. 
The  Godheads  sign  their  Suit.    They  run 

their  Race 
In  the  same  Tenor  all  th'  appointed  Space ; 
Then,  when  their  Hour  was  come,  while  they 

relate 
These  past  Adventures  at  the  Temple-gate, 
Old  Baucis  is  by  old  Philemon  seen         181 
Sprouting  with  sudden  Leaves  of  spritely 

Green: 
Old  Baucis  look'd  where  old  Philemon  stood, 
And  saw  his  lengthen'd  Arms  a  sprouting 

Wood: 
New  Roots  their  fastcn'd  Feet  begin  to  bind. 
Their  Bodies  stiffen  in  a  rising  Rind : 
Then  e'er  the  Bark  above  their  Shoulders 

grew, 
They  give  and  take  at  once  their  last  Adieu ; 
At  once.  Farewell,  0  faithful  Spouse,  thev 

said; 
At  once  th'  incroaching  Rinds  their  closing 

Lips  invade.  190 

Ev'n  yet,  an  ancient  Tyanaan  shows 
A  spreading  Oak,  that  near  a  Linden  prows : 
The  Neighbourhood  confirm  the  Protligii 
Grave  Men,  not  vain  of  Tongue,  or  lijce  0 

lie. 
I  saw  my  self  the  Garlands  on  their  Boughs, 
And  Tablets  hung  for  Gifts  of  granted  Vows ; 
And  oft'ring  fresher  up,  with  pious  Pray'r, 
The  Good,  said  I,  are  God's  peculiar  Care, 
And  such  as  honour  Heav'n,  shall  heav'nly 

Honour  share. 
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THE  FABLE  OF  IPHIS  AND  lANTHE, 

FROM   THE   NINTH   BOOfc   OF   OVId's   METAMORPHOSES. 


The  Fame  of  this,  perhaps,  through  Crele 

had  flown ; 
But  Crele  had  newer  Wonders  of  her  own, 
In  Iphis  chang'd ;  For  near  the  Gnossian 

Bounds, 
(As  loud  Report  the  Miracle  resounds^ 
At  Phastus  dwelt  a  man  of  honest  blood. 
But  meanly  born,  and  not  so  rich  as  good ; 
Esteem'd  and  lov'd  by  all  the  Neighbour- 
hood: 
Who  to  his  Wife,  before  the  time  assign'd 
For  Child-Birth  came,  thus  bluntly  spoke 

his  mind : 
If  Heav'n,  said  Lygdus,  will  vouchsafe  to 

hear,  lo 

I  have  but  two  Petitions  to  prefer  ; 
Short  Pains  for  thee,  for  me  a  Son  and 

Heir. 
Girls  cost  as  many  throws  in  bringing  forth  ; 
Beside,  when  born,  the  Titts  are  little  worth : 
Weak  puling  Things,  unable  to  sustain 
Tlieir  Share  of  Labour,  and  their  Bread  to 

Kuin. 
If,  therefore,  thou  a  Creature  shalt  produce. 
Of  so  great  Charges,  and  so  little  Use, 
(Bear  Witness,  Heav'n,  with  what   reluct- 

ancy) 
Her  hapless  Innocence  I  doom  to  dye.      so 
He  said,  and  tears  the  common  grief  display. 
Of  him  who  bade,  and  her  who  must  obey. 

Yet  TeUtkusa  still  persists,  to  find 
Fit  Arguments  to  move  a  Father's  mind  ; 
r  extend  his  Wishes  to  a  larger  scope. 
And  in  one  Vessel  not  confine  his  hoi>e. 
Lygdits  continues  hard  :  her  time  drew  near, 
And  she  her  heavy  load  cou'd  scarcely  bear  ; 
VViicii  slumb'ring,  in  the  latter  shades    of 

Night, 
Before  th'  approaches  of  returning  light     30 
Slie  saw,  or  thought  she  saw,  before  her  Bed, 
A  glorious  Train,  and  his  at  their  head  : 
Her  Moony  Horns  were  on  her  Forehead 

plac'd. 
And  yellow  Sheaves  her  shining  Temples 

yrac'd : 
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A  Mitre  for  a  Crown,  she  wore  on  huh  ; 
The  Dog  and  dappl'd  Bull  were  waiting  by  ; 
Osyris,  sought  along  the  Banks  of  Nile ; 
The  silent  God  ;  the  Sacred  Crocodile  ; 
And,  last,  a  long  Procession  moving  on. 
With  Timbrels,  that  assist  the  lab'rmg  Moon. 
Her  slumbers  seem'd  dispell'd,  and,  broad 

awake,  ^| 

She  heard  a  Voice  that  thus  distinctly  spake. 
My  Votary,  thy  Babe  from  Death  defend, 
Nor  fear  to  save  whate're  the  Gods  will  send. 
DeludewithArt  thy  Husband'sdire  Decree; 
When  danger  calls,  repose  ihy  trust  on  me ; 
And  know  thou  hast  not  serv'd  a  thankless 

Deity. 
This    Promise    made;     with    Night    the 

Goddess  fled : 
With  Jw  the  Woman  wakes,  and  leaves  her 

Devoutly  lifts  her  spotless  hands  on  high  ;  50 
And  prays  the  Pow'rs  their  Gift  to  latifie. 
Now  grinding  pains  proceed  to  bearing 

throws. 
Till  iu  own  weight  the  burden  did  disclose. 
'Twas  of  the  beauteous  Kind  ;  and  brought 

to  light  ■ 

With  secresie,  to  shun  the  Father's  sight. 
Th'  indulgent  Mother  did  her  Care  employ  ; 
And  pass'd  it  on  her  Husband  for  a  Boy. 
The  Nurse  was  conscious  of  tlie  Fact  alone  ; 
The  Father  paid  his  Vows,  as  for  a  Son  ; 
And  call'd  him  Iphis,  by  a  common  Name, 
Whicii   either  Sex   with  equal  right   may 

claim.  5| 

Iphis  his  Grandsirc  was:    the  Wife  was 

pleas' d. 
Of  half  the  fraud  by  Fortune's  favour  eas'd : 
The  doubtful  Name  was  us'd  without  deceit 
And  Truth  was  cover'd  with  a  pious  Cheat. 
The  Habit  shew'd  a  Boy,  the  beauteous  Face 
With  manly  fierceness  mingled  Female  grace. 
Now  thirteen  years  of  Age  were  swiftly 

run, 
When  the  fond  Father  thought  the  time 

drew  on 
Of  settling  in  the  World  his  only  Son.      70/ 
lanlhe  was  his  choice  ;  so  wondrous  fair, 
Her  Form  alone  with  Jphis  cou'd  compart  i 


I 
} 

It 
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A  Neighbour's  Daughter  of  liis  own  Degree, 
And  not  more  blest  with  Fortunes  Goods 
than  he. 
They  soon  cspous'd :   for  they  witli  ease 
were  joyn'd, 
Who  were  before  Contracted  in  the  Mind. 
Their  Age  the  same,  their  Indinations  too ; 
And  bred  together,  in  one  School  they  grew. 
Thus,  fatally  dispos'd  to  mutual  fires, 
They   felt,   before   they   knew,   the   same 
desires.  80 

Equal  their  flame,  unequal  was  their  care : 
One  lov'd  with   Hope,  one  languisb'd  in 

Despair. 
The  Maid  accus'd  the  ling'ring  days  alone : 
For  whom  she  thought  a  man,  she  thought 

her  own. 
But  Iphis  bends  beneath  a  greater  grief : 
As  fiercely  burns,  but  hopes  for  no  relief. 
Ev'n  her  Despair  adds  fuel  to  her  tire  ; 
A  Maid  with  madness  does  a  Maid  desire. 
And,  scarce  refraining  tears,  alas  !  said  she, 
What  issue  of  my  love  remains  for  me  !   90 
How    wild   a    Passion    works    within    my 

Breast, 
With  what  prodigious  Flames  am  I  possest ! 
Cou'd  I  the  Care  of  Providence  deserve, 
Heav'n  must  destroy  me,  if  it  wou'd  pre- 
serve. 
And  that's  my  Fate,  or  sure  it  wou'd  have 

sent 
Some  usual  Evil  for  my  punishment : 
Not  this  unkindly  Curse  ;  to  rage  and  burn, 
Where  Nature  shews  no  prospect  of  return 
Nor  Cows  for  Cows  consume  with  fruitless 

fire: 
Nor  Mares,  when  hot,  their  fellow  Mares 

desire :  100 

The  Father  of  the  Fold  supplies  his  Ewes  ; 
The  Stag  through  secret  \Voods  liis  Hind 

pursues ; 
And  Birds  for  Mates  the  Males  of  their  own 

Species  chuse. 
Her  Females  Nature  guards  from  Female 

flame ; 

And  joins  two  Sexes  to  preserve  the  Game ; 
Wou  d  I  were  nothing,  or  not  what  I  am  !, 
Crete  fam'd   for  Monsters   wanted  of  her 

Store, 
Till  my  new  Love  produc'd  one  Monster 

more. 
The  Daughter  of  the  Sun  a  Bull  desir'd. 
And  yet  ev'n  then  a  Male  a  Female  fir'd  :  1 10 


Her  Passion  was  extravagantly  new : 
But  mine  is  much  the  madder  of  the  two. 
To  things  impossible  she  was  not  bent, 
But  found  the  Means  to  compass  her  Intent. 
To  cheat  his  Eyes,  she  took  a  different  shape ; 
Yet  still  she  gain'd  a  Lover,  and  a  leap. 
Shou'd  all  the  Wit  of  all  the  World  conspire, 
Shou'd  Dadalus  assist  my  wild  desire, 
What  Art  can  make  me  able  to  enjoy. 
Or  what  can  change  lanlhe  to  a  Boy  ?    120 
Extinguish  then  thy  passion,  hopeless  Maid, 
And  recollect  thy  Reason  for  thy  aid. 
Know  what  thou  art,  and  love  as  Maidens 

ought ; 
And  drive  these  Golden  Wishes  from  thy 

thought. 
Thou  canst  not  hope  thy  fond  desires  to 

gain; 
Where  Hope  is  wanting.  Wishes  are  in  vain. 
And  yet  no  Guards  against  our  Joys  con- 
spire ; 
No  jealous  Husband  hinders  our  desire : 
My  Parents  are  propitious  to  my  Wisli 
And  she  her  self  consenting  to  the  bliss.   130 
All  things  concur  to  prosper  our  Design : 
All  things  to  prosjxir  any  Love  but  mine. 
And  yet  I  never  can  enjoy  the  Fair : 
'Tb  ^t  the  Pow'r  of  Heav'n  to  grant  my 

Pray'r. 
Heav'n  has  been  kind,  as  far  as  Heav'n  can 

be; 
Our  Parents  with  our  own  desires  agree, 
But  Nature,  stronger  than  the  Gods  above, 
Refuses  her  assistance  to  my  love. 
She  sets  the  Bar,  that  causes  all  my  pain : 
One  Gift  refus'd  makes  all  their  Bounty  vain. 
And  now  the  happy  day  is  just  at  hand,  141 
To  bind  our  Hearts  in  Hymen's  Holy  Band : 
Our  Hearts,  but  not  our  Bodies:    thus, 

accurs'd, 
In  midst  of  water  I  complain  of  thirst. 
Why  com'st  thou,  Juno,  to  these  barren 

Rites, 
To  bless  a  Bed,  defrauded  of  delights } 
And  why  shou'd  Hymen  lift  his  Torch  on 

high. 
To  see  two  Brides  in  cold  Embraces  lye  ? 
Thus  love-sick  Iphis  her  vain  Passion 

mourns : 
With  equal  Ardour  fair  lanlhe  burns :    150 
Invoking  Hymen's  Name,  and  Juno's  Pow'r, 
To  speed  the  work,  and  haste  the  happy 

hour. 
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She  hopes,  while  TeUthusa  fears  the  Day  ; 
And  strives  to  interpose  some  new  Delay : 
Now  feigns  a  sickness,  now  is  in  a  fright 
For  this  bad  Omen,  or  that  boding  sight. 
But  having  done  whate're  she  cou'd  devise. 
And  empty'd  all  her  Magazine  of  lies, 
The  time  approach'd ;  the  next  ensuing  day 
The  Fatal  Secret  must  to  light  betray.     160 
Then  TeUthusa  had  recourse  to  Pray'r, 
She  and  her  Daughter  with  dishevell'd  hair: 
Trembling  with  fear,  great  Isis  they  ador'd  ; 
Embrac'd  her  Altar,  and  her  aid  implor'd. 
''air  Queen,  who  dost  on  fruitful  Egypt 

smile. 
Who  sway'st  the  Sceptre  of  the  Pharian  Isle, 
And  sev'n-fold  falb  of  disembogueing  Nile ; 
Relieve,  in  this  our  last  distress,  she  said, 
A  suppliant  Mother,  and  a  mournful  Maid. 
Thou,  Goddess,  thou  wert  present  to  mv 

sight ;  ,70 

Reveal'd  I  saw  thee,  by  thy  own  fair  Light : 
I  saw  thee  in  my  Dream,  as  now  I  see 
With  all  thy  marks  of  awful  Majesty : 
The  Glorious  Train,  that  compass'd   thee 

around ; 
And  heard  the  holU  .v  Timbrels  holy  sound. 
Thy  Words  I  noted,  which  I  still  retam ; 
Let  not  thy  Sacred  Oracles  be  vain. 
That  Iphis  lives,  that  I  my  self  am  free 
From  shame,  and  punishment,  I  owe  to  thee. 
On  thy  Protection  all  our  hopes  depend :   180 
Thy  Counsel  sav'd  us,  let  thy  Pow'r  defend. 
Her  Tears  pursu'd  her  Words,  and  while 

she  spoke. 
The  Goddess  nodded,  and  her  Altar  s.\ook : 


The  Temple  doors,  as  with  a  blast  of  wind, 
Were  heard  to  clap ;  the  Lunar  Horns,  that 

bind 
The  brows  of  his,  cast  a  blaze  around  ; 
The  trembling  Timbrel  made  a  murm'ring 

sound. 
Some    hopes    these    happy    Omens    did 

impart ; 
Forth  went  the  Mother  with  a  beating  Heart  t 
Not  much  in  Fear,  nor  fully  satisfied ;   190 
But  Iphis  follow'd  with  a  larger  stride : 
The  whiteness  of  her  Skin  forsook  her  Face  ; 
Her  looks  emboldn'd,  with  an  awful  Grace : 
Her  Features  and  her  Strength  to^ethergrew. 
And  her   ing  Hair  to  curling  Locks  with- 
drew. 
Hersparkling  Eyes  withManI     'igourshone; 
Big  was  her  Voice,  Audacious   •  as  her  Tone. 
The  latent  Parts,  at  length  reveal'd,  began 
To  shoot,  and  spread,  and  burnish  into  Man. 
The  Maid   becomes    a  Youth;     no  more 

deiay  200 

Your  Vows,  but  look,  and  confidently  pay. 
Their  GifU,  the  Parents  to  the  Temple  bear : 
The  Votive  Tables  this  Inscription  wear : 
tphis,  the  Man,  has  to  the  Goddess  paid 
The  Vows,  that  Iphis  ofler'd,  when  a  Maid. 
Now  when  the  Star  of  Day  had  shewn  his 

face, 
Venus  and  Juno  with  their  Presence  grace 
The  Nuptial  Rites,  and  Hymen  from  above 
Descended  to  compleat  their  happy  Love : 
The  Gods  of  Marriage  lend  their  mutual 

aid ;  210 

And  the  warm  Youth  enjoys  the  lovely  Maid. 


PYGMALION  I  AND  THE  |  STATUE, 

OUT    OF    THE    TENTH    BOOK   OF   I   OVID's   METAMORPHOSES. 


The  Propatides,  jor  thdr  impudent  Be- 
haviour, being  lurn'd  into  .Stone  by  Venus, 
Pygmalion,  Prince  of  Cypr;is,  detested  all 
Women  for  their  Sake,  and  resolv'd  nrver  to 
marry  :  He  falls  in  love  with  a  Statue  of  his 
own  making,  which  is  ehang'd  into  a  Maid, 
ahom  he  marries.  One  of  his  Descendants  is 
Cinyras,  Iht  Father  of  Myrrha  /  the  Daughter 
incesluously  loves  her  own  Father  ;  for  which 
she  is  changed  into  the   Tree  which  tears 

P^GljAl.ioK  AMB  THB St.. .  CE.  Text  from  the 
original  edition  of  170(1. 


her  Name.  The  two  Stories  immediately 
follow  each  other,  and  are  admirably  well 
connected. 

Pygmalion  loathing  their  hscivious  Life, 
Abhorr'd  all  Womankind,  but  most  a  Wife : 
So  shigle  chose  to  live,  and  shunn'd  to  wed, 
Well  pleas'd  to  want  a  Consort  of  his  Bed. 
Yet  fearing  Idleness,  the  Nurse  of  111, 
In  Sculpture  exercis'd  his  happy  Skill ; 

AfRflment.    10  /At  Tnt]  Tk*  tditora  riv*  • 
Tieu 


mi 
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And  carv'd  in  Iv'ry  nich  a  Maid,  so  fair, 
As  Nature  could  not  witii  his  Art  compare, 
I  Were  she  to  work  ;  but  in  licr  own  Defence, 

I*  Must  tdk*!  her  Pattern  here,  and  ropv  hence. 

Pleas'd  with  his  Idol,  he  commends,  ad* 
mires,  1 1 

Adores ;  and  last,  the  Thing  ador'd,  desires. 
j  A  very  Virgin  in  her  Face  was  seen, 

j   f  And  liad  she  mov'd,  a  living  Maid  had  been  z 

One  wou'd  have  thought  she  could  have 

stirr'd ;  but  strove 
With  Modesty,  and  was  asham'd  to  move. 
Art  hid  with  Art,  so  well  perform'd  the 

Cheat, 
It  caupht  the  Carver  with  his  own  Deceit : 
He  knows  'tis  Madness,  yet  he  must  adore, 
And  still  the  more  he  knows  it,  loves  the 
more :  ao 

The  Flesh,  or  what  so  seems,  he  touches  oft. 
Which  feels  so  smooth,  that  he  believes  it 
u  soft. 

If        Fit'd  with  this  Thought,  at  once  he  strain'd 
the  Breast, 
And  on  the  Lips  a  burning  Kiss  impress'd. 
'lis  true,  the  harden'd  Breast  -esists  the 

Gripe, 
And  the  cold  Lips  return  a  Kiss  unripe : 
But  when,  retiring  back,  he  look'd  agen, 
To  think  it  Iv'ry,  was  a  thought  too  mean  : 
So  wou'd  believe  she  kiss'd,  and  courting 

more, 
Again  embrac'd  her  naked  Body  o'er ;    30 
And  straining  hard  the  Statue,  was  afraid 
His  Hands  had  made  a  Dint,  arJ  hurt  his 

Maid ! 
Explor'd  her.  Limb  by  Limb,  and  fear'd  to 

find 
So   rude   a   Gripe   had   left  a  livid  Mark 

behind : 
With  Flatt'ry  now  he  seeks  Iier  Mind  :o 

move. 
And  now  witii  Gifts,  (the  pow'rful  Bribes  of 

Love :) 
He  furnishes  her  Closet    rst ;  and  fills 
The  crowded  Shelves  with  Rarities  of  Shells  ; 
Adds  Orient  Pcark,  which  from  the  Conchs 

he  drew, 
And  all  the  sparkling  Stones   of   various 
Hue:  40 

And  Parrots,  imitating  Humane  Tongue, 
And  Singing-birds  in  Silver  Cages  hung  ; 

3  J  his  I  The  English  tditors  wrongly  give  K\\^ 


ore 


her 


And   ev'ry   fragrant    Flow'r,   and   od'rous 

Green, 
Were  sorted  well,  with  Lum|)s  of  A-.ibcr 

laid  between : 
Rich,  fashionable  Robes  lief  |)erson  Deck  : 
Pendants  her  Ears,  and  Pearls  adorn  lier 

Neck: 
Her  tai)er'd  Fingers  too  with   Rings 

grac'd. 
And  an  cmb'-oider'd  7ciie  surrounds 

slender  W.iste. 

Thus  like  a  Quc»n  array'd,  so  richly  drtss'd, 

Beauteous  she  shew'd,  but  naked  shew'd  tlie 

best.  „ 

Then,  from  the  Floor,  he  rais'd  a  Roval 

Bed, 
With  Cov'rings  of  Sydonian  Purple  spread : 
The  Solemn  Rites  |)crforr  d,  her  calls  li»«r 

Bride, 
With  Blandishments  invites  her  to  his  Side, 
And  as  she  were  with  Vital  .Sense  posscss'd, 
Her  Head  did  on  a  plumy  Pillow  rest. 

The  Feast  of  Vtnus  came,  a  Solemn  Dav, 
To  which  the  Cypriots  due  Devotion  pay  :' 
With  gilded  Horns  the  Milk-white  Hcifirs 

led, 

Slaughter'd  before  the  sacred  Altars,  bled  : 

Pygimlion    off'ring,    first    approach'd    tlic 

Shrine,  &, 

And  then  with  Pray'rs  implor'd  the  Pow'rs 

Divine ; 
Almighty  Gods,  if  all  we  ilortals  want, 
If  all  we  C9n  require,  be  yours  to  grant ; 
Make  this  fair  Statue  mine,  he  would  have 

said. 
But  chang'd  his  Words  for  shame ;   .iiid 

only  pray'd. 
Give  me  the  Likeness  of  my  ly'ry  Maid. 
The    Golden    Goddess,    present    at    the 
Pray'r, 
Well  knew  he  meant  th'  inanimaled  Fair, 
And  gave  the  Sign  of  granting  his  Desire  ;  70 
For  thrice  in  chearfiil  Flames  ascends  tlie 

Fire. 
The  Youth,  returning  to  his  Mistress,  liies,> 
And,  imijudent  in  Hope,  with  ardent  Eyes,  I 
And  beating  Breast,  by  the  dear  Statue  lies. ) 
He  kisses  her  white  Lips,  renews  the  liliss, 
And  looks  and  thinks  they  redden  at  the 

Kiss: 
He  thought  them  warm  before :  Nor  longer 

stays, 
But  next  his  Hand  on  her  hard  Bosom  lays: 
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Hard  as  it  was,  beginning  to  relent, 

^'  ^^^'  ^^'  ^"**^  beneath  his  Fujgers 
bent;  ^ 


He  felt  ac'iin,  his  Fingers  made  a  Print. 
.was   Ffesh,  but  Flesh  so  firm,  it  rose 

agamst  the  Dim  : 
The  plewing  Task  he  fails  not  to  renew; 
Soft,  and  more  soft  at  ev'ry  Touch  it  cr»w  • 
Like    pliant    Wax,    when    chafing    Hands' 

reduce 
The  former  Mass  to  Form,and  frame  for  Use 
He  would  t,lieve,  but  yet  is  still  in  pain. 
And  tries  Ins  Argument  of  Sense  again. 
Presses  the  Pulse,  and  feels  the  leapinu 

Vem.  '     *' 

Convinc'd,  o'crjoy'd,  his  studied  Thrnks  and 

Praise, 
To  her  who  made  the  Miracle,  he  pays : 
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Then  Lips  to  Lips  he  joia'd ;  row  u?ed  from 

rear. 
He  found  the  Savour  of  the  Kiss  sincere : 
At    this    the    waken'd    Image    op'd    her 

And  view'd  at  once  the  Light  and  Lover. 

with  surprize. 
The  Godtless  present   at   the   Match    she 

made, 
So  blws'd  the  Bed,  such  Fruitfulness  con- 

That  e  er  ten  Moons  had  sharpen'd  either 

To  crown  their  Blkf,  a  lovely  Boy  was 

born ; 
Paphoshis  Name,  who,  grown  to  Manhood. 

I         wail  CI  toti 

The  City  Paphos,  from  the  Founder  cali'd. 


H, 


CINYRAS  I  AND 

OUT    OF    THE   TENTH    BOOK    OF 


I  MYRRHA, 

!   OVId's    METAMORPHOSES. 


There  needs  no  connection  of  this  Story 
with  the  Former :  for  the  Beginning  of  Thts 
immedtately  follows  the  End  of  the  Last : 
The  Reader  ts  only  to  lake  notice,  that  Orpheus, 
who  relates  both,  was  by  Birth  a  Thracian  ; 
and  his  Country  far  distant  from  Cyprus, 
iihere  Myrrha  was  born,  and  from  Arabia. 
ivhuher  she  fled.  You  will  see  the  Reason  of 
Ihts  hole,  soon  after  the  first  Lines  of  this 
Fable.  ' 

Nor  him  alone  produc'd  the  fruitful  Oueen  ; 
But  Ctnyras.  who  like  his  Sire  had  been 
A  happy  Prince,  had  he  not  been  a  Sire 
Daughters  and  Fathers  from  my  Song  retire  • 
I  sing  of  Horrour  ;  and  could  I  prevail.      ' 
You  shou  d  not  hear,  or  not  believe  my  Tale 

Attentive  listen  to  the  last  EvTnt  ^'  \  ?he  wliTd  S^f 't^  r¥°"^  '^  '^^  ^^ 

And  w  th  the  Sin  believe  the  Punishment :  oT  ^  ^^°'"'  ""P*  •">* 

Since  Nature  cou'd  behold  so  dire  a  Crime  1 1  '  Fvr«!i  k,.»  i  •     »u  3© 

Igratulate  at  least  my  Native  Clime  i  fhT      ■  *'""  ^'l""  <^""'*  "°*  «^'>"se  alone. 

That  such  a  Land,  which  suci    a  Monster  i  1^,^''^*^'^."  ^o?'  the  mUerable  Maid, 

bore,  "°"^^"   ^  er  impious  Love  her  better  Thoughts 

So  far  is  distant  from  our  Thracian  Shore  ''^    ' 


Let  A:  jiy  extol  her  happy  Coast, 

Her  Cinamon  and  sweet  Anwtuum  be  ast. 

Her   frap-aiu    Flow'rs,    her   Trees    with 

precio  s  Tears, 
Her   second    Harvests,   and    her   double 

Years  ; 

How  can  the  Land  be  cali'd  so  bless'd  that 
/.  yrrha  bears  ?  , 

Not  ail  her  od'rous  Tears  can  cleanse  her 
Crime,  j, 

Her  Plant  alone  deforms  the  happy  Clime . 

Cuptd  denies  to  have  inflam'd  thy  Heart. 

Disowns  thy  Love,  and  vindicates  his  Dart 

borne  Furv  gave  ihee  those  infernal  Pains, 

And  shot  her  yenom'd  Vipers  in  thy  Veins 

lo  hate  thy  Sire,  had  merited  a  Curse  ; 

Tu^K,"- V??  impious  Love  deserv'd  a  worse. 

IheNeighDringMonarchs,by  thy  Beauty  led. 


PyoMALIOM  AMD  THE  STATUE. 

cngitsh  tailors  wrongly  give  to 


betray'd, 
And  thus  within  her  secret  Soul  she  said ; 


86  for]  The       Cinvhas    and    Mvrrha. 
<  oriKinal  edition  of  1700, 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


f 


I 


Mynha !    whither  wou'd   thy   VVi»h«s 

tend  ? 

Ye  Gods,  ye  sacred  Laws,  my  Soul  defend 
From  such  a  Crime,  us  all  Alankind  detest. 
And  never  lodg'd  bi.'fore  in  Humane  Breast ! 
But  is  it  Sin  ?  Or  makes  my  Mind  alone 
Th'  imagin  d  Sin  ?    For  Nature  makes  it 

none.  40 

What  Tyrant  then  these  envious  I^ws  began, 
Made  not  for  any  other  Ikast,  but  Man  ! 
The  Father-Bull  his  Daughter  may  bestride, 
The    Horse    may    make   his   Motht^^'-Mare 

a  Bride ; 
What  Piety  forbids  the  lusty  Ram, 
Or  more  salacious  Goat,  to  rut  their  Dam  ? 
The  Hen  is  iree  to  wed  her  Chick  she  bore, 
And  make  a  Husband,  whom  she  hatch'd 

before. 
All  Creatures  else  are  of  a  happier  Kind, 
Whom  nor  ill-natur'd  Laws  from  Pleasure 

bind,  ^o 

Nor  Thoughts  of  Sin  distuii)  their  Peace 

of  Mind. 
But  Man,  a  Slave  of  his  own  making  lives : 
The  Fool  denies  himself  what  Nature  gives : 
Too  busie  Senates,  with  an  over-care 
To  make  us  better  than  our  Kind  can  bear. 
Have  dash'd  a  Spice  of  Envy  in  the  Laws, 
And  straining  up  too  high,  have  spoil'd  the 

Cause. 
Yet  some  wise  Nations  break  their  cruel 

Chains, 
And  own  no  Laws,  but  those  which  Love 

ordains : 
Where  happy  Daughters  with  their  Sires  are 

join'd,  60 

And  Piety  is  doubly  paid  in  Kind. 
0  that  I  had  been  born  in  such  a  Clime, 
Not  here,  where  'tis  the  Country  makes  the 

Crime ! 
But   whither   wou*d    my    impious    Fancy 

stray  ? 
Hence  Hopes,  and   ye  forbidden  Thoughts 

away ! 
His  Worth  deserves  to  kindle  my  Desires, 
But  with  the  Love,  that  Daughters  bear  to 

Sires. 
Then  had  not  Cinyras  my  Father  been, 
Wha*  hinder'd  Myrrha's  Hopes  to  be  his 

Sjeen  ? 
e  Perverseness  of  my  Fate  is  such,  70 
That  he's  not  mine,  because  he's  muie  too 
much : 


Our  Kindred-Blood  debars  a  better  Tie  ; 
He  might  be  nearer,  were  he  not  so  nigh. 
Eyes  and  their  Objects  never  must  unite, 
Some  Distance  is  requir'd  to  help  the  Sight : 
Fain  wou'd  I  travel  to  some  Foreign  Shore,) 
Never  to  see  my  Native  Country  more. 
So  might  I  to  m^  self  my  self  restore  ; 
So  might  my  Mmd  these  impious  Thoughts 

remove. 
And   ceasing   to    behold,  might    cease  to 
love.  80 

But  stay  I  must,  to  feed  my  famish'd  Sight, 
To  talk,  to  kiss  ;  and  more,  if  more  I  might : 
More,  impious  Maid !    What  more  canst  \ 
thou  design,  ' 

To  make  a  monstrous  Mixture  in  thy  Line,  f 
And  breakallStatutes  Humane  and  Divine?  ] 
Canst  thou  be  call'd  (to  save  thy  wretched 

Life) 
Thy  Mother's  Rival,  and  Miy  Father's  Wife  ? 
Confound  so  many  sacred  Names  in  one, 
Thy  Brother's  Mother,  Sister  to  thy  Son ! 
And  fear'st  thou  not  to  see  th'   Infernal 
Bands,  ^ 

Their   Heads   with   Snakes,  with  Torchw 

arm'd  their  Hands, 
Full  at  thy  Face  th'  avenging  Brands  to  bear, 
And  shake  the  Serpents  from  their  hisbniy 

Hair? 
But  thou  in  time  th'  increasing  III  controul, 
Nor  first  debauch  the  Body  by  the  Soul ; 
Secure  the  sacred  (^uiet  of  thy  Mind, 
And  keep  the  Sanctions  Nature  has  desigii'd. 
Sui)|)ose  I  shou'd  attempt,  th'  Attempt  were 

vain  ; 
No  Thoughts  like  mine  his  sinless  Soul  pro- 
fane: 
Observant  of  the  Right ;  and  0,  that  he  100 
Cou'd  cure  my  Madness,  or  be  mad  like  me ! 

Thus  she  :  But  Cinyras,  who  daily  sets 
A  Crowd  of  Noble  Suitors  at  his  Kncis, 
Among  so  many,  knew  not  whom  to  cliiise, 
Irresolute  to  grant,  or  to  refuse. 
But  having  told  their  Names,  enquir'd  of  her, 
Who  pleas'd  her  best,  and  whom  she  would 

prefer  } 
The  blushing  Maid  stood  silent  with  Sur- 
prize, 
And  on  her  Father  fix'd  her  ardent  Eves, 
And   looking  sigh'd  ;    and  as  she  siyh'd, 
began  i  io 

Round  Tears  to  shed,  that  scalded  as  tliey 
ran. 


CINVRAS  AND  MYRRHA. 


The  Under  Sire,  who  saw  her  blush,  and  cry, 
Ascrib'd  it  ail  to  Maiden-modesty  ; 
And  dry'd  the  falling  Drops,  and  yet  more 
kind. 

He  strok'd  her  Checks,  and  holy  Kisses 

lom'd : 
She  felt  a  secret  Venom  fire  her  Blood. 
And  found  more  Pleasure  than  a  Daughter 

shou'd  ; 

'\"*^' ?*'S'*' «Ba'".  *hat  Lover  of  the  Crew 
bhe  hk  d  the  best ;  she  answer'd.  One  like 

.    y®"-  no 

Mistaking  what  she  meant,  her  pious  Will 
He  prais'd,  and  bad  her  so  continue  still : 
The  Word  of  Pious  heard,  she  blush'd  with 

shame 
Of  secret  Guilt,  and  cou'd  not  bear  the 

Name. 
•Twas   now    the   mid   of   Night,   when 

slumbers  close 
Our  Eyes,  and  sooth  our  Cares  with  soft 

Kepose ; 
But  no  Reix)se  cou'd  wretched  Mynha  find, 
Her  Body  roulmg,  as  she  rould  her  Mind : 
Mad  with  Desire,  she  ruminates  her  Sin, 
And  wishes  all  her  Wishes  o'er  again  : 
Now  she  despairs,  and  now  resolves  to  try  ; 
Wou  d  not,  and  wou'd  again,  she  knows  not 
..      ^''y  '  1 31 

Stops  and  returns,  makes  and  retracts  the 

Vow ; 
Fain  wou'd  begin,  but  Understands  not  how : 
As  when  a  Pine  is  hew'd  upon  the  Plains, 
And  the  last  mortal  Stroke  alone  remains. 
Lab  ring  m  Pangs  of  Death,  and  threatninj? 

This  way,  and  that  she  nods,  consid'rinc 

where  to  fall :  " 

SoMyrrha's  Mind,  impell'd  on  cither  Side, 
Takes  ev  ry  Bent,  but  cannot  long  abide : 
Irresolute  on  which  she  shou'd  relie,        140 
At  last  unfix'd  in  all,  is  only  fix'd  to  die  ; 
Oil  that  sad  Thought  she  rests  ;  resok'd  on 

Death, 
She  rises,  and  prepares  to  choak  her  Breath  : 
Then  while  about  the  Beam  her  Zone  she 

lies, 
Dear  Cinyraj,  farewell,  she  softly  cries  ; 
For  thee  f  die,  and  only  wish  to  be 
Not  hated,  when  thou  know'st  I  die  for  thcc  • 
Pardoi   the  Crime,  in  pity  to  the  Cause : 
ilus  suiJ,  about  her  Neck  the  Noose  she 

draws. 
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Tlie  Nurse,  who  lay  without,  her  faithful 
Guard,  ,.g 

Though  not  the  Words,  the  Murmurs  over- 
heard. 
And  Sighs,  and  hollow  Sounds :   Surpriz'd 

with  Fright, 
She  starU,  and  leaves  her  Bed,  and  (prii)es 
a  Light ;  * 

Unlocks    the   Door,   and   entring   out   of 

Breath, 
The  Dying  saw,  and  InstrumenU  of  Death : 
5>he  shrieks,  she  cuts  the  Zone,  with  trem- 

bung  luste. 
And  in  her  Arnn  her  fainting  Charge  cm- 

brac  d : 
Next,  (for  she  now  had  leisure  for  her 

Tears) 
Slie  weeping  ask'd,  in  these  her  bk^mini; 
Years,  * 

What  unforeseen  Misfortune  caus'd  her  Care, 
To  Irath  her  Life,  and  langubh  in  Despair ! 
Ihe  Maid,  with  down-cast  Eyes,  and  mute 

with  Grief, 
For  Death  unfinish'd,  and  ill-tim'd  Relief, 
Stood  sullen  to  her  Suit:  The  Beldame 

press'd 
Tlie  more  to  know,  and  bar'd  her  wither'd 

Breast ; 
Adjur'd  her,  by  the  kindly  Food  she  drew 
from  those  dry  Founts,  her  secret  III  to 

shew. 
Sad  Mynha  sieh'd,and  turn'd  lierEyesaside : 
The  Nurse  still  urg'd,  and  wou'd  not  be 

deny'd  : 
Nor  only  promisd  Secrcsie ;  but  pray'd 


170 


She  might  have  leave  to  give  her  offer'd  Aid. 
Oood-will.  she  said,  my  want  of  Strength 

supplies. 
And  Diligence  shall  give,  what  Age  denies : 
l.rM''*?.^  Desires  thy  Mind  to  Fury  move. 
With  Charms  and  Med'cines  I  can  cure  thy 

Love : 
If  Envious  eyes  their  hurtful  Kays  have  cast, 
More  pow'rful  Verse  shall  free  thee  from 

the  Blast : 
Tf  Heav'd  offended  sends  thee  tliis  Disease, 
Ofiended    Heav'n    with    Pray'rs    we    can 

appease. 
What  then  remains,  that  can  these  Cares 
procure  ?  ,go 

Thy  House  is  flourishing,  thy  Fortune  sure ; 
Thy  careful  Mother  yet  in  Health  survives. 
And,  to  thy  Comfort,  thy  kind  Father  lives. 


i 
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■  t 


n 


46o 


TRANSLATIONS  I'ROM  OVID. 


The  Virgin  started  at  her  Father's  Nnme, 
And   sigli'd   profoundly,  con^iciuus  of   the 

Sliaine : 
Nor  yet  the  Nurse  her  iinmous  Love  divin'd  ; 
But  yet  surmi^j'd,  that  Love  disturb'd  lier 

Mind: 
Thus  thinking,  she  pursu'd  her  I'oint,  and 

laid 
And  luU'd  within  her  Lap  ttic  mourning 

Maid : 
Then  softly  south'd  her  tlius,  I  guess  your 
Grief:  190 

You  love,  my  Child ;  your  Love  ^..lil  find 

Relief. 
My   long-experienc'd   Age    shall    be   your 

Guide ; 
Rely  on  that,  and  lay  Distrust  aside  : 
No  Breath  of  Air  shall  on  the  Secret  blo\k, 
Nor  shall  (what  mo^t  you  feur)  your  Father 

know. 
Struck  once  again,  as  with  a  Thunder-clap, 
The  guilty  Virgin  bounded  from  her  Lap, 
And  threw  her  Body  proiitrate  on  tiie  Bed, 
.^nd,  to  conceal  her  Blushes,  hid  her  Head  : 
There  silent  lay,  and  warn'd  her  with  her 
Hand  300 

To  go :  But  she  receiv'd  not  the  Command  ; 
Remaining  still  importunate  to  know : 
Then  Myrrha  thus  ;  Or  ask  no  more,  or  go : 
I  prethee  go,  or  staying  spare  my  Shame  ; 
\Vhat  thou  wou'dst  hear,  is  impious  ev'n  to 

name. 
At  this,  on  high  the   Ut.-idame  holds  her 

Hands, 
And  trembling,  both  with  Age  and  Tcrrour, 

stands ; 
Adjures,  and  falling  at  her  Feet  intrcats, 
Sooths  her  with  Blandishments,  and  frights 

with  Threats, 
To  tell  the  Crime  intended,  or  disclose    210 
What  Part  of  it  she  knew,  if  she  no  f  rther 

knows : 
And  last,  if  conscious  to  her  Counsel  made. 
Confirms  anew  the  Promise  of  her  Aid. 
Now  Myrrha  rais'd  her  Head  ;   but  soon 

oppress'd 
With  Shame,  reclin'd  it  on  her  Nurses 

Breast ; 
Bath'd  it  with  Tears,  and  strove  to  have 

confess'd : 
Twice  she  began,  and  stopp'd ;    again  she 

try'd ; 
The  nlt'ring  Tongue  its  Office  still  dcny'd : 


At  but  her  Veil  before  her  Face  she  spread, . 
And  drew  a  long  p. eluding  Sigh,  and  said,  [ 
0  happy  mother,  m  thy  Marriage-bed  !  331 ' 
Then  groan'd  and  ccas'd  ;    the  good  Old 

Woman  shook. 
Stiff  were  her  Eyes,  and  ghastly  was  her 

Look : 
Her  hoary  Hair  upright  with  Horrour  8too<i, 
Made  (to  her  Grief)  more  knowing  than  she 

wou'd : 
Much  she  reproach'd  and  many  Things  she 

said, 
To  cure  the  Madness  of  th'  unhappy  Maid : 
In  vain  :   For  Myrrha  stood  convict  of  III ; 
Her  Reason  vannuish'd,  but  uncliang'd  her 

Will : 
Perverse  of  Mind,  unable  to  reply,         330 
She  stood  resolv'd  or  to  possess,  or  die. 
At  length  the  Fondness  of  a  Nurse  prevaii'd 
Against  her  better  Sense,  and  Vertue  fail'd : 
Enjoy,  my  Child,  since  such  is  thy  Desire, 
Thy  Love,  she  said  ;  she  durst  not  say,  thy 

Sire. 

Live,  though  unhappy,  live  on  any  Temis : 

Then  with  a  second  Oath  her  Faith  confirms. 

The  Solemn  Feast  of  Ctres  now  was  near, 

When  long  white  Linen  Stoles  the  Matrons 

wear ; 
Rank'd  in  Procession  walk  the  pious  Train, 
Ofi'rii.b'  First-fruits,  and  Spikes  of  yellow 

Grain:  341 

For  nine  long  Nights  the  Nuptial-bed  tlicy 

shun, 
And,  sanctifying  Harvest,  lie  alone. 
Mix'd  with  the  Crowd,  the  Queen  forsook 

her  Lord, 
And  Ceres  Pow'r  with  secret  Rites  ador'd : 
The  Royal  Couch  now  vacant  for  a  time, 
The  crafty  Crone,  officious  in  her  Crime, 
The  curst  Occasion  took :    The  King  she 

found 
Easie  with  Wine,  and  deep  in  Pleasures 

drown'd, 
Prepar'd  for  Love :  Tlie  Beldame  blew  the 

Flame,  250 

Confess'd  the  Passion,  but  conccal'd  the 

Name. 
Her  Form  she  prais'd  ;   the  Monarch  usk'd 

her  Years, 
And  she  reply'd,  The  same  thy  Myrrha  bears. 


Hg  Pleasures]   Some  editors  ■wrongly 
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Wine   and   commended   Beauty   fii'd   hh 

Thought ; 
Iinpattcnt,  he  commands  her  to  be  broucht. 
Pica*  d  wuh  her  Charge  pcrform'd,  she  hies 

ncr  home, 
And  gratulates  the  Nymph,  the  Task  was 

overcome. 
.Vynha  was  joy'ci  the  welcom  News  to  hear  : 
Hut  clogg'd  with  Guilt,  the  Joy  was  un- 

smcere: 
So  various,  so  discordant  is  the  Mind,     360 
That  m  our  VVill,  a  difl'rcnt  Will  wc  find. 
Ill  she  L.-tsag  d,  and  yet  pursu'd  her  Lust : 
tor  guilty  Measures  give  a  double  Gust, 
"drii^'"**  o*  Night;    Anlophylax  had 

His  lazy   Wain  half  round  the  Northern 
Ileav'n, 

VVhen  A^yrrAa  hastcn'd  to  the  Crime  dcsir'd  ; 
The  Moon  beheld  her  first,  and  first  reti.M  : 
The  Stais  nmaz'd,  ran  backward  from  the 
Sight, 

And  (shrunk  within  their  Sockets)  lost  their 

Light. 
/Mr//«  first  withdraws  his  holy  Flame  :  270 
I  lie   Virgin   Sign,   in    Ileav'n    the   second 

Name, 

Slides  down  the  Belt,  and  from  her  Station 
nics. 

And  Night  with  Sable  Clouds  involves  the 

Skies. 
Bold  Mynha  still  pursues  her  black  Intent : 
Siestumbl'd  thrice  (an  Omen  of  tli'Event)- 
Thrice  shriek'il  the  Fun'ral  Owl,  yet  on  she 

went, 
Secure  of  Shame,  because  secure  of  Sight ;' 
tv  »  baslifu  Sins  are  impiic'-nt  by  Night. 
Lmkd  Hand  m  Hand.  tV  A.omplice  and 

the  Dame, 
Their    Way    exploring,    to    the    Chamber 

came :  2g^ 

The  Door  was  o|X!,  they  blindly  grope  their 
VVav, 

Where  dark  in  Bed  th'  expecting  Monarch 
lay : 

Thus  iar  her  Courage  held,  but  here  for- 
sakes ; 

Her  faint  Knees  knock  at  ev'ry  Step  she 

makes.  "^ 

The  nearer  to  her  Crime,  the  more  within 
Mie  feels  Remorse,  and  Horrour  of  her  Sin  ; 


461 


Kcpcnis  too  late  her  criminal  Desire, 
And  wishes,  that  unknown  she  cou'd  retire 
Her,  liiigring  thus,  the  Nurse  (who  feM*d 

Delay 
The  fatal  .Secret  might  at  length  betray)  390 
I  ull  d    forward,   to    compleot    the    Work 

And  said  to  Cinyras,  Receive  thv  own : 
Thus  sijying,  she  dclivcr'd  Kind  10  Kind. 
Accurs  d,  and  their  devoted  Bodies  join'd. 
The  biro,  unknowing  of  the  Crime,  admits 
His    Ui.wels,   and    profanes   the   halktw'd 
sheets. 

He  found  she  trcmbld,  but  believ'd  shev 
strove. 


With  Maiden-Modesty,  against  her  Love. 
And   sought   with  ffatt'ring  "'     ' 


»59  unsincerej  Some  tdilors prinl  insinccr.- 


!tj' 

-.      -7       flatt'ring  Words  vain 

rancies  to  remove.  , 

Perhaijs  he  said.  My  Daughter,  cease  thv 

(Because  the  Title  suited  with  her  Yearsl) 
And,  i-ather,  she  might  whisper  him  agen, 
rhat^Names  might  not  be  wanting  to  t^e 

Full  of  her  Sire,  she  left  ih'  incestuous  Fed 
And  carry y  in  her  Womb  the  Crime  she 

bred : 
Another,  and  another  Night  she  came  : 
For  frequent  Sin  had  left  no  Sense  of  Shame : 
ri  1  Cmyrai  dcsir'd  to  see  her  Face. 
Whose  Body  he  had  held  in  close  Embrace. 
And    brought    a    Taper;     the    Revealer, 
_      Light,  ' 

Exjws  d  both  Crime,  and  Criminal  to  Sight : 
t.nef.  Rage,  Amazement.  cou'U  no  Speech 

afford,  ' 

But  from  the  Sheath  he  drew  th'  avenging 
Sword  ;  "    ^ 

The  Guilty  fled  :  The  Benefit  of  Night, 
That   fayour'd   first   the   Sin,  secur'd    the 
Flight. 

Long  wandring  through  the  spacious  Fields. 

she  bent  ' 

Her  Voyage  to  th'  Arahian  Continent ; 
Ihen   passd   the   Region   which   Panchaa 

join'd. 
And  flying,  left  the  Palmy  Plains  behind. 
IN  me  times  the  Moon  had  mcw'd  her  Horns  • 

at  length  „q 

VVifh     Travel     weary,     unsupply'd     with 

Strength, 
And  with  the  Burd  .    ,omb oppressed, 

6(j*(pa«  Fields  aPo:  .edfulRcst: 
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TRANSI.ATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


I 
1 

1 


Tiior.-,   loathiiit;   Life,  and   yet   of   Death 

nfruid. 
In  Antiuhh  of  licr  Spirit,  iIum  she  proyM. 
Ye  Fow'r*,  if  any  to  propitiniM  are 
T*    ac«pt  my   Penitence,  nnd    hear  my 

P  y't. 
Your  ,iud<;ments,  I  confeM,  ore  justly  wiit ; 
Great  Sins  dewrve  ns  kkM  a  Punislimciit  : 
Yet  since  my  Life  the  Living  wilt  pro- 
fane, 330 
Ana  <ince  my  Death  the  happy  Dead  will 

'  stain, 
A  middle  State  vour  Mercy  may  l>e«tow. 
Betwixt  the  Realms  above,  and  those  below  : 
Sorni!   other    Form    to    wretched  Mynha 

Rive, 
Nor  let  her  who""  die,  nor  wholly  live. 
The  Pray'rs  of  Penitents  are  never  vain  ; 
At  least,  she  did  her  \mX.  Kequest  obtain  ; 
For  while  she  s|>okc,  the  Ground  began  to 

rise. 
And  gather'd  round  her  Feet,  her  Leggs, 

and  Thighs  ; 
Her  Toes  in  Roots  descend,  and  spreading 
wide,  340 

/.  firm  Foundation  for  the  Trunk  provide  : 
Her  solid  Rones  convert  to  solid  Wood, 
To  Pith    her    Marrow,  and    to    San   her 

Blood: 
Her  Arms  are  Iteughs,  her  Fingers  change 

their  Kind. 
Her  tender  Skin  is    arden'd  into  Kind. 
And  now  the  rising  Tree  her  Womb  invests, 
Now,  shooting  upwards  still,  invades  her 

Breasts, 
And  shades  the  Neck ;    when,  weary  with 

Delay, 
She  sunk  lier  Head  within,  and  met  it  half 

the  Way. 

And  though  with  outward  Shai)e  she  lost 

her  Sense,  350 

With  bitter  Tears  she  wept  her  last  Offence ; 

And  still  she  weejjs,  nor  siteds  lier  Tears  in 

vain  ; 
For  still   the   precioiis   Dro|)s   her   Name 

retain. 
Meantime  the  mis-begotten  Infant  grows. 
And,  ripe  for  Birth,  distends  with  deadly 
Throws 
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The  swelling  Rind,  with  unavailing  Strife, 
To  k'uve  the  wooden  Womb,  and  pushes 

into  Life. 
The    Mother-Trv'C,   as    if   opprnn'd    with 

Puin, 
Writhes  here  and  there,  to  break  the  Dark, 

in  vain : 
And,  like  a  Ltdi'ring  Woman,  wou'd  have 
pray'd,  360 

But  wanu  a  Voice  to  call  Liuina's  Aid  : 
The  bending  Bole  sends  out  a  hollow  .Sound, 
And    trickhng  Tears   fall   thicker   on   the 

Ground. 
The  mild  Lutina  came  uncali'd,  and  stood 
Beside  the  (trnggling   Boughs,  and  heard 

the  groaning  Wood : 
Then  reach'd  her  Mklwife-IIand,  to  speed  the 

Throws, 
And  s|x>ke  the  pow'rful  Spells  that  Babes  to 

Birth  disclose. 
The  Bark  divides,  the  living  Load  to  free, 
And  safe  delivers  the  Convulsive  Tree. 
The  ready  Nymphs  receive  the  crying  Giild, 
And  wash  him  in  the  Tears  the  Parent- 
Plant  distili'd.  3;  I 
Tliey  swath'd  him  with  their  Scarfs;  bencaih 

him  spread 
The    Ground    with    Herbs ;     with    Uosis 

rais'd  his  Head. 
1  iie  lovely  Babe  was  bonj  with  ev'ry  Gr.irc : 
Kv'n  Envy  must  have  prais'd  so  fair  a  Fan- : 
Such  was  his  Form,  as  Painters  when  (hiv 

show 
Their  utmost  Art,  on  naked  Loves  bestow : 
And  that  their  Arms  no  Difi'rence  m^\\X 

betray. 
Give  him  a  Bow,  or  his  from  Cupid  take 
away.  379 

Time  glides  along,  with  undiscovcr'd  liiistc, 
The  Future  but  a  Length  behind  the  iwst : 
So  swift  are  Years :  Tlie  Babe,  whom  just 

before 
His  Grandsirc  got,  and  whom  his  Sister  Iwre ; 
Tlie  Drop,  the  Tiling  which  late  the  Trie 

iiiclos'd, 
And  late  the  yawning  Bark  to  Life  exjwsM ; 
A  Babe,  a  13oy,  a  beauteous  Youth  apfjcars ; 
And  lovelier  than  himself  at  riper  Years. 
Now  to  the  Queen  of  Love  he  jjave  Desires, 
And,  with  her  Pains,  reveng'd  his  Mother's 
Fires. 
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CEYX  I  AND  I  ALCYONE, 

OUT   or   THE    BIKVINTH    BOOK   Of   OVId'i   M ETAMOKrHOSIt. 


CONNEXION  or  mis  rABLR  WITH 
TIIE  rOKMEI. 

Ccyx,  Ike  Son  of  Lucifer,  (iht  Mormnt 
Star)  and  King  of  Trachin  in  Thetuly,  ti ai 
married  to  Alcyone,  Dauthttr  to  JVaAw, 
God  ol  tki  Wittdt.  Both  ih  Uwhand  and 
the  Wife  lov'd  eath  other  with  an  entire 
AfJeetioH.  Daedalion,  the  Elder  Brother  of 
Ceyx  (^whom  ho  sueeeeded)  hetvinn  been 
turn'd  into  a  Falton  hy  Apollo,  and  Cliionc, 
DoHlalion't  Daughter,  slain  by  Diana,  Ceyx 
prepares  a  Ship  to  sail  to  Claras,  ihtre  to 
consult  the  Oracle  ol  Apollo,  and  (as  Oviil 
st(ms  to  intimate)  to  enquire  how  the  Anger 
of  the  Gods  might  be  atton'd. 


Tii"^"""  Prodigies  affect  the  pious  Prince, 
But  more  perplcx'd  with  those  that  happcn'd 

since. 
He  purposes  to  seek  the  Clarion  Hod,  \ 

Avoiding  Delphos,  his  more  fani'd  Abode  ;  [ 
Since  Phltgyan  Robbers  made  unsafe  the  I" 

Road.  ) 

Vet  cou'd  not  he  from  her  he  lov'd  so  well, 
Tiie  fatal  Voyage,  he  resolv'd,  conceal : 
But  when  she  saw  her  Lx)rd  prepar'd  to  part, 
A  deadly  CoM  ran  shiv'rinjj  to  her  Heart : 
Her  faded  Cheeks  are  chang'd  to  Boxen  Hue, 
And  in  her  Eyes  the  Tears  are  ever  new  :   1 1 
Slic  thrice  ossay'd  to  S()eak ;   her  Accents 

hung, 
Anil  fnhring  dy'd  uniinish'd  on  her  Tongue, 
Or  vunish'd  into  Sighs  :  With  long  delay 
liiT  Voice  return'd  ;  and  found  the  wonted 

v.ay. 
Tell  me,  my  Lord,  she  said,  what  Fault 

unknown 
Thy  once  bclovM  Alcyone  has  done  ? 
\VI)cther,ah  whether  is  thy  Kindness  gone ! 
Can  Ceyx  then  sustain  to  leave  his  Wife, 
And  unconcern'd  forsake  the  Sweets  of  Life  ? 
What  can  thy  Mind  to  this  long  Journey 

njnve,  2! 

Or  nccd'st  thou  absence  to  rinew  thy  Love  ? 

Ckvx  and  ArxvONK.    Text  from  the  original 
edition  of  1700. 


Vet,  if  thou  go'st  by  Land,  tho'  Grief  petWH 
My  Soul  cv'n  then,  niy  Fears  will  be  the  leH. 
liut  ah  !  be  warn'd  to  shun  the  Watry  Way, 
The  Face  is  frichtful  of  the  itormy  Se«. 
For  late  I  saw  adrift  disjointed  Planks, 
And  empty  Tomba  erccteu  on  the  Banks. 
Nor  let  false  tIo|>es  to  trust  betray  thy  Mind, 
Because  my  Sire  in  Caves  constrains  the  Wind, 
Can  with  a  Breath  their  clam'rous  Rage 

appease, 
They  fear  his  Whistle,  and  forsake  the  Seas  ; 
Not  so,  for,  once  indulg'd,  tlwy  sweep  the 

Main, 
Deaf  to  the  Call,  or,  hearing  hear  in  vain  : 
But  bent  on  Mischief  bear  tlie  Waves  before. 
And  not  content  with  Seas  insult  the  Shoar, 
When   Ocean,   Air,  and    Earth,  at   once 

ingage. 
And  rooted  Forrests  fly  before  theic  Rage  : 
At  once  the  clashing  Clouds  to  Battle  move. 
And  Lightnings  run  across  .',c  Fields  above : 
I  know  them  well,  and  mark'd  their  rude 

Comix>rt,  ^  I 

While  yet  a  Child,  within  n.y  Father's  Court : 
In  times  of  Tempest  they  command  alone. 
And  he  but  sits  precarious  on  the  Ptouc  : 
The  more  I  know,  the  more  m     Fean 

augment, 
And  Fears  arc  oft  prophctick  of  th'  Event. 
But  if  not  Fears,  or  Reasons  » 'II  prevail. 
If  Fate  has  fix'd  thee  obstinate  to  sail. 
Go  not  without  thy  Wife,  but  let  me  bear* 
My  part  of  Danger  with  en  equal  share,  50  [ 
And  preseii' ,  what  I  suffer  only  fear :         ' 
Then  o'er  the  bounding  Billows  shall  we  fly. 
Secure  to  live  tt^ether,  or  to  die. 
These  Reasons  niov'd  her  starlikc  Bus* 

band's  Heart, 
But  still  he  held  his  Purpose  to  depart : 
For  as  he  lov'd  her  equal  to  his  Life, 
He  wou'fl  not  to  the  Seas  expose  his  Wife ; 
Nor  cou'd  he  wrought  his  Voyage  to  refraioi 
But  sought  by  Arguments  to  sooth  her  Pain ; 


; 


h 

I! 


I 
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Nor  these  avail'd ;  at  length  he  lights  on 
one,  60 

With  which,  so  difficult  a  Cause  he  won  : 
My  Love,  so  short  an  absence  cease  to  fear, 
For,  by  my  Father's  holv  Flame,  I  swear. 
Before  two  Moons  their  Orb  with  Light 

adorn. 
If  Heav'n  allow  me  Life,  I  will  return. 

This  Promise  of  so  short  a  stay  prevails  : 
He  soon  equips  the  Ship,  supplies  the  Sails, 
And  gives  the  Word  to  launch ;  she  trem- 
bling views 
This  pomp  of  Death,  and  parting  Tears 

renews : 
Last,  with  a  Kiss,  she  took  a  long  farewel,  70 
Sigh'd,  with  a  sad  Presage,  and  swooning 

fell. 
While  Ceyx  seeks  Delays,  the  lusty  Crew,  - 
Rais'd  on  their  Banks,  their  Oars  in  order 

drew 
To  their  broad  Breasts,  the  Ship  with  fury 
flew. 
The  Queen  recover'd   rears   her  humid 
Eyes, 
And  first  her  Husband  on  the  Poop  espies 
Shaking  his  Hand  at  distance  on  the  Main  ; 
She  took  the  Sign ;   and  shook  !ier  Hand 

again. 
Still  as  the  Ground  recedes,  contracts  her 

View 
With  sharpened  Sight,  till  she  no  longer 
knew  80 

The  much-lov'd  Face;    that  Comfort  lost 

supplies 
With  less,  and  with  the  Galley  feeds  her 

Eyes; 
The  Galley  born  from  view  by  rising  Gales, 
She  follow'd  with  her  Sight  the  flvins  Sails : 
When  ev'n  the  flying  Sails  were  seen  no 

more. 
Forsaken  of  all  Sight,  she  left  tiie  Shoar. 
Then    on    her    Bridal-Bed     her    Body 
throws, 
And  sought  in  Sleep  her  weary'd  Eyes  to 

close. 
Her  Husband's  Pillow,  and  the  Widow'd 

part 
Which  once  he  press'd,  renew'd  the  former 
Smart.  ^ 


And  now  a  Breeze  from  Shoar  began  to 
blow. 

The  Sailors  ship  their  Oars,  and  cease  to 

row ; 
Then  hoist  their  Yards  a-trip,  an '  all  their 

Sails 
Let  fall,  to  court  the  Wind,  and  catch  the 

Gales: 
By  this  the  Vessel  half  her  Course  had  run 
And  as  much  rested  till  the  rising  Sun  •     ' 
Both  Shores  were  lost  to  Sight,  when  at  the 

close 
Of  Day,  a  stiffer  Gale  at  East  arose : 
The  Sea  grew  White,  the  rowling  Waves 


from  far 
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Like  Heralds  first  denounce  the  Watry  Wan 

This  seen,  the  Master  soon  began  to  cry 

Strike,  strike  the  Top-sail ;    let  the  Main- 

sheet  fly. 
And  furl  your  Sails :   The  Winds  repel  the 

sound 
And  in  the  Speaker's  Mouth  the  Speech  is 

drovYd. 
Yet  of  their  owi  accord,  as  Danger  taught 
Each  m  his  way,  officiously  they  wrought  •' 
Some  stow  their  Oars,  or  stop  the  leakv 

Sides, 
Another  bolder  yet  the  Yard  bestrides. 
And  folds  the  Sails  ;  a  fourth  with  Labour, 

laves 
Th'  intruding  Seas,  and  Waves  ejects  on 

Waves.  J  ,Q 

In  this  Confusion  while  their  Work  thcv 

_.   ply. 

The  Winds  augment  the  Winter  of  the  Skv 
And  wage  intestine  Wars  ;  the  suH'ring  Seas 
Are  tossd,  and  mingled  as  their  Tyrants 

please. 
The  Master  wou'd  command,  but  in  despair 
Of  bafety,  stands  amaz'd  with  stupid  Care, 
Nor  what  to  bid,  or  what  forbid  he  knous. 
1  h  ungovern'd  Tempest  to  such  Fury  groHs: 
Vain  IS  his  Force,  and  vainer  is  his  Skill ; 
With  such  a  Concourse  comes  the  Flood  of 

m  *  120 

The  Cries  of  Men  are  mix'd  with  rattling 

Shrowds  ; 
Seas  dash  on  Seas,  and  Clouds  encounter 

Clouds : 
At  once  from  East  to  West,  from  Pole  to 

Pole, 
The   forky    Lightninirs    flash,   the   roaring 

Thunders  roul. 
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^°*  Waves  on  Waves  ascending  scale 

And  in  the  Fires  above,  the  Water  fries : 

Th/^li^f"""^  n^n'^'  are  sifted  from  below, 
The  glut  ring  Billows  give  a  golden  Show 
And   when  the  fouler  bottom  spews   the 

Th!n"^/^*/l"'  Rl'^-  ""^  **'"'<^*^  Waters  take : 
Then  frothy  White  appear  the  flatted  Seas, 

Like  various  Fits  the  Trachin  Vessel  finds. 
And  now  sublime,  she  rides  upon  the  Winds; 
As  from  a  lofty  Summet  looks  from  high. 
And  from  the  Clouds  beholds  the  nwther 
Sky; 

Now  from  the  depth  of  Hell  they  lift  their 

S»>ght, 
And  at  a  distance  see  superiour  Light : 
The  lashing  Billows  make  a  loud  report. 
And  Iwat  her  Sides,  as  batfring  Rams. 

a  Fort :  *       ^    ' 

w-  f  l^y""'  Iwunding  in  his  way, 
With  Force  augumented  bears  against  his 
*  rey. 

Sidelong  to  seize  ;  or  unappal'd  with  Fear 
Spnngs  on  the  Toils,  and  rushes  on  the  Spear  : 
So  Seas  impell'd  by  Winds  with  added  Pow'r 
Assault  the  Sides  and  o'er  the  Hatches  tow'r. 
The  Planks  (their  pitchy  Cov'ring  wash'd 
away) 

Now^yicld  ;^  and  now  a  yawning  Breach 

The  roaring  Waters  with  a  hostile  Tide 
Rush  through  the  Ruins  of  her  gaping  Side. 
Mean   time   m    Sheets   of   Rain    the   Sky 
descends,  ' 

^"^jfj;»  swell'd  with   Waters  upwards 

One  rising'  falling  one,  the  Iloav'ns,  and  Sea 
Meet  at  their  Confines,  in  the  middle  Way^ 

wkh  Rain  """"  ^''^  ^'''"'''''  ""'^  '''"P 
Sweet  Waters  mingle  with  the  briny  Main. 
^o  Star  appears  to  lend  his  friendly  Light : 
Bu    ri- "''  ^^.'"P"i.'"ake  a  double  Night. 

tSms'"^  °^  ^^^  Deep  by 

*"^?rils'  ^^^  ^'S''*'"'"8s  J^'aze,  the  Water 

160 
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Now  all  the  Waves  their  scattered  Force 
unite. 
And  as  a  Soldier,  foremost  in  the  Fieht. 
Makes  way  for  others :  And  an  Host  alone. 
Mill  presses  on,  and  urging  gains  the  Town  ; 
So  while  th'  invadmg  Billows  come  a-brest. 
The  Hero  tenth  advanc'd  before  the  rest. 
Sweeos  all  before  him  with  impetuous  Stov, 
And  from  the  Walls  descends  u^n  the  Prey 
Part  following  enter  part  remain  without, 

^"*^sh!ire"*  °"  "**'*'"  ^^^^^'  '"  *^°P«^to 
The  City,  thus  become  the  Seat  of  War. 
An  universal  Cry  resounds  aloud, 

IrffS        I"/" '"  "^^P^'  *  *'<^'P»«»  Crowd ; 
Art  fails,  and  Courage  falls,  no  Succour  near 
As  many  Waves,  as  many  Deaths  appear. 
Une  weeps,  and  yet  despairs  of  late  Relief : 
Grief""*  weep,  his  Fears  congeal  hb 

But  stupid,  with  dry  Eyes  expects  his  Fate.x 
One  with  loud  Shrieks  laments  his  lost) 

And  calls  those  happy  whom  their  Funerals  f 

This  Wretch  with  Pray'rs  and  Vows  the 
Ciods  implores, 

bSiw   °"  "*^^  ^'^  Thoughts 

His  careful  Father  and  his  faithful  Spouse. 

Sfnl-f'T'  ^°j'tT  '"  ^'^  anxious  Mind 
Thinks  only  on  the  Wealth  he  left  behind. 

All  Ceyx  his  Ahyone  employs, 
H?J  w -^  R"^^*;\y«^t  in  her  absence  joys: 
His   Wife  he  wishes,  and  wou'd  still  be 

near. 
Not  her  with  him,  but 
her: 

^""^sEr  '^'*  ^'^''^  ''^  '*''''  •"'  ^''''^* 
Which  Fate  has  destin'd  him  to  see  no  more : 
Ni'ht*'  '"  *^^  ^""'^  tempestuous 

He  knew  not  whither  to  direct  his  Sight. 
So  whirl  the  Seas,  such  Darkness  blinds  the 

That  the  black  Night  receives  a  deeper  Dve. 
tore      '       '^  ''"'  ''*'""*^ '  ^•'^  Tempest 
Her  Mast,  and  over-board  the  Rudder  bore 


wishes  him  with 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


I  I ' 


I  t 


One  Billow  mounts ;    and  with  a  scornful 

Brow  200 

Proud  of  her  Conquest  gain'd  insults  the 

Waves  below ; 
Nor  lighter  falh,  than  if  some  Oyant  tore 
Pittius  and  Athos,  with  the  Freight  they 

bore, 
And  toss'd  on  Seas :   press'd  with  the  pon- 

drous  Blow 
Down  sinks  the  Ship  within  th'  Abyss  below 
Down  with  the  Vessel  sink  into  the  Main 
The  many,  never  more  to  rise  again. 
Soma  few  on  scatter'd  Planks  with  fruitless 

Care 
Lay  hold,  and  swim,  but  while  they  swim, 

despair.  209 

Ev'n  he  who  late  a  Scepter  did  command 
Now  grasps  a  floating  Fragment  in  his  Hand, 
And  while  he  struggles  on  the  stormy  Main, 
Invokes  his  Father,  and  his  Wife's,  in  vain  ; 
But  yet  his  Consort  is  his  greater  Care ; 
Alcyone  he  names  amidst  his  Pray'r, 
Names  as  a  Charm  against  the  VVaves,  and 

Wind ; 
Most  in  his  Mouth,  and  ever  in  his  Mind  : 
Tir'd  with  his  ToyI,  all  hopes  of  Safety  past, 
From  Pray'rs  to  Wishes  he  descends  at  last : 
That  his  dead  Body,  wafted  to  the  Sands, 
Might  have  its  Burial  from  her  Friendly 

Hands.  221 

As  oft  as  he  can  catch  a  gulp  of  Air, 
And  peep  above  the  Seas,  he  names  the  Fair ; 
And  ev'n  when  plung'd  beneath,  on  her  he 

raves, 
Murm'ring  Alcyone  below  the  Waves : 
At  last  a  falling  Billow  stop?  his  Breath, 
Breaks  o'er  his  Head, and  whelms  him  under- 
neath. 
Bright  Lucifer  unlike  himself  appears 
That  Night,  his   heav'niy    Form   obscur'd 

with  Tears, 
And  since  he  was  forbid  to  leave  the  Skies, 
He    mulHed    with   a   Cloud   his   mournful 

Eyes.  231 

Mean  tunc  Alcyone  (his  Fate  unknown) 
Computes  how  many  Nights  he  had  been 

gone. 
Observes   the   waning   Moon   with   hourly 

View, 
Numbers  her  Age,  and  wishes  for  a  new  ; 

ai3  Wife's]  Though  the  reference  is  clearly  ti) 
ifiolus  tht  English  etiilors  give  Wife 


Against  the  promis'd  lime  provides  with 

care. 
And  hastens  in  the  Woof  the  Robes  he  was 

to  wear : 
And  for  her  Self  employs  another  Loom,  ^ 
New-dress'd  to  meet  her  Lord  returning 

home,  L 

Flatt'ring  her  Heart  with  Joys  that  never  1 

were  to  come:  240 1 

She  fum'd  the  Temples  with  an  odrous^ 

Flame, 
And  oft  before  the  sacred  Altars  came. 
To  pray  for  him,  who  was  an  empty  Name 
All  Pow'r    in.plor'd,  but  far  above  the  rest 
To  Juno  she  her  pious  Vows  address'd, 
Her  much-lov'd  Lord  from  Perils  to  protect 
And  >;'.ife  o'er  Seas  his  Voyage  to  direct : 
Then  pray'd  that  she  might  still  possess  his 

Heart, 
And  no  pretending  Rival  share  a  part ; 
This  last  Petition  heard  of  all  her  Pray'r,  250 
The  rest  dispers'd  by  Winds  were  lost  in  Air. 
But  she,  the  Goddess  of  the  Nuptial-Bed, 
Tlr'd  with  her  vain  Devotions  for  the  Dead, 
Resolv'd    the    tainted    Hand    should   be 

re|x:ird, 
Which  Incense  offer'd,  and  her  Altar  held : 
Then  Iris  thus  bespoke  :  Thou  faithful  .Maid, 
By  whom  thy  Queen's  Commands  are  well 

convey 'd, 
Haste  to  the  House  of  Sleep,  and  bid  the  Gwl 
Who  rules  the  Night  by  Visions  with  a  Xod, 
Prepare  a  Dream,  in  Figure  and  in  Form  :6o 
Resembling  him  who  perish'd  in  the  Storm : 
This  form  before  Alcyone  present. 
To  make  her  certain  of  the  sad  Event. 
Indu'd  with  Robes  of  various  Hew  she 

flies. 
And  flying  draws  an  Arch,  (a  segment  of  the 

Skies :) 
Then  leaves  her  bending  Bow,  and  from  the 

Steep 
Descends  to  search    the    silent    House  of 

Sleep. 
Near  the  Cymmerians,  in  his  dark  Aiiode 
Deep  in  a  Cavern,  dwells  the  drowzv  (io<l ; 
Whose    gloomy    Mansion    nor   the    risiiif; 

Sun  270 

Nor  setting,  visits,  nor  the  lightsome  Noon : 
But  lazy  Vapors  round  the  Region  flv. 
Perpetual  Twilight,  and  a  doubtful  Sky ; 

*57  'hyl  The  English  etli/jrs  loron^h give  (he 
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No  crowinjj   Cock   docs  there   his   Wings 
display, 

Nor  with  his  horny  Bill  provoi<e  the  Day  • 
Nor  watcliful  Do^s,  nor  the  more  wakeful 

(jeesc, 
Disturb  with  nightly  Noise  the  sacred  Peace : 
Nor  Beast  of  Nature,  nor  the  Tame  arc  nich. 
Nor  Trees  with  Tempests  rock'd,  nor  human 

Cry; 
But  safe  Repose  without  an  Air  of  Breath 
Dwells  here,  and  a  dumb  Quiet  next  to 

Death.  ^g, 

An  Arm  of  Lethe  with  a  gentle  Flow 
Arising  upwards  from  the  Rock  below, 
The  Palace  moats,  and  o'er  the  Pebbles 

creeps, 
And  with  soft  Murmers  colls  the  coming 

Around  its  Entry  nodding  Poppies  grow, 
And  all  cool  Simples  that  sweet  Rest  bestow  • 
Night  from  the  Plants  their  sleepy  Virtue 

drains, 
And  passing,  sheds  it  on  the  silent  Plains  • 
No  Door  there  was  th'  unguarded   House 

to  •'eep,  200 

On  creaking  Hinges  turn'd,  to  break  his 

Sleep. 
But  in  the  gloomy  Court  was  rais'd  a  Bed. 
Stuff  d  with  black  Plumes,  and  on  an  Ebon- 

sted : 

Black  was  the  Cov'ring  too,  where  lay  the 
God 

And   slept    supine,    his    Limbs    displav'd 

abroad :  ' 

About  his  Head  fantastick  Visions  fly, 
Whicli  various  Images  of  Tliiiit,'s  supply. 
And  mock  their  Forms,  the  Leaves  on  trees 

not  more. 
Nor  bearded  Ears  in  Fields,  nor  Sands  upon 
tlie  Shore. 
The  Virgin  entring  bright  indulg'd  the 

-'  ^oo 

To  the  brown  Cave,  and  brush'd  the  Dreams 
away : 

Tlie  God  disturbed  with  this  new  Glare  of 

Light 
Cast  sudden  on  his  Face,  unscal'd  his  Sight, 
And  rais'd  his  tardy  Head,  which  sunk  aien 
And  sinking  on  his  Bosom  knock'd  his  Chin  : 
At  length  shook  of!  himself ;  and  ask'd  the 

Uame, 
(And  asking  yawn'd)  for  what   intent  she 

came  ? 
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To  whom  the  Goddess  thus:    0  sacred 
Rest, 

Sweet  i^ng  Sleep,  of  all  the  Pow'rs  the 
best  I 

0  Peace  of  Mind,  repairer  of  Decay.     310, 
Whose  Balms  renew  the  Limbs  to  Labours 

of  the  Day,  ' 

Care  shuns  thy  soft  approach,  and  sullen  I 

Hies  away !  ' 

Adorn  a  Dream,  expressing  human  Form, 
The  Shape   of   him  who   suffer'd    in    the 

storm, 

^"^  sfn'J  ,'t  flitting  to  the  Trachin  Court. 
The  Wreck  of  wretched  Ceyx  to  report  : 
Before    his    Queen    bid    the   pale  Spectre 

stand,  •^ 

Who  begs  a  vain  Relief  at  Jum's  Hand. 
hhe  said,  and  scarce  awake  her  Eyes  cou'd 

keep, 
Unable  to  support  the  Fumes  of  Sleep :   42o 
Out  fled  returning  by  the  way  she  went. 
And   swerv'd  along  her   Bow  with   swift 
ascent. 
The  God  uneasy  till  he  slept  again 
Kesolv  d  at  once  to  rid  himself  of  Pain  ; 
And  tho  against  his  Custom,  call'd  aloud, 
t-xciting  Morpheus  from  the  sleepy  Crowd  : 
Morpheus  of  all  his  numerous  Train  ex- 

pressd 
The  Shape  of  Man,  and  imitated  best : 
The  Walk,  the  Words,  the  Gesture  cou'd 

supply. 
The  Habit  mimick,  and  the  Mien  btJy  ;  7«o 
Plays  well,  but  all  his  Action  is  confin'd  ; 
t-xtending  not  beyond  our  human  kmd. 
Another  Birds,  and  Beasts,  and  Dragons 

apes. 
And  dreadful  Images,  and  Monster  shapes : 
This  Demon,  Icelos,  in  Heav'ns  high  Hall 
Ihe  Gods  have  nam'd ;   but  men  Phobetor 
call : 

A  third  is  Phantasiis,  whose  Actions  roul 
On  meaner  Thoughts,  and  Things  devoid 

of  Soul ; 
Earth,  Fruits  and  Flow'rs,  he  represents  in 

Dreams, 
And  solid    Rocks   unmov'd,  and   running 

Streams :  -,q 

These  three  to  Kings,  and  Chiefs  their  Scenes 

display, 
The  rest  before  th*  ignoble  Commons  play: 
Of  these  the  chosen  Morpheus  is  dispatch'd, 
Which  done,  the  la^y  Monarch  overwatch'd. 


I 


I 


■I 


■fl 


'I 


I. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


Down  from  his  propping  Elbow  drops  his 

Head, 
Dissolv'd  in  Sleep,  and  shrinks  within  his 
Bed. 
Darkling  the   D<.mon  glides   for  Flight 
prepar'd, 
So  soft  that  scarce  his  fanning  Wings  are 

heard. 
To  Trachin,  swift  as  Thought,  the  flitting 
Shade  ^^(j 

Through  Air  his  momentary  Journey  made: 
Then  lays  aside  the  steerage  of  liis  Wings, 
Forsakes   his   proper   Form,   assumes    the 

King's  ; 
And  pale  as  Death  despoil'd  of  his  Array  ) 
Into  the  Queen's  Apartment  takes  his  way,  j- 
And  stands  before  the  Bed  at  dawn  of  Day:  j 
Unmov'd   his  Eyes,  and  wet   his  Beard 

appears  ; 
And  shedding  vain,  but  seeming  real  Tears ; 
The  briny  Water  dropping  from  his  Hairs  ; 
Then  staring  on  her,  with  a  ghastly  Look 
And  ho"  iw  Voice,  he  thus  the  Queen  be- 
p,   ikc,  360 

Know'st  thou  not  me  ?    Not  yet  unhappy 
Wife  } 
Or  are  my  Features  perish'd  with  my  Life  } 
Look  once  again,  and  for  thy  Husband  lost, 
Lo  all  that's  left  of  him,  thy  Husband's 
Ghost ! 


Thy  Vows  for  my  return  were  all  in  vain  -A 
'^'- '^ :[ 


The  stormy  South  o'ertook  us  in  the  Main, 
And  never  shall  thou  see  thy  living  Lord 

again.  ; 

Bear  witness   Hcav'n   I  call'd  on  thee  in 

Death, 
And   while    I  call'd,  a    Billow  stop'd    my 

Breath : 
Think  not  that  flying  Fame  reports  my 

Fate ;  370 

I  present,  I  appear,  and  my  own  Wreck 

relate. 
Rise  wretched  Widow,  rise,  nor  undeplor'd 
Permit  my  Ghost  to  pass  the  Stygian  Ford  : 
But  rise,  prepar'd,  in  Black,  to  mourn  thy 

periih'd  Lord.  , 

Thus  said  the  Player-God ;    and  adding 

Art 
Of  Voice  and  Gesture,  so  perform'd  his  part, 


J47  Darkiina]   Daykluig   i-joo.     The  printer 
took  it  far  a  ticinon's  uaiiie. 
367  living)  The  editors  wrongly  give  \o\mf 


She  thought   (so  like  her  Love  the  .Shade 

appears) 
That  Ctyx  spake  the  Words,  and  Ctyx  shed 

the  Tears. 
She  groan'd,  her  inward  Soul  with  Grief 

opprest, 
She  sigh'd,  she  wept ;  and  sleeping  beat  her 
Breast :  ^^ 

Then    stretch'd    her  Arms   t'  embrace  his 

Body  bare, 
Her  clasping  Arms  inclose  but  empty  Air : 
At  this  not  yet  awake,  she  cry'd,  O  stay. 
One  is  our  Fate,  and  common  is  our  way  I 
So  dreadful  was  the  Dream,  so  loud  she 

spoke, 
That  starting  sudden  up,  the  Slumber  broke: 
Then  cast  her  Eyes  around  in  hope  to  view 
Her  va..ish'd  Lord,  and  find  the  Vision  true : 
For  now  the  Maids,  who  waited  her  Com- 
mands, 
Ran  in  with  lighted  Tapers  in  their  Hands, 
Tir'd  with  the  Search,  not  finding  what  she 
seeks,  -j^, 

With  cruel  Blows  she  pounds  her  blubber'd 

Cheeks  ; 
Then  from  her  beaten  Breast  the  Linnen  tare. 
And  cut  the  golden  Caull  that  bound  her 

Hair. 
Her  Nurse  demands  the  Cause  ;  with  louder 

Cries 
She  prosecutes  her  Griefs,  and  thus  replies. 

No  more  Alcyone  ;  she  sulTer'<i  Death 
With  her  lov'd  lord,  when  Ce\x  lost  liis 

Breath : 
No  Flatt'ry,  no  lalse  Comfort,  give  nic  none, 
My  Shipwrcck'd  Ceyx  is  for  ever  gone  ;  400 
I  saw,  I  saw  him  manifest  in  view. 
His  Voice,  his  Figure,  and  his  Gestures  knew  ; 
Flis  Lustre  lost,  and  ev'ry  living  Grace, 
Yet  I  rctain'd  the  Features  of  his  laie  ; 
Though  with  pale  Cheeks,  wet  Beard,  and 

dropping  Hair, 
None  but  my  Ceyx  cou'd  appear  so  fair : 
I  would  have  strain'd  him  with  a  strict 

Embrace, 
But  through  my  arms  he  slip'il,  and  vanish'd 

from  tiie  I'luce : 
There,  ev'n  just  there,  he  stood  ;  and  as  she 

spoke 
Where  last  the  Spectre  was.  she  cast  her 
Look  :  ^io 

39i  Cause  ;  witlil  Cause  with  1700. 
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Fain  wou'd  she  Ik 

Ground 
If  any  printed  Footsteps  might  be  found 
Then  sighd  and  said:    This  I  too  well 

foreknew, 
And  my  prophetick  Fear  presa.-'d  too  true  • 

I  took  my  leave,  and  suffer'd  Tliee  to  part. 
V  ■  I  to  go  along,  or  Thou  to  stay, 
Never,  ah  never  to  divide  our  way  > 
Happier  for  me,  that  all  our  Hours  assign'cl 
foaetiier  we  had  hv'd  ;   e'en  not  in  Death 

disjom  d ! 
So  had  my  Ceyx  still  been  living  here. 
Or  with  my  Ceyx  I  had  perish'd  there  I    ' 
Now  I  die  absent,  in  the  vast  profound  ; 
And  Me  without  my  Self  the  Seas  have 

drown  d : 
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and  gaz'd  upon  the  [  It  seem'd  a  Corps  adrUt,  to  distant  Sigli;: 
But  at  a  distance  who  could  judge  aright  ? 

Thlf'i  T^'^ y"' ""''  then  she  knew  450 

That  what  befvre  she  but   surmis'd,  wis 

true:  * 

Ye?m'nJ^T'  ^"'  ""'."^^  "  *''«'  unknown, 
Vet  mov  d,  howe'er,  she  made  the  Case  her 

Took  the  bad  Omen  of  a  shipwreck'd  Man, 
As  for  a  Stranger  wept,  and  thus  began. 
I'oor  Wretch,  on  stormy  Seas  to  lose  thv 
Liie,  •' 

Unhappy   thou,  but   more   thy   widdow'd 


s  were  not  so  cruel;    should 


The  St 

striv 
To  lengthen  Life,  and  such  a  Grief  survive  ; 

TlS        '""    ^  "'"'''  ""  wretched 
Iri  Death  forsake,  but  keep  thee  Company. 
f  not  one  common  Sepulcher  contains 
Our  Bodies,  or  one  Urn,  our  last  Remains, 
IftCeyx  and  Alcyone  shall  join,  4,, 

Their  Names  remember'd  in  one  cominon 

Line. 

No  farther  Voice  her  mighty  Grief  affords, 
for  Sighs   come    -ushing   in   betwixt   her 
Words, 

And  stop'd  her  Tongue ;  but  what  her 
Tongue  deny'd. 

Soft  Tears,  and  Groans,  and  dumb  Com- 
plaints supply'd. 

Twas  Morning ;  to  the  Port  she  takes  her 
way, 

And  stands  upon  the  Margin  of  the  Sea  : 
That  Place,  that  very  Spot  of  Ground  she 

sought, 
Or  thither  by  her  Destiny  was  brought ;  440 
Whtrelast  he  stood  :  And  while  she  sadly 

said 

'Twas  here  he  left  me,  lingring  here  delay'd 
Hb  parting  Kiss  ;  and  there  hb  Anchors 

weigh'd.  , 

Thus  speaking,  while  her  Thoughts  past 

Actions  trace,  *^ 

And  call  to  mind  admonish'd  by  thr  »!ace 
Sharp  at  her  utmost  Ken  she  cast  -es 

And  somewhat  floating  from  afa  'a  • ' 


appy   1 

Wife ! 
j  At  this  she  paus'd  ;  for  now  the  flowmg  Tide 
I  Had  brought  the  Body  nearer  to  the  side: 
;  the  more  she  looks,  the  more  her  Fears 

increase  .^ 

N'r2:".!!'&"'^.^-:«»>"  self  the  less: 


1 1  v«.„  -1  •"'  ""T '  """  "."'•  '  ""  ^"  ^ne  less 
1 1  Now  driv  n  ashore,  and  at  her  Feet  it  lies. 
!5he  knows  too  much,  in  knowing  whom  she 
Sees : 

""shrkkr"^^  Corps;    at  this  she  loudly 

^''  Cheek?  ^'''  ^^"^  "'"'  ""'^   *^*"  *•" 
"^'s"nds  '^"  ^^^^'  ''"*^  stooping  to  the 

^"^Hai'ds  ^'"''   '^^   '^'^   ''"   trembling 

And  is  it  thus,  0  dearer  than  my  Life, 
Thus,  thus  return'st  Thou  to  thy  loi     n" 
Wife !  " 

She  said,  and  to  the  neighb'ring  Mole  she 
strode. 

Headlong  from  hence  to         ^e  her  self  she 

springs. 
But  shoots  along  supported  on  her  Wings  ; 

No?'Lr"r"'"ci'^  ''^"^  '•^^  ^•^"•'s  she  plie^. 
Not  far  from  Shore  ;  and  short  Excureions 

tries ; 
Nor  seeks  in  Air  her  humble  Flight  to  raise. 
Content  to  skim  the  Surface  of  the  SeaV: 
Her   Bill,   tho'   slender,   sends  a  creaking 

Noise,  ^ 

And  imitates  a  lamentable  Voice: 
^o^jjjghting  where   the   bloodless    Body 

Shewith  a  Funeral  Note  renews  her  Criel?° 


31 

it  '-. 
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At  all  her  sttretch  her  little  Wings  she  spread, 
And  with  her  fcather'd  Arms  etnbrac  d  the 

Dead: 
Then  Aick'ring  to  his  palid  Li|>s,  she  strove 
To  print  a  Kiss,  the  last  essay  of  Love  : 
Whether  the  vital  Touch  reviv'd  the  Dead, 
Or  that  the  moving  Waters  rais'd  his  Head 
To  meet  the  Kiss,  the  Vulgar  doubt  alone  ; 
For  sure  a  present  Miracle  was  shown. 
The   Gods    their  Shapes   to   Wintcr-IJirds 

translate,  490 

But  both  obnoxious  to  their  former  Fate. 


Their  conjugal  Aflection  still  is  ty'd, 
And  still  the  mournful  Race  is  multiply'd ; 
They    bill,    they    tread ;     Alcyone    com- 
press'd 
Scv'n  days  sits  brooding  on  her  flouting 

Nest: 
A  wintry  Queen :    Her  Site  at  leiigtii  is 

kind. 
Calms  ev'ry  Storm,  and  hushes  ev'ry  Wind : 
Prepares  his  Empire  for  his  Daugiiter's  Ease, 
And  for  his  hatching  Nephews  smooths  tii« 
Seas. 


^SACUS  TRANSFORMED  INTO  A  CORMORANT. 

FROM    THE    ELEVENTH    BOOK    OF    OVId's   METAMORPHOSES. 


These  some  old  Man  sees  wanton  in  the 

Air, 
And  praises  the  unhappy  constant  Pair. 
Ibea  to  his  Friend  the  long-neck'd  Corm'- 

rant  shews. 
The  former  Tale  reviving  others  Woes : 
That  sable  Bird,  he  cries,  which  cuts  the 

Flood 
With    slender   Legs,   was   once   of    Ro>al 

Blood  ; 
His  Ancestors  from  mighty  Tros  proceed. 
The  brave  Laomedon,  and  Ganymede, 
(Whose  Beauty  tempted  Jove  to  steal  the 

Boy) 
And  Priam,  hapless  Prince  !   who  fell  with 

Troy.  10 

Himself  was    Hector's  Brother,   and  (had 

Fare 
But  giv'n  this  hopeful  Youth  a  longer  Date) 
Perhaps  had  rival'd  warlike  Hector's  Worth, 
Tlic'  on  the  Mother's  side  of  meaner  Birth  ; 
Fair  Alyxothoe,  a  Country  Maid, 
Bare  /Esacus  by  stealth  in  Ida's  Shade. 
He  fled  the  noisy  Town,  and  pomiX)us\ 

Court, 
Lov'd   the  lone   Hills,  and  simple  rural  v 

Sport, 
And  seldo.11  to  the  City  would  resort.        / 
Yet  he  no  rustick  Oownishness  profcst,    20 
Nor  was  soft  Love  a  Stranger  to  his  Breast : 

jGsAcus.    Text  Troin  Garth's  edition,  1717. 

15  Alyxothoe]  The  editors  mostly  chanj^e  to 
Alexirlioo.  Sainlsbnry  gives  KVuxynyvOK,  a  form 
impossilU  in  hexatmtUrt. 


The  Youth  had  long  the  Nymph  Hespnit 

woo'd. 
Oft  thro*  the  Thicket  or  the  Mead  pursii'd : 


Herhr^  on  her  Father  s  Bank  he  spy'd, 

' her  silver  Tresses  dry'd ; 

Not  Stags  with  half  such 


Away  she  fled 

Speed, 
Before  the  prowling  Wolf,  scud  o'er  tlie 

Mead  ; 
Not  Ducks,  when    they    the   safer   Hood 

forsake, 
Pursu'd  by  Hawks,  so  swift  regain  the  Lake. 
As  fast  he  follow'd  in  the  hot  Career  ;       30 
Desire  the  Lover  wing'd,  the  Virgin  Fear. 
A  Snake  unseen  now  pierc'd  her  heedless] 

Foot ;  I 

Quick  thro*  the  Veins  the  venom'd  Juices 

shoot : 
She  fell,  and  'scaped  by  Death  his  fierce 

Pursuit.  / 

Her  lifeless  Body,  frighted,  he  embrac'd, 
And  cry'd.  Not  this  I  dreaded,  but  thy 

Haste : 
0  had  my  Love  been  less,  or  less  thy  Fear ! 
The  Victory  thus  bought  is  far  too  dear. 
Accursed  Snake  !    Yet  I  more  curs'd  than 

he! 
He  gave  the  Wound ;   the  Cause  was  giv'n 

by  me.  40 

Yet  none  sliaH  sav,  that  unrcvenc'd  you 

dy'd. 
He  spoke ;    then  climb'd   a  Cliff's  o'er- 

hanging  Side 
And,  resolute,^  leap'd  on  the  foaming'  Tide. 


^SACUS  TRANSFORMED  INTO  A  CORMORANT. 
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gave, 

Debarr'd  the  surest  Remedy  of  Grief, 
And  forc'd  to  live,  he  curst  th'  unask'd 

Rehef. 
Then  on  his  airy  Pinions  upward  flies. 
And  at  a  second  Fall  successless  tries  ;  49 
The  downy  Plume  a  quick  Descent  denies. 


Grave. 

His  ceaseless  Sorrow  for  th'  unhappy  Maid 
Meager  d    his    Look,   and    on    his   Spirits 

prey'd.  "^ 

Still  near  the  sounding  Deep  he  lives  ;  his 

Name 
From  frequent  Diving  and  Emerging  canic. 


THE  I  TWELFTH  BOOK  |  OF  THE  |  METAMORPHOSES, 

WHOLLY   TRANSLATED. 


Connection  to  the  end  of  the 

Eleventh  Book. 
^sacus,  the  Son  of  Priam,  loving  a  Country- 
Uje,  forsakes  the  Cowl:   Living  obscurely, 
he  lolls  m  Love  tcilk  a  Nymph  ,•  who.  flying 
Irm  km,  was  kill'd  by  a  Serpent ;  for  Grief 
oj  thts,  he  would  have  drown' d  himself:  but, 
ly  the  pity  of  the  Gods,  is  turned  into  a 
Cormorant.    Priam,  not  hearing  of  iEsacus, 
beluffs  him  to  be  dead,  and  raises  a  Tomb 
io  preserve  his  Memory.    By  this  Transition, 
which  ts  one  of  the  finest  in  all  Ovid,  the  Poet 
Mfurally  fails  into  the  Story  of  the  Trojan 
War    which  is  summ'd  up,  in  the  present 
Book  but  so  very  briefly,  in  many  Places,  that 
Uvid  seems  more  short  than  Virgil,  contrary 
lohis  usual  Style.     Yet  the  House  of  Fame, 
fidi  IS  here  describ'd,  is  one  of  the  most 
ieaulif id  Pieces  in  the  whole  Metamorphoses. 
Tk  Ftght  of  Achilles  and  Cygnus,  and  the 
t-ray  belwixt  the  Lapytha:   and  Centaurs, 
yield  to  HO  other  part  of  this  Potl :    And 
parlicularly  the  Loves  and  Death  of  Cyllarus 
Md  Ilyloiiome,  the  MaU  and  Female  Cen- 
t mr,  are  wonderfully  moving 

PvM,»,  to  whom  the  Story  was  unknown, 
A>    dead,     dcplor'd     his    Metamorphos'd 
son:  '^ 


theiS  nJ1^"™°^"^  ^"-  The  text  is  from 
™  Slif  ''"?•  *'!f«'l?''  ""♦e'J-  The  original 
*«,,  llv'^lL''""*^'^-    T*""  *="'-^"'  ««»»  have 

«/  a^d  iif^^''4'r"""^'  fyf^'-'^Jorma  rede- 
WA  anj  m  8,6.    The  original  l.ax  many  false 


A  Cenotaph  his  Name  and  Title  kept, 
KnA  Hector  round  the  Tomb,  with  all  his 
Brothers  wept. 
This  pious  Office  Paris  did  not  share  ; 
Absent  alone  ;  and  Author  of  the  War, 
Which,  for  the  Spartan  Queen,  the  Grecians 

drew 
T'  avenge  the  Rape,  and  Asia  to  subdue. 
A  thousand  Ships  were  man'd,  to  saU  the 
Sea : 

Nor  had  theirjustResentmcntsfound  delay. 
Had  not  the  Winds  and  Waves  opposed 

their  way.  j , ; 

At  Aulis,  with  United  Pow'rs  they  meet. 
But  there.  Cross-winds  or  Calms  detain'd 

the  Fleet. 
Now,  while  they  raise  an  Altar  on  the 

bhore. 
And  Jove  with  wlemn  Sacrifice  adore  ; 
A  boding  Sign  tlie  Priests  and  People  see : 
A  bnakc  of  size  immense,  ascends  a  Tree, 
And  in  the  leafy  Summet,  spy'd  a  Neast, 
Which,  o  er  her  Callow  young,  a  Sparrow 

press  d. 

Eight    were    the    Birds    unUedg'd :     their 
Mother  flew ;  ^^ 

And  hover'd  round  her  Care ;   but  still  in 
view : 

Till  the  fierce   Reptile  first  devour'd   the 
Brood  ; 

Then  siez-d  the  flutt'ring  Dam,  and  drunk 

iier  Blood. 
This  dire  Ostent,  the  fearful  People  view ; 
Ca/^Aaj  alone,  by  Phwbn.  taught,  foreknew 
What  Heav  n  decreed :  and  with  a  smiling 

Olance,  ^ 

Thus  gratulates  to  Greece  her  happy  Chance. 


Hi 
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0  Argives,  we  shall  Conquer ;  Troy  is  ours, 
But    long    Delays   shall    first   afflict    our 

Pow  rs : 
Nine  Year:,  of  Labour,  the  nine  Birds  por- 
tend ;  30 
The  Tenth  shall  in  the  Town's  Destruction 
end. 
The  SeriKut,  who  his  Maw  obscene  had 
fill'd. 
The  Branches  in  his  curl'd  Embraces  held  : 
But  as  in  Spires  he  stood,  he  turn'd  to 

Stone : 
The  stony  Snake  retain'd  the  Figure  still 
his  own. 
Yet  not  for  this  the  Wind-bound  Navy 
weigh'd, 
Slack  were  their  Sails  ;    and  Neptune  dis- 

obey'd. 
Some  thought  him  loath  the  Town  shou'd 

be  destroy'd. 
Whose    Building    had    his    Hands    divine 

employ'd : 
Not  so  the  Seer ;    who  knew,  and  known 
foreshow'd,  40 

The  Virgin  Phoebe  with  a  Virgin's  Blood 
Must    first    be    reconcil'd ;     the    common 

Cause 
Prevail'd  ;  and  Pity  yielding  to  the  Laws, 
Fair  Iphigenia  the  devoted  Maid 
Was,  by  the  weeping   Priests,  in  Linncn- 

Robes  array'd  ; 
All  mourn  her  Fate  ;  but  no  Relief  appear'd : 
The  Royal  Victim  bound,  the  Knife  already 

rear'd : 
When  that  offended  Pow'r,  who  caus'd  their 

Woe, 
Relenting  ceas'd  her  Wrath  ;  and  stop'd  the 

coming  Blow. 
A  Mist  before  the  Ministers  she  cast ;        50 
And,  in  the  Virgin's  room,  a  Fiind  she  plac'd. 
Th'  Oblation  slain,  and  Phoebe  reconcil'd. 
The  Storm  was  hush'd,  and  dimpled  Ocean 

smil'd : 
.\  favourable  Gale  arose  from  Shore, 
Which    to   the    Port   desir'd    the    Grecian 
Gallies  bore. 
Full  in  the  midst  of  this  Created  Space, 
Betvixt  Heav'n,  Earth,  and   Skies,    there 

stands  a  Place, 

Confining  on  all  three  ;  with  triple  Bound  ;\ 

Whence  all  Things,  though  remote,  are! 

view'd  around  ;  f 

And  thither  bring  their  Undulating  Sound.) 


The  Palace  of  loud  Fame ;    her  Seat  of 
Pow'r ;  61 

Plac'd  on  the  Summet  of  a  lofty  Tow'r ; 
A  thousand  winding  Entries  long  and  wide, 
Receive  of  fresh  Reports  a  flowing  Tide. 
A  thousand  Crannies  in  the  Walls  are  made ; 
Nor  Gate  nor  Bars  exclude  the  busy  Trade. 
Tis  built  of  Brass  the  better  to  diflusc 
The  spreading  Sounds,  and  multiply  tlic 

News : 
Where  Eccho's  in  repeated  Eccho's  play : 
A  Mart  for  ever  full ;  and  open  Night  and 
Day.  ;o 

Nor  Silence  is  within,  nor  Voice  express, 
But  a  deaf  Noise  of  Sounds  that  never  cease  ; 
Confus'd,  and  Chiding,  like  the  hollow  Koar 
Of  Tides,  receding  from  th'  insulted  Shore : 
Or  like  tlie  broken  Thunder,  heard  from  far, 
When  Jove  to  distance  drives  the  rowlin}; 

War. 
The  Courts  are  fill'd  with  a  tumultuous  Din 
Of  Crowds,  or  bsuing  forth,  or  entring  in : 
A  thorough  fare  of  News :    Where  some 

devise 
Things  never  heard  ;    some  mingle  Truth 
with  Lies :  80 

The  troubled  Air  with  empty  Sounds  thcv 

beat ; 
Intent  to  hear  ;  and  eager  to  repeat. 
Error   sits    brooding    there ;     with   added 

Train 
Of  vain  Credulity  ;  and  Joys  as  vain : 
Suspicion,  with  Sedition  join'd,  are  near ; 
And  Rumors  rais'd,  and  Murmurs  niix'd, 

and  Panique  Fear. 
Fame  sits  aloft;  and  sees  the  subjectGround, 
And  Seas  about,  and  Skies  above  ;  enquiring 
aU  around. 
The  Goddess  gives  th'  Alarm ;  and  soon 
is  known  89 

The  Grecian  Fleet,  descending  on  the  Town. 
Fix'd  on  Defence  the  Trojans  are  not  slow 
To  guard  their  Shore  from  an  expected  Foe., 
They   meet  in   Fight :     By  Hector's  fatal 

Hand 
Protesilaus  falls  ;  and  bites  the  Strand : 
Which  with  expence  of  Blood  the  Grecians 

won  ; 
And  prov'd  the  Strength  unknown  olPriam's 

Son. 
.\nd  to  their  Cost  the  Trojan  Leaders  felt 
The   Grecian    Heroes ;    and    what  Deaths 
they  dealt. 
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\\l"Tu^  Si^'"'"'  *•"=  ^'"f  Shore 
with  Gore-      ^•'*''™"«»;   ""d  suin'd 

'^'^Si"  ^^^''""  '^''^^  °*  ^'«*'  h^ 

Achilles  in  his  Carr  had  scow'rM  the  Plain  : 

hclou  ht'      "'"''  *""'*'•'   ^^■*»«'"  «" 

CyjBW,  or  //wtor,  through  the  Fields  he 
sought : 

'Ts'say'd  :'"""''•     °"   ''''"    ''"    F"« 
{••or  //«tor  was  to  the  tenth  Year  dclay'd. 

^' b:t'-?h  tWokc'^"'''    ^""'    ^-''' 

""^  stokcl   *°    ^°""''^''    '*'"'    "    «"••'" 
Then  urg'd  hb  fiery  Chariot  on  the  Foe : 

thTow^'  '  ^^  ^'"'^'  '"  "«  <° 
""'&'"'  "J'''.  0  Youth,  be  proud'Io 
Thy  Death,  cnobled,  by  Pclides  Spear. 
The  Lance  pursu'd  the  Voice  without  delay  ; 
Nor  did  the  whizzuig  Weapon  miss  the  S  ' 
But  pierc'd  his  Cuirass/ with  such  Fury 

sent  ;  J 

■Jnhf  tlif  l^H^^/r  "'"^  "  ^"n>le  Dint. 
At  thii  the  Seed  of  AeMune  ;  God  less-born 

wom'"""''  "°^  ^''*''  '^'^'^  Arms  are 
This  HeW,  and  heavy  Buckler,  I  ran  sMrc ; 
As  only  Decorations  of  the  War  :  '  ,  L 

^Mars  IS  arm'd  for  Glory,  not  for  Need. 
Tis   somewhat    more    from    Neptune    to 

proceed,  "^ 
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as 


Than  from  a  Daughter  of  the  Sea  to  spring 
Thy  .Sre  IS  Mortal ;  mine  is  Oce-.u.'s  E. 

hm,reofDeath  Ishou'dcontcmnthyDa  t, 
I  Tlio  naked,  and  impassible  depart : 

UV^L""''    Vl«'^=     The    tremblingN 
ncajjon  pass'd  ''j 

'   Sm  *""  ^""■'''''"''''  ™"^''  "nd"  other  ( 

I  °"  ''^f ™'^  S'"^'*''  «nd  stuck  within  the  [ 

d''"f««;rencJ''cl  it  out ;  and  sent  again  i  L 

niX'\u^\ ''  "^^^  ^'^^"^  f''"^  ^«' vain 
He  try  d  a  third,  a  tough  well-chosen  Siiear 

JMnv,o  able  Body  st^ood  sincerrf      '   "  ' 
Wdd^^^""^  """  ^"'^  "^  ^^^«^n«  pro- 
liut  scornful  oflcr'd  his  unshielded  Side.        i 


Not  otherwBc  th'  impatient  Hero  fir'd. 

Amid  the  Cireus  roars :  Provok'd  from  far 
By  sight  of  Scarlet,  and  a  sanguine  W?r 

elude  /        ^'°""^  '  ''"bended  Horn. 
In  vahi  pu'rsuing,  and  in  vain  pursu'd.    '^* 

Se  ''°""*'""'8.   and   survcy'd   hk 
Doubts  if  he  wielded  not  a  Wooden  Sn^r 

This^  m;  Hand,  and  this  my  Unce.  he 

By  which  so  many  thousand  Foes  are  dead 

0  whether  is  tliefr  usual  Virtue  flS  ! 

1  had  it  once  ;  and  the  Lyrnessian  Wall 

^"*^bS'  '""  ^'^  ''"''  ''"  ■*»*"  ^'»«'ves 
^"'Ited'''''*'"    '"'P'^j'd     this    piercing 

To  wound  him  first,  and  afterward  to  heal 
The  Vigour  of  this  Arm  was  never  vain  • 
And  that  my  wonted  Prowess  \  retain     ' 
Sin         "'"'^  °*  Slaughter  on 

"'  £di.  ""'^'   ''°"'^*^"'   "^   »>«   former 
To  some  new  trial  of  his  Force  nroceed* 
He  cho«  Menaces  from  among  tCrST^'-.te 
At  l»n,  he  lanch'd  his  S,.ar ;  lind  pierc'd'fi 

On  thejmrd  Earth,  the  Lycian  knock'd  his 

And  lay  supine  ;  and  forth  the  Spirit  fled 
Then^thus   the   Hero:     Neitliercr* I 

^''%ame^'  °'  •^'"''"" '    ^^^  "«^  ^»'"  the 

In^''"^l^u'"'  ""'''">■  •'«»"«!  this  Foe  • 
And^w^  but  with  the  same  SucS 'to 

^^te?r'^'"'''''"^*'"'^''«=«P«k«»« 
The  Weapon  with  unerring  Fury  fltw 

found  •^''""'''"  ''""'^  =    Nor  Em'nince 


I  to  heal. 

vain  ;   \ 
ain,       f 

on  thef 


1 1 
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HarmlcM  return'd :  A  bloody  Mark  appear'd, 
Which  with  false  Joy  the  flatter'd  Hero 

chear'd. 
Wound  there  was  none ;    the  Blood  that 

was  in  view. 

The  Lance  before  from  slain  Menales  drew 

Headlong  he  leaps  from  oS  his  lofty  Car, 

And  in  close  Ficht  on  foot  renews  the  War. 

Raging    with    high    Disdain,    repeats    ha 

Blows ; 
Nor  Shield  nor  Armour  can  their  Force 

oppose ; 

Huge  Cantlets  of  his  Buckler  strew  the 

Ground,  i8o 

And  no  Defence  in  his  bor'd  Arms  is  found. 

But  on  hii  Flesh,  no  Wound  or  Blood  is 

seen; 
The  Sword  it  self  is  blunted  on  the  Skin. 
This  vain  Attempt  the  Chief  no  longer 
bears; 
But  round  his  hollow  Temples  and  his  Ears 
His  Buckler  beats :   The  Son  of  Neptune, 

stun'd 
With    these    repeated    Buffets,    quiu   his 

Ground ; 
A  sickly  Sweat  succeeds;   and  Shades  of 

Night: 
Inverted  Nature  swims  before  his  Sight : 
Th'  insultin,^  Victor  presses  on  the  more,  190 
And  treads  the  Steps  the  vanquish'd  trod 

before, 
Nor  Rest,  nor  Respite  gives  :  A  Stone  there 

lay 
Behind  his  trembling  Foe  ;   and  stop'd  his 

way. 
Achilles  took  th*  Advantage  which  he  found, 
O'er-tum'd,  and  push'd  him  backward  on 

the  Ground. 
His  Buckler  held  him  under,  while  he  press'd 
With  both  his  Knees  above,  his  panting 

Breast ; 

Unlac'd  his  Helm  :  About  his  Chin  the  Twist 

He   ty'd ;    and   soon   the  strangled   Soul 

dismiss'd. 

With  eager  haste  he  went  to  strip  the 

Dead  200 

The   vanish'd   Body   from   his   Arms  was 

fled. 
His  Sea-God  Sire  t'  immortalize  his  Fame, 
Had  turn'd  it  to  the  Bird  that  bears  liis 
Name. 
A  Truce  succeeds  the  Labours  of  this  Day, 
And  Arms  suspended  with  a  long  delay. 


While  Trojan  Walls  are  kept  with  Watch 

and  Ward  ; 
The  Greeks  before  their  Trenches  mount  the 

Guard ; 
The  Feast  approach'd  ;  when  to  the  bluc-\ 

Ey'd  Maid 
His  Vows  for  Cygnus  slain  the  Victor  paid,  ( 
And  a  white  He;^fer,  on  her  Altar  laid,  no) 
The    recking    Entrails   on    the   Fire   they 

threw  , 
And  to  th.-  Gods  the  grateful  Odour  flew ; 
Heav'n  had  its  part  in  Sacrifice :  The  rest 
Was  broil'd  and   roasted  for  the  future 

Feast. 
The  chief  invited  Guests  were  set  around  ;\ 
And  Hunger  first  asswag'd,  the  Bowb  were 
crown'd,  f. 

Which  in  deep  Draughts  their  Cares  and  I 
Labours  drown' d.  / 

The  mellow  Harp  did  not  their  Ears  employ : 
And  mute  was  all  the  Warlike  Symphony . 
Discourse,  the  Food  of  Souls,  was  their 
Delight,  220 

And  pleasing  Chat  prolong'd  the  Summers- 
night. 
The  Subject,  Deeds  of  Arms ;  and  Valour 

shown 
Or  on  the  Trojan  side,  or  on  their  own. 
Of  Dangers  undertaken,  Fame  atcliiev'd  ; 
They  talk'd  by  turns ;    the  Talk  by  turns 

reliev'd. 
What  Things  but  these,  couM  fierce  Achilla 

tell. 
Or  what  cou'd  fierce  Achilles  hear  so  well  / 
The  last  great  Act  pcrfor-ri'd,  of  Cygms 

slain, 
Did  most  the  Martial  Audience  entertain : 
Wondring  to  find  a  Body,  free  by  Fate   230 
From  Steel ;    and  which  could  ev'n  that 

Steel  rebate : 
Amaz'd,  their  Admiration  they  renew  ; 
And  scarce  Pelides  cou'd  believe  it  true. 
Then  Nestor  thus  ;   What  once  this  Age 
has  known, 
In  fated  Cygnus,  and  in  him  alone, 
These  Eyes  have  seen  in  Caucus  long  before, 
Whose  body  not  a  thousand  Swords  cou'd 

bore. 
Ccmeus,  in  Courage,  and  in  Strength  ex- 

cell'd  ; 
And  still  his  Othrys  with  his  Fame  is  fiU'd: 


339  Olhrys]  Othrys  1700. 


So 
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But  whit  did  most  hit  Martial  Deeds 
adorn,  ^^ 

(Though  since  he  chang'd  his  Sex)  a  Woman 
born. 

,,A,?'.re'»y  so  strange,  ar^  '-ii  of  Fate, 
H»  list  ning  Audience  ask      .    .  to  relate. 
AchiUes  thus  commends  their  common  Sute  ; 
T  »     -i'  u"*  *'"  Prudence  In  repute, 
Tell,  with  that  Eloquence,  so  much  thy  own. 
What  thou  hast  heard,  or  what  of  Cttneus 
known : 

What  was  he,  whence  hU  change  of  Sex 
begun. 

What  Trophies,  join'd  in  Wars  with  thee. 
he  won  ?  ' 

Who  conquer'     him,  and  in  what  fatal 
Strife  j„ 

The  Youth  without  a  Wound,  cou'd  lose  his 
Life? 

NeUides  then ;   Though  tardy  Age,  and 
Time 

Have  shrunk  my  Sinews,  and  decay'd  mv 
Prime :  ' 

Though  much  I  have  forgotten  of  my  Store, 
IV 1?^  "hausted,  I  remember  more. 
Of  all  that  Arms  atchiev'd,  cr  Peace  de- 

sign'd, 
Thrt  Action  still  b  fresher  in  my  Mind 
Than  ought  beside.    If  Reverend  Age  can 
give 
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To  Faith  a  Sanction,  in  my  third  I  live 

Twas  in  my  second  Cent'rv,  I  survey'd  260 
\oung  CtBHts,  thin  a  fair  T'hessalian  Maid  : 
Lams  the  bright  was  born  to  high  Com- 
mand ; 
A  Princess  ;  and  a  Native  of  thy  Land. 
Divine  Achilles:  every  Tongue  proclaim'd 
Her  Beauty;   and  her  Eyes  all  Hearts  in- 
nam  d. 

^'^"m^^  sire,  perhaps  had  sought  her 

Among  the  rest ;  but  ht  had  either  led 
Ihy  Mother  then,  or  was  by  Promise  ty'd  ; 
But  she  to  him,  and  all  alike  her  Love 
ocny  d. 

It  washer  Fortuneonce,  totakeher  way  270 
Along  the  sandy  Margin  of  the  Sea : 
The  Pow  r  of  Ocean  view'd  her  as  she  pass'd, 
And  lovd    as   soon   as   seen,   by    Force 
embracd. 

^  l^^l    "''^"''    ""    Virgin-Treasure 
And  his  new  Joys,  tl  ■  Ravish.  •  -o  pleas'd. 


That  thM,  transported,  to  the  Nymph  he 
cry  Q  \ 

^''dJjj'V'**"  *"''  "*  ^"y''  ••*"  ** 

This  also  Fame  rebtet :  The  haughty  Fair 

bS?!      ^^' '"'"  °*  ■  ^o«  cSS 

This  Answer,  proud,  retum'd:   To  mishty 
Wrongs  a^ 

A  mighty  Recompense,  of  right,  belongs. 
Oive  me  no  more  to  suffer  such  a  Shame  : 

Shi  &T  '\  "^T""'  ^"  ■  better  >5S.;  ; 
One  Gift  for  all :  She  said  ;  and  while  she 

spoke, 
A  st-rn,  majestick,  manly  Tone  she  took. 
A  Man  she  was:    And  as   the   Godhead 

^'L^'frf'" '"rn'd.  who  dents  was  before. 
To  this  the  Lover  adds  without  request : 

r?i°"'f  °l  ^'"'  •''«»"'*  v'o'"**  hi.  Breast. 
GUd  of^  the  Gift,  the  new-made  Wwrior 

And  Arms  among  the  Greeks ;  and  longsIS 

equal  Foes.  * 

Now  bnytPeriihous,  bold  Ixion's  Son, 

The  Love  of  fair  Hippodame  had  won. 

The  Cloud-begotten  Race,  half  Men,  half 

Beast, 

Invited,  came  to  grace  the  Nuptial  Feast : 
In  a  cool  Cave's  recess  the  Treat  was  made. 
Who«    entrance     Trees    with    spreading 

Boughs  o'ershade. 
They  sate :   And  sumn.on'd  by  the  Bride- 
groom, came. 
To  mix  with  those  the  Lapytham  Name  : 
Nor    wanted    I:     The    Roofs    with    Toy 
resound :  -i^ 

And  «y««,,  lo  Hymen,  rung  around, 
Kais  d  Altars  shone  with  holy  Fires :   the 

Bride, 
Lovely  her  self  (and  lovely  bv  her  side 
A  Bevy  of  bright  Nimphs,  with  sober  Grace,) 
Came  glitt'rmg  like  a  Star,  and  took  her 

Place. 
Her  heav'niy  Form  beheld,  all  wish'd  her 

And  little  wanted,  but  in  vain,  their  Wishes 
all  employ. 
For  One.  most  Brutal  of  the  Brutal  Brood, 

S  wl*"?  ^""^  °/  ^"^y  fi^'d  his  Blood 
Or  both  at  once  ;  beheld  with  lustful  Eyes 
The  Bride  ;   at  once  resolv'd  to  make  his 
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Down  went  the  Doard  |  and  futenins  on  b«f 

Hair, 
Ht  seii'd  with  sudden  Force  the  frighted 

Fair. 
Twas  Etirytus  beRan :  Hit  bestial  Kind 
Hb  Crime  pursu'd  ;  and  each  at  pleai'd  hw 

Mind, 

Or  her, whom  Chance  preaented,  took:  The 
Feast 


An  Ima^  of  a  take,    '  wn  exprem'd. 
The  {   vc  rnoumL  »    H  Female  Shrieks  ; 
we  rise. 
Mad  with  Revenge,  to  make  a  swift  Ki-prise 
And    Theseus    first ;     What    Frenxy    has 
poasew'd  320 

0  Eiirytus,  he  cry'd,  thy  Jnutal  Drctist, 
To  wronc  Perillioiis,  and  not  liiiii  uloiie, 
But,  while  I  live,  two  Friends  conjoyn'd  in 
one? 
Tu  justify  his  Threat,  he  thrusts  aside 
The  Crowd  of  Centaurs ;  and  redeems  the 

Bride : 
The  Monster  nought  leplicd:    For  Words 

were  vain  ; 
And  Deeds  cou'd  only  Deeds  unjust  main- 
tain : 
But  answers  with  his  Hand  ;   and  forward 

press' d. 
With   Blows  redoubled,  on  his  Face  and 

Breast. 
An  ample  Goblet  stood,  of  antick  Mold,  339 
And  rough  w.th  Figures  of  the  rising  Gold  ; 
The  Hero  snatch'd   it  up,  and   toss'd   in 

Air, 
Full  at  the  Front  of  the  foul  Ravishcr : 
He  falls  ;  and  falling  vomits  forth  a  Flood 
Of  Wine,  and  Fo  '  Hrajng^  ^nd  mingled 

Blood. 
Half  roaring,  oni.  .t  through  the 

Hail,  *• 

Arms,  Arms,  the  douU,  with  Fury 

call ; 
To  wreak  their  Brother's  Death :  A  Medley 

Flight 
Of    Bowls   and  Jars,  at   first  supply  the 

Fight, 
Once   Instruments  of  Feasts,  but  now  of 

^^'^!  .140 

Wine  animates  their  Rage,  and  arms  their 

Hate. 
Bold  Amyais,  from   the  robb'd   Vestry 

brings 
The  Chalices  of  Ileav'n  ;  and  holy  Things 


Of  precious  Weight :   A  Sconce,  that  Imng 

on  high, 
With  Tapcft  fill'd,  to  light  the  Sacristy, 
Torn  from  the  Cord,  with  his  unhaUoH'd 

Hand 
He  threw  amkl  the  LapyllutaH  Band. 
On  CtUdfH  the  Ruin  fell,  and  kft 
His  Face  of  Feature  aii<l  of  Form  bereft : 
So,  when  sonw  brawny  Sacrificer  knocks 
Before  an  altar  led,  un  ofler'd  Oxe,         3.1 
His  Eye-balls  rooted  o»it  are  thrown  toi 
ground :  | 

His  Nose  dismantled  in  his  Mouth  is  fouml.  • 
Hi«  Jaws,  Checks,  Front,  one  undistin-l 
guish'd  Wound.  / 

This,  Btlales;   tli'    Avenger,  cou'd  not 
brook ; 
IJ.it,  by  the  Foot  a  Maple-hoard  he  took ; 
And  hurl'd  at  Amycus  ;  his  Chin  it  btnt 
Against  his  Chest,  and  down  the  Ccntuur 

sent ; 
Whom  sputtring  bloody  Teeth,  the  second 

Blow 

Of  his  drawn  Sword  dispatch'd  to  .Shudw 

below.  3ho 

Grineus  was  near;    and  cast  a  furious 

Look 

On    the    side    Altar,    cens'd    with   sacnd 

Smoke, 
And  bright  with  flaming  Fires :  The  Gods, 

he  cry'd. 
Have  with   their  holy  Trade,  our  Il.inds 

supply'<l : 
Why  use  we  not  their  Gifts  >  Then  from  the 

Floor 
An  Ahur-Stone  he  licav'd,  with  all  th<;  Load 

it  bore : 
Altar  and  Altars  freight  together  (Itw, 
Where  thickest  throng'd  the  Lapyllucmil 
Crew ;  f 

And  Broleas,  and  at  once,  Oryiis  slew :  ) 
Orytis  mother,  Mycale,  was  known  370 
Down  from  her  Sphere  to  draw  the  lab'riiijj 
Moon. 


This  Fact,  if  Anns  are  found  against  the 

Foe. 
He  kwk'd  about,  where  on  a  Pine  wire  spred 
The   votive    Horns  of  a  Stags   branrhing 

Head ; 


3^9    Uroleas,    an(!    at    oner,]  Some  idilon 
wrongly  fivt  at  once  BroUas  and 
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TOE  TWELFTH  BOOK  OF  THE  METAMORPHOSES. 


That  Ihe  ilwm  Antlen  ,tuek  in  either  fcyr 
UrMthle«  and  Blind  he  fell ,   with  lilLi 
besmear  d ;  ^^ 

""  h^iferd  **"'"*  *~*  ^"'*^  «l»nglinK  on 

^""%^"*'  ''""  "^  "«•"•>  ■  burning 

S^lectf,  and  whirling  waves  ;   till.  fromS 
Hand 

The  Fire  took  Flame ;  then  dash'd  it  from 

the  right. 
Oil  tmCkaraxus  Temple,  near  the  Sight : 

And  caught  the  yellow  Hoir,  that  ihrievei'd 

while  It  shone : 
CauRht,  like  dry  Stubble  fir'd  ;  or  like  Seer- 

wood  ; 

Vit  from  the  Wound  ensu'd  no  Purnle 
Flood  5  ' 

But  look'd  a  bubbling  Mass  of  frying  Bloo<l.  / 

slunT  '  **"*  ^°"''  •  crackling 

And  hiss'd,  like  red  hot  Iron  within  the 

Smithy  drown'd.  ,„ 

^•"^  j*1J">d«l  Warrior  shook  his  flaming 

Then  (wliat  a  Team  of  Horse  cou'd  hardiv 
rear) 

He  heaves  the  Threshold-Stone  :  but  cou'd 
not  throw ; 

The  \yci«ht  it  self  forbad  the  threaten'd 
Blow  ; 

Which  dropping  from  his  lifted  Arms,  came 
down, 

Full  on  Comeles  Head;    and  cnish'd  his 
Crown. 

So  by  their  Fellows  may  our  Foes  be  sped 
Then,  with  redoubled  Strokes  he  plies  hisf 
Head :  "^  1 

The  burning  Lever  not  deludes  his  Pains, 
But  dnycs  the  batter'd  Skull  within    he 
Brains. 

Thus  flush'd,  the  Conqueror,  with  force 
renew  d, 
ffagrus,  Dryas,  Corylkui,  pursti'd: 

W.«e  R,ll  when  fierce  E,>agrm  had  in  view 

Pre    ?  "  ''°'"  "  l^'dless 

Rhieius  prevents  what  more  he  had  to  say  ; 
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Which  tnttf'd  hisaing  in,  and  choak'd  his 
oreatb. 

Site'  ""'  ^^''  B«»*«"yChanct  410 
No  lomter  woud  the  same  Success  advanct 
Ihit  while  he  whiri'd  in  fiery  Circle,  rouild  " 
The   Brand,  a  sharpcn'd   Stake   strong 

Dryas  found ;  " 

And  In  the  Shoulder's  Joint  inflicts  the 

Wound.  , 

'^''«  Wro^  «truck;   which  roaring  out 

He  drew  ;    or  longer  durst  the  Fight  main- 
tain. 

But  turn      .is  Back,  for  fear  j  and  fled 

amain. 
With   him   fled   Orntus,  with   like   Dread 

IHiKsessd  ; 
Thaimas,   and    Medon,    wounded    in    the 

Breast ; 
And  Mermeros  in  the  kite  Race  renown'd.  420 
Now    limping    ran,   and    tardy    with    h« 

Wound. 
PWwjr  and  Mrlaneus  from  Fight  withdrew. 
And  Mas  niaim'd,  who  Boars  encountring 

And  Augur  Aslvlos,  whose  Art  in  vain 
l-rom    Fight   dissuaded    the   four-footed 
Train, 

Now  l>eat  the  Hoof  with  Nessus  on  the 
Plain  ; 

?K*  '«»>»  Fellow  cry'd.  Be  safely  sfew, 
Thy  Death  deferr'd  is  due  to  great  AUidts 
Bow. 

Mean  time  strong  Dryas  urg'd  his  Chance 

so  well,     . 
That  Lycidas,  Areas,  Imhreus  fell ;  4«, 

All,  one  bv  one,  and  fighting  Face  to  Facei 
Lrenausa^,  to  fall  with  more  Disgrace : 
For,  fearfu  ,  while  he  look'd  behind,  he  bore 
Betwixt  his  Nose  and  Front,  the  Bk>w 

before. 
Amid  the  Noise  and  Tumult  of  th-    •  av 
Snoring,  and  drunk  with  Wir.v,  Ai>hidas%. 
Ev  n  then  the  Bowl  within  hf-  Haiid  fie 

kept: 
And  on  a  Bear's  rough  Hide  securely  slept. 
Him  Phorbas  with  his  flying  Dart,  transfct'd ; 
Take  thy  next  Draught  with  Stvgian  Waters 

•"'" "'  440 

And  sleep  thy  fill  th*  insulting  Victor  cry'd ; 
Surpris  d  with  Death  unfelt,  the  Centaur 
dy  u : 


i 


r 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


The  ruddy  Vomit,  as  he  breath'd  his  Soul, 

Repass'd  his  Throat ;   and  fill'd  his  empty 

Bowl.  *^ ' 

I  saw  Pelreeus  Arms  employ' d  around 

A  well-grown  Oak,   to   root   it   from   the 

Ground. 
This  way,  and  that,  he  wrench'd  the  fibrou . 

Bands, 
The  Trunk  was  like  a  Sappling  in  his  Hands, 
And  still  obey'd  the  Bent :    While  thus  he 

stood, 
Perithous  Dart  drove  on ;  and  nail'd  him  to 
the  Wood.  ^50 

Lycus,  and  Chromis  fell  by  him  oppress'd  : 
Helops  and  Diclys  added  to  the  rest 
A  nobler  Palm :  Helops  through  cither  Ear 
Transfix'd,  receiv'd  the  penetrating  Spear. 
This  Diclys  saw ;  and  sciz'd  with  suddain  \ 
Fright  I 

Leapt  headlong  from  the  Hill  of  steepy 

height ; 
And  crush'd  ar         '  ^neath,  that  cou'd  not 
bear  his 

The  shatter'  eceives  his  Fall ;   and 

strikes 
Within  his  full-blown  Paunch,  the  sharpen'd 

Spikes. 
Strong  Aphareus  had  heav'd  a  mighty  Stone, 
The  Fragment  of  a  Rock ;  and  wou'd  have 

thrown ;  ^6, 

But  Theseus  with  a  Club  of  harden'd  Oak, 
The  Cubit-bone  of  the  bold  Centaur  broke  ; 
And  left  him  maim'd  ;    nor  seconded  the 

Stroke.  ^ 

Then  leapt  on  tall  Bianor's  Back :  (Who  bore 
No  mortal  Burden  but  his  own,  before) 
Prcss'd    with    his   Knees   his   Sides;    the 

double  Man, 
His  Speed  with  Spurs  increased,  unwillinc 

ran.  " 

One  Hand  the  Hero  fasten'd  on  his  Locks  ; 
His  other  ply'd  him  with  repeated  Strokes. 
The  Club  rung  round  his  Ears,  and  batter'd 

Brows ;  ^y, 

He  ^lls  ;    and  lashing  up  his  Heels,  his 

Rider  throws. 
The   same    Herculean    Arms    Nedymms 

wound  ; 
And  lay  by  him  Lycolas  on  the  Ground  ; 
AndHippasus,  whose    Beard   his    Breast 

mvades ; 

Aad  Ripheus,  haunter  of    the  Woodland 
ohades  : 


And  Tereus,  us'd  with  Mountain  Bears  to 

strive  ; 
And  from  their  Deis  to  draw  th'  indignant 
Beasts  alive. 
Demoleon   cou'd   not   bear   this   hateful 
Sight,  .. 

Or  the  long  Fortune  of  th'  Athenian  Kniglit  • 
But  puH'd  with  all  his  Force,  to  disengat-e' 
From  Earth  a  Pine,  the  Product  of  an  Ace  ■ 
The  Root  stuck  fast :  The  broken  Trunk  he 

sent 
At  Theseus  :   Theseus  frustrates  his  Intent 
And  leaps  aside,  by  Pallas  warn'd,  the  Blow 
To  shun  :   (for  so  he  said  ;  and  we  believ'd 

it  so.) 
Yet  not  in  vain  th*  enormous  Weight  was 

cast ; 
Which  Grantor's  Body  sunder'd  at  the  Waist 
Thy    Father's    Squire,    Achilles,   and   liis' 

Care ; 
Wliom  conquer'd  in  the  Dolopeian  War,  490 
Their  King,  his  present  Ruin  to  prevent, 
A  Pledge  of  Peace  implor'd,  to  Peleus  sent. 
Thy  Sire,  with  grieving  Eyes,  beheld  his 

Fate; 
And  cry'd.  Not  long,  lov'd  Grantor,  shalt 

thou  wait 
Thy  vow'd  Revenge.    At  once  he  said,  and 

threw 
His  Ashen-Spear  ;  which  quiver'd  as  it  flew ; 
With  all  his  Force  and  all  his  Soul  apply'd ;' 
The  sharp  Point  enter'd  in  the  Centaur's 

Side: 
Both  Hands,  to  wrench  it  out,  the  Monster 

join'd  ; 
And  wrench'd  it  out ;    but  left  the  Steel 
behind.  cqo 

Stuck  in  his  Lungs  it  stood :    Inrag'd  he 

rears 
His  Hoofs,  and  down  to  Ground  thy  Father 

bears. 
Thus  trampled  under  foot,  his  Shield  defends 
His    Head ;    his   other    Hand    the  Lance 

protends. 
Ev'n  while  he  lay  extended  on  the  Dust, 
He    sped    the    Centaur,    with    one  single 

Thrust. 
Two  more  his  Lance  before  transfix'd  from 

far; 
And  two  his  Sword  had  slain  in  closer  War, 
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Z^'iI!:!!fZlf221fL!™  METAMORPHOSES.       .^ 

Wile  aAA^J  n I  77..  ',  . '17 

r'mTve';"  ^'^''^"hments,  than  Beauty 
At  once  both  loving,  and  confessing  Love 
F...,n.c»,edress'd:   For  him  wi^  fcSle 

set  in  Curb,  her  auborn 


ihalt 

and 

lew; 

lur's 

ster 

teel 

500 

he 

her 

nds 
nee 


i°  te,*?  ""^^'^  P'^y^"'  ••  Who  spread 
A    BuUs    two  gonng    Horns  arouSd  L 

VVith^^these  he  push'd ;    in  Bloo<l  alread" 
"'""defyN^'r'    ^   ''PP''^'^''^ '    and    thu. 

^%X''"'   ""'''    ^^    ^'~^   ''    ^''^» 

TtS' Vtt?°'"?.^"  ^•'^^P^'  °r  "y  Spear, 
w   y(1'}   •*■?.*  '•  ^°'  want  of  other  Ward 

Sfs  H^l"'^.'^''  "^-J^'  »>«  J^^nt  to  guard  ' 
H>sHand,tpass'd:    And  fix'd  it%o  his 

wk"  rtif     ^"^^  *"'  "'"*»  a  second  Wound 
arounr*"  '^'  ^''''  P'"^'^-'  ""  "-"'d 

'"'Grou'nd'"^  ''^"^''"^  ^^'^  -  ^ 

'''^cll.sh'd''''"^^^ 

And  to  his  Mother-Earth,  with  empty  Belly 

Nor^cou'd  thy  Form,  0  Cyllarus,  fore- 

''\lC.i    ^"  """^   '°  *^°-^««    Men 
Just  bloom'd  thy  Beard,  thy  Beard  of  golden 

""'sL^SfJeAVr^"  ^^^-'  '^•-"^  ^••y 

Sprightly  thy  Look:   Thy  Shapes  in  ev'ry 
So  clean;  as  might  instruct  the  Sculptor's 

0  Ca./.,  was  a  Courser  worthy  thee  ' 

So  was  h,s  Back  proportion'd  f^r  the  Seaf  • 

So  rose  his  brawnv  Ch^f .  l^      t,     ^^t ; 

his  Feet  '  ^  ^*'^''y  "o^'d 


cure 
ahe  comb'd,  ami 
Hair. 

?I.J^°^>^''^'«^*'?"*^  billies  mix'd 
^-    -  .^-^  of  flowing  Rosemary  betwixt 


At^X'^  ^'»'  ^"^'"^  '^r^ors  .isur^/y 
5«SBeard.thy]  Beard:  Thy /7«,. 


«K.>  /*    -v J    .  """"'K  Rosemary  betwixt 
She  Jorm^d  tne  Chaplet,  that  XS  her 

a"„^-^*![^  ''i  ^'^^  ^«?«*pa«  Fount, 

And  m^the  Streams  that  from  the  Fountain 

She  wa^Jd  her  Face;  and  bath'd  her  twfc: 

JJlf.^^'^.of  Furs,  that  hung  below  her  Side 

Wa   Ermm,  or  the  Panther's%p^tt*d  Prfde  "' 

'^    Flame""  '°"""°"  Beast  r With  equa'l 

^'i^.-"  '■"^'•'Sylvan  Pleasures  were  the 

Invited  to  the  nuptiaKh  re^^ 
And  S.de  by  Side,  they'  both  E'in  War 
Uncertam  from  what  Hand.  tiyZ  SS 
At  Cyllarus  was  sent;    which  pL^cVh" 

^''^•^'"""''"•"-^^'•e  mortal 

"''S^Gr:i;n'df««""«S''P«'  and  seeks 
The  Fair  within  her  Arms  receiv'd  hU  F,n 

And  Sht  T?"*!?'"!  ^P^^"  ^o  -ah 
ojjos'd*'"  """^  ''•^  «'«aming  Blood 

^''"fed'"  ^'>"'  '•^  ^'P^  with  hers 

embracingld/d         ""''  ""^  '^"^'^ 
SSSSy\vM]Syk>aHtfoo. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID 


Ev'n  still,  inethinks,  I  see  Phieocomes  ; 
Strange  'vas  his  Habit ;    and  as  odd  his 

Dress. 
Six    Lion's    Hides,  with   Thongs  together 

fast, 
His  upper  part  defended  to  his  Waist ;    580 
And  where  Man  ended,  the  continued  Vest, 
Spread  on  his  Back,  the  Houss  and  Trappings 

of  a  Beast 
A  Stump  too  heavy  for  a  Team  to  draw, 
(It  seems  a  Fable,  tho'  the  Fact  I  saw  ;) 
He  threw  at  Photon  ;  the  descending  Blow 
Divides  the  Skull,  and  cleaves  his  Head  in 

two. 
The  Brains,  from   Nose  and  Mouth,  and 

cither  Ear 
Came  issuing  out,  as  through  a  Colendar 
The  curdled  Milk ;   or  from  the  Press  the 

Whey 
Driv'n  down  by  Weights  above,  is  drain'd 

away.  590 

But  him,  while  stooping  down  to  spoil  the 

Slain, 
Pierc'd  through  the  Paunch,  I  timibled  on 

the  Plain. 
Then  Chthonyiis  and  Tfleboas  I  slew : 
A  Fork  the  former  arm'd  ;  a  Dart  his  Fellow 

threw. 
The  Javelin  wounded  me  ;  (behold  the  Skar,) 
Then   was   my  time   to  seek   the   Trojan 

War; 
Then  I  was  Hector's  Match  in  open  Field  ; 
]iut  he  was  then  unborn  ;  at  least  a  Child  ; 
Now,  I  am  nothing.    I  forbear  to  tell 
By  Periphantas  how  Pyretus  fell ;  600 

The  Centaur  by  the  Knight :  Nor  will  I  stay 
On  Amphyx,  or  what  Deaths  he  dealt  that 

Day: 
What  Honour  with  a  pointless  Lance  he 

won. 
Stuck  in  the  front  of  a  four-footed  Man ; 
What  fame  young  Macareus  obtain'd  in 

Fight: 
Or  dwell  on   Nessus,  now  retum'd   from 

Flight; 
How  Prophet  Mopms  not  alone  devin'd. 
Whose  Valour  equall'd  his  foreseeing  Mind. 
Already    Canem,    with    his    conquering 

Hand, 
Had  slaughter'd  five  the  boldest  of  their 

Band ;  610 

Pyrachmus,  llelymiis,  Aniimachus, 
Bromus  the  Brave,  and  stronger  Siiphelus ; 


Their  Names  I  numbcr'd,and  remembcrwell, 
No  Trace  remaining,  by  what  Wounds  tluv 

fell. 

Latreus,  the  bulkiest  of  the  double  Race, 

Whom  the  spoil'd  Arms  of  slain  Halesiisgnrx, 

In  Years  retaining  still  his  Youthful  Mi{.;ht, 

Though  his  black  Hairs  were  interspcrs'd 

with  White, 
Betwixt    th'    imbattled    Ranks    bcfjan   to 

prance. 
Proud  of  his  Helm,  and  Macedonian  I^nce; 
And  rode  the  Ring  around ;    that  either 

Hoast  621 

Might  hear  him,  while  he  made  this  empty 

Boast. 
And    from   a   Strumpet    shall    we   suffer 

Shame, 
For  Cams  still,  not  Caneiis  is  thy  Name: 
And  still  the  Native  Softness  of  thy  Kind 
Prevails ;    and  leaves  the  Woman  in  thy 

Mind  ? 
Remember  what  thou  wert ;  what  price  was 

paid 
To  change  thy  Sex :    to  make  thcc  not  a 

Maid ; 
And  but  a  Man  in  shew  :  go.  Card  and  Spin  ; 
And  leave  the  Business  of  the  War  to  )len. 
White    thus    the    Boaster   exercis'd  his 

Pride,  631 

The  fatal  Spear  of  Cteneus  rcach'd  his  Side : 
Just  in  the  mixture  of  the  Kinds  it  ran  ; 
Betwixt  the  neather  Beast,  and  upper  Man : 
The  Monster  mad  with  Rage,  and  stung  with 

Smart, 
His  Lance  directed  at  the  Hero's  Heart : 
It  strook  :    But  bounded  from  his  liarden'd 

Breast, 
Like  Hail  from  Tiles,  which  the  safe  House 

invest. 
Nor  seem'd  the  Stroke  with  more  effect  to 

come. 
Than  a  small  Pebble  falling  on  a  Drum.  640 
He  next  his  Fnuchion  try'd,  in  closer  Fif;ht ; 
But  the  keen  Fauchion  had  no  Pow'r  to  bite. 
He   thrust ;    the   blunted   Point  retuniV 

again : 
Since    downright    Blows,    he    cry'd,  an(! 

Thrusts  are  vain, 
I'M  prove  his  Side :  In  strong  Embraces  held 
He  prov'd  his  Side ;    his  Side  the  Sword  | 

repell'd : 
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His  hollow  Belly  eccho  d  to  the  Stroke  :  1 
Lntouch  d  his  Body,  as  a  solid  Rock  ; 
Aim  d  at  his  Neck  at  last,  the  Blade  in 
shivers  broke. 

Th'    Impassive    Knight    stood    Idle,  to 
deride  '^ 

His  Rage,  and  offer'd  oft  his  naked  Side : 
At  length.  Now  Monster,  in  thy  turn,  he 

cry  d,  ' 

Try  thou  the  Strength  of  Cteneus:   At  the 
Word 

He  thrust ;  and  in  his  Shoulder  plung'd  the 
Sword. 

Then  writh'd  his  Hand  ;  and  as  he  drove  it 
down. 

Deep  in  his  Breast,  made  many  Wounds  in 

one. 

1!^   Centaurs  saw  inrag'd,  th'  unhop'd 

success ; 
And  rushing  on,  in  Crowds,  together  press  ; 
At  him,  and  him  alone,  their  Darts  thev 

threw :  ' 

Repuls'd  they  from  his  fated  Body  flew.  660 
Amaz  d  they  stood  ;  till  Monychus  began, 

0  bhame,  a  Nation  conquer'd  by  a  Man  ! 
A  Woman-Man  ;  yet  more  a  Man  is  He, 
Than  all  our  Race  ;  and  what  He  was,  are 

We. 
Now,  what  avail  our  Nerver  -  united 

Force, 
Of  two  the  strongest  Creatu.    .         j  and 

Horse, 
Xor  Goddess-born,  nor  of  Ixion's  Seed 
We  seem  ;  (a  Lover  built  for  Juno's  Bed  :) 
Master'd  bv  this  half  Man.    Whole  Moun- 
tains throw  (^ 
With  VVoods  at  once,  and  bury  him  below/ 

1  his  only  way  remains.    Nor  need  we  doubt 
To  c  loak  the  Soul  within ;   though  not  to 

force  It  out. 
Heaj)  Weights,  instead  of  Wounds:    He 
chanc  d  to  see 

Where  Southern   Storms   had   rooted    up 
a  Tree ;  ^ 

This,  raised  from  Earth,  against  the  Foe 
he  threw ; 

Th'    Example    shewn,    his    Fellow-Brutes 
pursue. 

With  Forest-loads  the  Warrior  they  in- 
vade ;  ' 
Othrys  and  Pelion  soon  were  void  of  Shade  • 
And  spreading  Groves  were  naked  Moun- 
tains made. 


Press'd  with  the  Burden,  deneus  pante  tot 
Breath ;  '^        ^ 

And  on  his  .Shoulders  bears  the  Wooden 

Death. 
To  heave  th'  intolerable  Weight  he  tries  ; 
At  length  It  r<Ke  above  his  Mouth  and  Eyes : 
Yet  still  he  heaves:    And  strugling  with 

Despair,  " 

?,fc  »'  f^"  \  ?"lEains  a  gulp  of  Air: 
A  short  Relief,  which  but  prolongs  his  Pain  • 
He  faints  by  Fits  ;  and  then  respires  again 
At  last,  the  Burden  only  nods  above 
As  when  an  Earthquake  stirs  m' Idaan 
Orove.  gol 

Doubtful  hb  Death  :  He  suffocated  se.mT 
ro  most ;  but  otherwise  our  Mopsus  deem'd 
Who  said  he  saw  a  yellow  Bird  arise 

"k""'  *•»«  P''e.  and  cleave  the  liquid 


saw  it  too,  with  golden  feathers  bright, 
ror  e're  before  beheld  sn  ct™.,„-  „  clui 


OR. 


.,.     j^v/iviEii  icauien  orient. 

Nor  e  re  before  beheld  so  strange  a  sTght. 

Whom  Mopsus  VKmng,  as  it  soar'd  around 

&)T§'  '^*  ^'"'°"'  rattling 

All  hail,  he  cry'd,  thy  Countries  Grace  and 

Love  ; 
Once  first  of  Men  below  ;  now  first  of  Birds 

al)ove. 
Its  Author  to  the  Story  gave  Belief :       700 
^or  us,  our  Courage  was  mcreas'd  by  Grief : 
Asham  d  to  see  a  single  Man,  pursuM 
With  Odds,  to  sink  beneath  a  Multitude : 
We  piish  d  the  Foe ;  and  forc'd  to  shameful 
Flight, 

Part  fell ;  and  part  escap'd  by  favour  of  the 

Night. 
This  Tale,  by  Nestor  told,  did  much  dis- 

please 
Tlepolemus,  the  Seed  of  Hercules : 
For,  often  he  had  heard  his  Father  say,      \ 
Ihat  he  himself  was  present  at  the  Fray  ; 
And  more  than  shared  the  Glories  of  the 

Day.  .j^ 

Old  Chronicle,  he  said,  among  the  rest. 
You  might  have  nam'd  Alcides  at  the  least : 
Is  he  not  worth  your  Praise  }  The  Pylian 

Prince 

^'^''dc"^  ^'^  ^^^^  '  '''*"  '"^''^  ^^^  P'<»»<' 
My  former  Woes,  in  long  Oblivion  drown'd 
f  would  have  lost  j  but  you  renew  the  Wonnd: 


I 


1 


^ 
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Uetter  to  pass  him  o'er,  than  to  relate 
The  Cause  I  have  your  ini(;hty  Sire  to  hate. 
His  Fame  has  fiU'd  the  World,  and  leach'd 

tlie  Sky  ; 
(Which,  Oh,  I  wish,  with  Truth,  I  cou'd 
deny !)  720 

We  praise  not  Hector  ;  though  his  name,  we 

know, 
Is  great  in  Arms  ;  'tis  hard  to  praise  a  Foe. 
He,  your  Great  Father,  levell'd  to  the 
Ground 
Messenia's  Towers :     Nor  better   Fortune 

found 
Elis,  and  Pylus  ;  tliat  a  neighb'ring  State 
And  this  my  own :  Both  guiltless  of  their 
Fate. 
To  pass  the  rest,  twelve  wanting  one,  he 
slew. 
My  Brethren,  who  their  Birth  from  Neleus 

drew. 
All  Youths  of  early  Promise,  had  they  liv'd  ; 
By  him  they  perish'd  :  I  alone  surviv'd.  730 
The  rest  were  easy  Conquest :   But  the  Fate 
Of  Periclymenos  is  wondr''-*  to  relate. 
To  him  our  common  GrL.Jsire  of  the  Main 
Had  giv'n  to  change  his  Form,  and  chang'd, 

resume  again. 
Vary'd  at  Pleasure,  every  Shape  he  try'd  ; 
And  in  all  Beasts  Alcides  still  defy'd  : 
Vanquish'd  on  Earth,  at  length  he  soar'd 

above ; 
Cliang'd  to  the  Bird,  that  bears  the  Bolt  of 

Jove. 
The  new-dissembled  EagI'.,  now  endu'd 
With  Beak  and  Pounces,  Hercules  pursu'd. 
And  cuff'd  his  manly  Cheeks,  and  tore  his 
Face ;  741 

Then,  safe  retir'd,  and  tour'd  in  empty  space. 
Alcides  bore  not  long  his  flying  Foe  : 
But  bending  his  inevitable  Bow, 
Reach'd  him  in  Air,  suspended  as  he  stood  ; 
And  in  his  Pinion  fix'd  the  feather'd  Wood. 
Light  was  the  Wound  ;    but  in  the  Sinew 

hung 
The  Point :  and  his  disabled  Wing  u.tstrung. 
He  wheel'd  in  Air,  and  stretch'd  his  Vans  in 
vain;  749 

His  Vans  no  longer  cou'd  his  Flight  sustain : 
For  while  one  gather'd  Wind,  one  uiisupply'd 
Hung  drooping  dow.i ;  nor  pois'd  hb  other 
Side. 


74»  tour'dl  The  sptUing  is  probably  Drydtn's. 


He  fell :    The  Shaft  that  slightly  was  im- 

press'd, 
Now  from  his  heavy  Fall  with  weight  in- 

creas'd. 
Drove  through  his  Neck,  aslant ;  he  spurns 

the  'j  -lund. 
And  the  soul  issues  through  the  Weazon's 

Wound. 
Now,  brave  Commander  of  the  Rhodian 

Seas, 
What  Praise  is  due  from  me  to  Hercules  ? 
Silence  is  all  the  Vengeance  I  decree 
For  my  slain  Brothers  ;  but  'tis  Peace  with 

thee.  760 

Thus  with  a  flowing  Tongue  old  Neslor 

spoke; 
Then,  to  full  Bowls  each  other  they  provoke : 
At    length,    with    Weariness,    and    Wine 

oppress' d 
They  rise  from  Table ;    and  withdraw  to 

rest. 
The  Sire  of  Cygnus,  Monarch  of  the  Main,] 
Mean  time,  laments  his  Son,  in  Battle  slain :  I 
And  vows  the  Victor's  Death  ;  nor  vowsf 

in  vain.  ) 

For  nine  long  Years  the  smoother'd  Pain  he 

bore ; 
{Achilles  was  not  ripe  for  Fate,  before :) 
Then  when  he  saw  the  promis'd  Hour  was 

near,  770 

He  thus  bespoke  the  God,  that  guides  the 

Year. 
Immortal  Offspring  of  my  Brother  Jot'e  ; 
My  brightest  Nephew,  and  whom  best  I  love. 
Whose   Hands  were  join'd  with  mine,  to 

raise  the  Wall 
Of  tottring  Troy,  now  nodc.ing  to  her  fall ; 
Dost  thou  not  mourn  our  Pow'r  employ'd  in 

vain  ; 
And  the  Defenders  of  our  City  slain  ? 
To  pass  the  rest,  cou'd  noble  Hector  lie 
L'npity'd,  drag'd  around  his  Native  Troy  ? 
AndyettheMurd'rerlives:  Himselfbyfar  780 
A  greater  Plague,  than  ail  the  wastful  War : 
He  lives  ;  the  proud  Pelides  lives  to  boast 
Our  Town  destroy'd,  our  common  Labour 

lost! 
0,  cou'd  I  meet  him  !  But  1  wish  too  late 
To  prove  my  Trident  is  not  in  his  Fate  ! 
But  let  him  try  (for  that's  allow'd)  thy  Dart, 
And  pierce  his  only  penetrable  Part. 

Apollo  bows  to  the  superiour  Tlirune ; 
And  to  his  Uncle's  Anger,  adds  his  own. 


Z!^iI!:!l:!I^?j:^^^^  metamorphoses. 


^*"  Flight*  ^"'°"*'  '"^°'^''''  '"'  ^''^'^  »'is 

^''TigS'f*'  '"^-  ^'""''*"  •"''''^  '"  -"o"^ 
And  found 'out  Paris,  lurking  where  he  stood 
And  stam'd  hU  Arrows  mihPUbZ„S' 

"add^essU   '""'""    ^'"S"'    '-    '»- 
Dost^tliou  not  blush,  to  spend  thy  ShafU  in 

?f"F»„*l'**"'';'***='  "?,*>  '8"°»''«^  Train  ? 
If  Fame,  or  better  Vengeance  be  thy  Care 
rhere  a„„:  And  with  one  Arrow,  en/the  war 

^"^  Sword,  which  but^.A,V/«  none  coS 

And  how  he  mov'd  a  God,  and  mow'd  the 

standing  Field. 
The  Deity  himself  directs  aright 

Thusfell  the  foremostof  theCr««a«Name- 
And  He  the  base  Adulfrer.  boasts  tTeFan  c' 
A  Spectacle  to  glad  the  Tro,an  Train  ; 
And  please  old  Priam,  ^hJ Hccor  Sa  n. 

by  a  Female  Hand  he  had  foreseen         ^ 
"lT.!l^'„^:]"^^^h''  H  -ther  been    ) 
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Ti,„  r    '  V","'=>"  nau  rather  been 

The  Lance  and  double  Axe  of  the^fair 


VVarriour  Queen. 


fairf 
8iij 


And  now,  the  Terror  of  the  Trojan  Field. 

"'^""plac'd*:  ^"'  *'''  ^'"^""^""'d  Chief  fa 
The  God  th'at  arm'd  'in,  f„st.  consum'd  at 

A^lif.In'}^  ^''^'''r  *'""'  ""=  «•"»'■  R^niains 
Ye   ,  iV"''  ?r  "'^"'"'y  «'«'d.  cotaair-s. 
Yet  great  n.  //„,„,;..  still  Achilles  lives  ; 
And  equal  to  himself,  himself  survives. 

brings    "  °'*"'  '''  ^°"""  ^«'^  5  ^''d 
^"*Kingr;  "^  ^''"'   '^'*''''  contending 

^''"widdr'"'"'  "''"  '""''  ^^  ^""^   ♦" 
Or  wear  h'is  Armour,  or  sustain  his  Shield. 

E^esT        "*'  '""'"'  *'^''  do«n-cast 
Conscious  of  wanted  Worth  to  win  the  Prize  • 

No   Kri^lf'Til  "'^^«^  ^'""*  ^^  <^'»i"' 
1  wo  Rivals  only  rose  :  LatrUs  Son, 
And  Uie  vast  Bulk  of  W,<i«  Tdamon: 

Love^'  •^''"'sl'd  '^ach,  with  cqu.l 

And  from' himself  all  Envy  wou'd  rcmov^^*' 
Lef   both  to  be  determined  by  the  LaTs  • 

Caus  "  '''"""'  ^'"^^^  ^rJM  'li.c 


THE  I  SPEECHES  I  OF 


Book 
theFLld?'"''   the  Soldiers  crown'd 

£  tf^    "?=  •  ^'^^  ''•"'^'^•l  «"h  Disdain 
Ihs^HmgRage,  he  rowl'd  his  Eyes  around 

mt  Mrt>e\!,u»^    ^"  '^  fcansio,,,  wrongly 
•everalf,|«;stop!r*     "•    The  original  i.a« 


AJAX  I  AND  I  ULYSSES; 

FROM    I    OVId's    METAMORHHOSES, 

XHI 


Then^^strctching  out  his  Hands,  0  Jove,  he 
*'"''tr/di°"'  ^''"'^  '^^'''•^  "'^  ^'^"^t  be 

But  basely  Hed  that  men.orable  Day,        '" 

'%"aL[rPr?;r''"^  ""'"^^  ^^^->'^  '^^' 

w/?  w'  'j  '  ^^^^^  «^  ^•'«'  noisy  Bar 

With  Words  to  flourish  than  ingage  in  War. 


t;  ■ 


i  ' 
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By   different    Methods  we    maintain    our 

Riglit, 
Nor  am  I  made  to  Talk,  nor  he  to  Fight. 
In  bloody  Fields  I  labour  to  be  great ; 
His  Arms  are  a  smooth  Tongue,   and  soft 

deceit : 
Nor  need  I  s\>eak  my  Decd«,  for  those  you 

see ; 
The  Sun  and  Day  are  Witnesses  for  me,   20 
Let  him  who  fights  unseen  relate  his  own, 
And  vouch  the  silent  Stars,  and  conscious 

Moon ; 
Great  is  the  Prize  demanded,  I  confess, 
But  such  an  abject  Rival  makes  it  less  ; 
That  Gift,  those  Honours,  he  but  hop'd  to 

gain 
Can  leave  no  room  for  Ajax  to  be  vain : 
Losing  he  wins,  because  his  Name  will  be 
Enobled  by  Defeat,  who  durst  contend  with 

me. 
Were  my  known  Valour  question'd,  yet  my 

Blood 
Without  that  Plea  wou'd  make  my  Title 

good :  30 

My  Sire  was  Telamon  whose  Arms,  employ'd 
With  Hercules,  these  Trojan  Walls  destroy'd; 
And   who  before,   with  Jason,  sent  from 

Greece, 
In  the  first  Ship  brought  home  the  Golden 

Fleece  ; 
Great  Telamon  from  ^Eacus  derives 
His  birth  (th*  Inquisitor  of  guilty  Lives 
In  Shades  below  where  Sysiphus  whose  Son 
This  Thief  is  thought  rouls  up  the  restless 

heavy  Stone,) 
Just  Macus  the  King  of  Godj  above 
Begot :  Thus  Ajax  is  the  third  from  Jove.  40 
Nor  shou'd    I  seek    advantage   from    my 

Line, 
Unless  (AchiUes)  it  were  mix'd  with  thine : 
As  nex*^  of  Kin  Achilles  Arms  I  claim  ; 
This  Fellow  wou'd  ingraft  a  Foreign  Name 
Upon  our  Stock,  and  the  Sysiphian  Seed 
By  Fraud  and  Theft  asserts  his  Fatlier's 

Breed: 
Then  must  1  lose  these  Arms,  because  I  came 
To  fight  uncall'd,  a  voluntary  Name, 
Nor  shun'd  the  Cause,  but  offer'd  you  my 

Aid, 
While  he  long  lurking  was  to  War  betray'd  ? 
Forc'd  to  the  Field  he  came,  but  in  the 

Reer ;  51 

And  feign'd  Distraction  to  conceal  his  Fear  : 


Till  one  more  cunning  caught  him  in  the 

Snare  ; 
(111  for  himself)  and  drug'd  him  into  War. 
Now  let  a  Hero's  Arms  a  Coward  vest. 
And  he  who  shun'd  all  I]onours,gain  the  best: 
And  let  me  stand  excluded  from  my  Right 
Rob'd  of  my  Kinsman's  Arms,  who  first 

appcar'd  in  Fight. 
Better  for  us  at  home  had  he  remain'd 
Had  it  been  true,  the  Madness  which  lie 

feign'd,  oo 

Or  so  beliey'd ;  the  less  had  been  our  Shame, 
The  less  his  counscH'd  Crime  which  brands 

the  Grecian  Name ; 
Nor  Philocleles  had  been  left  inclos'd 
In  a  bare  Isle  to  Wants  and  Pains  expos'd, 
Where  to  the  Rocks,  with  solitary  Groans 
His  Suff' rings  and  our  Baseness  he  bemoans : 
And    wishes    (so    may    Heav'n    his    Wislj 

fulfill) 
The  due  Reward  to  him  who  caus'd  his  III. 
Now   he,   with   us   to    Troy's  Destruction 

sworn 
Our  Brother  of  the  War,  by  whom  are 

borne  '  70 

Alcides  Arrows,  pent  in  narrow  Bounds 
With  Cold  and  Hunger  pinch'd,  and  (wind 

with  Wounds, 
To  find    him    Food  and   Cloathing    must 

employ 
Against  the  Birds  the  Shafts  due  to  the  Fate 

of  Troy. 
Yet  still  he  lives,  and  lives  from  Treason 

free. 
Because  he  left  Ulysses  Company  : 
Poor  Palamede  might  wish,  so  void  of  Aid, 
Rather  to  have  been  left,  than  so  to  Diaili 

betray'd. 
Tlic  Coward  bore  the  Man  immortal  S|>i};lii, 
Whosham'd  him  out  of  Madness  into  Fi;;iit : 
Nor  daring  otherwise  to  vent  his  Hate     81 
Accus'd  him  first  of  Treason  to  the  State, 
And  thetj  for  Proof  produc'd  the  golden 

Store, 
Himself  had  hidden  in  his  Tent  before  : 
Thus  of  two  Champions  he  depriv'd  our 

Hoast, 
By  Exile  one,  and  one  by  Treason  lost. 
Thus  fights  Ulysses,  thus  his  Fame  extends, 
A  formidable  Man,  but  to  his  Friends 
Great,  for  what  Greatness  is  in  Words  and 

Sound : 
Ev'n  faithful  Neslor  less  in  both  is  found :  90 


THE  SPEECHES  OF  AJAX  AND  ULYSSES. 


But  that  he  miRht  without  a  Rival  reien. 
Forsook  his  Friend  ev'n  at  his  utmost  Need. 
Steed  '"^  ''''''  *""  ^^^''^^^^J 

Cry'd  out  for  Aid,  and  call'd  him  l'  his 
Name ; 

TK  *  ^"Y^^^'^^c  has  neither  Ears  nor  Shame  : 
Thus  fled  the  good  old  Man,  bereft  of  A  I 
And  for  as  much  as  lay  in  him,  betray'd 
That  this  IS  not  a  Fable  forgM  by  me. 
Like  one  of  his.  an  f//>.5wa«  Lie,  ,00 

I  vouch  cv  npiowede,  who  tho'  his  Friend 
Unnot  that  Act  excuse,  much  less  defend  : 
He  wll  d  him  back  aloud,  and  tax'd  his 
rear ;  I 

^"^'hea?  *"°"^'*  *'^  ^^"''''  ''"*  ''"'''  "°' 

^'Lk°*^'  *'"*  "'"^'  ^^^  **"  '^"'•"'^ 
He  justly  was  forsaken,  who  forsook : 
Wanted  that  Succour  he  refus'd  to  lend. 
Found  ev  ry  Fellow  such  another  Friend : 
No  wonder,  if  he  roar'd  that  all  might  hear ; 
His  Elocution  was  increased  by  Fear  •     no 

heard,  I  ran.  I  found  him  out  of  Breath. 
I  ale.  trembling,  and  half  dead,  with  Fear  of 
ueatn. 

^''°"lJws^  ^^^  ^"''^'''  '"'""''^  ''y  •""  o«n 
■^^<^^^^^on6imn'A,  I  help'd  the  common 

^^'"V^^. ''™"''  ^"''•''"  '>'■''  '"'m  from  the 

(Ev'n  the  Shield  trembled  as  he  lay  below  ;) 

cll'T  "rP!"'^'."R  f''>te  the  Coward  freed 

■fTm'""  m/°''^'5'^  "ne  for  so  bad  a  Deed  ' 

St  11  he  will  persist,  and  urge  the  Strife, 

life-  ^"'^   """   ^""^^   '"'   f^'^f" 

fe',in?Jf'"''"J°  "'^'  opprobrious  Field  :° 
Aga  n  creep  under  my  protecting  Shield  : 

i^^tJ"  ''?"."^"*^'  '^^  ^he  Foi^be  near 

Thil  n  i^^l"'^  ""F  "^"'t  ™nf^  his  Fear ; 
[here  put  him  in  the  very  Taws  of  Fnte  • 

And  K  him  plead  his  Caifse-'huha    Es.'at'e : 

"'  \vS.^'°'"   ^""''  ^"^eetful  of  his 

130 
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How  fresh,  how  eager  then  his  Feet  to  ply  : 
Who^had^not  Strength  to  stand,  had°pt^' 

^alon  *^'"*  °"'  ""'^  *>ro''Bht  the  Gods 

S^hr'^'i' '*''''*'  •*"  '""•'»'•=  nnd  the  Strong  J 
Each  Grr.A  was  an  Vlysses ;  such  a  Dread 

bred"?*      ""''  '''*'"  •*"'  *°""''  •**  '''''^'• 

"'"'rJn'*'''!   *"\  Slaughter,   and    with 
tonquest  crown'd, 

Whpn'  o"f?  °v"-'">;n;d  him  to  the  Ground. 
When  after,  matchless  as  he  deem'd.  in 
Might,  ' 

!  He  challeng'd  all  our  Hoast  to  single  Fight  • 

But  for  your' Champion  I  was  wish'd  alone! 
''°"'neh°h:r';/ld^^^"'^-'=^-«»•^-'i 
^**  Field*"*"™ '^  unvanquish'd  from  the 
^'"'cam**'  to  friend  th*  insulting  Trojan 

And  menaVd  us  with  Force,  our' Fleet  with 
flame : 

^^"'Lord,''  ^'''"^"'  °^  '•"'  Tongue-valiant 

^"  '^sl-^T>  Hour,  that  sav'd  you  from  the 

Or  was  my  Breast  expos'd  alone,  to  brave 

Mve  ?        '°'''''  "  """"'^"^  ^'""^  *° 

The  hows  of  your  return  •    And  can  you 
yieiu. 

For  a  sav'd  Fleet,  less  than  a  single  Shield  > 
Think  It  no  Boast,  O  Grmans,  if  fdetm 

Them""  *^"'  ^'"'  "'°''  """*  ^/■"^ 
Or  I  ^ith'them  an  equal  Honour  share  ; 

a1  «ln  h     P*'*  "^y  ^°"''"fi<^  *"h  his  Slight  ? 
kIk»  ■   •  ?"^  '^^P"''*^  '^"^  I^ay  « '«h  Night. 
V?».iT''?'1  %^  P^"^'""  «f  his  Reign  : 
Yet  all  his  dark  Exploits  no  more  contain  I 
Than  a  Spy  taken,  and  a  Sleeper  slain  ;  161 ) 
APriest  made  Pris'ner,P./J,nade «  P  ey\ 
Da?.  °*  ""  ^^'^  Actions   done  by 

^°'awf  *  of  these  was  done,  and  Dionted 

If  on  such  petty  Merits  you  confer 

.0  vast  a  Prize,  let  each  his  Portion  share ; 


t 


i  ' 
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Make  a  just  Dividend        A  if  not  all. 
The  greater  part  to  1       ed  will  fall. 
But  wiiy  for  Ithacus  si.    >  Arms  as  those, 
Who  naked  and  by  Night  invades  his  Foes  ? 
The    glitt'ring    Helm    by    Moonlight    will 

Croclaitn  171 

itent  P'^bber,  and  prevent  his  Game  : 
Nor  could  he  hold  his  tott'ring  Head  up- 
right 
Beneath  that  Motion,  or  sustain  the  Weight ; 
Nor  that  right  Arm  cou'd  toss  the  beamy 

Lance ; 
Much    less    the    left    that    ampler    Shield 

advance  ; 
Pond'roiis  with  precious  Weight,  and  rough 

with  Coit 
Of  the  round  World  in  rising  Gold  emboss'd. 
That  Orb  would  ill  become  his  Hand  to  wield. 
And  look  as  for  the  Gold  he  stole  the  Shield  ; 
Which  shou'd  your  Error  on  the  Wretch 

bestow,'  181 

It  would  not  frighten,  hut  allure  the  Foe  : 
Why  asks  he,  what  avails  him  not  in  Fight, 
Andwou'dbut  cumber  and  retard  his  Flight, 
In  which  his  only  Excellence  is  plac'd  ? 
You  give   him   Death,   that   intercept   his 

hast. 
Add,  that  his  own  is  yet  a  Maiden-Shield, 
Nor  the  least  Dint  has  sufler'd  in  the  Field, 
Guiltless  of  Fight:    Mine  batter'd,  hew'd, 

and  bor'd. 
Worn  out  of  Service,  must  forsake  his  Lord. 
What  farther  need  of  Words  our  Right  to 

scan  .■*  191 

My  Arguments  are  Deeds,  let  Action  speak 

the  .Man. 
Since  from  a  Champion's  Arms  the  Strife 

arose. 
So  cast  the  glorious  Prize  amid  the  Foes  ; 
Then  send  us  to  redeem  both  Arms  and 

Shield, 
And  let  him  w<>ar  who  wins  'em  in  the  Field. 
He  said  :   A  .Vfurmur  from  the  Multitude, 
Or  somewhat  I'ki  a  stiffled  Shout,  ensu'd  : 
Till  from  his  Seat  arose  Laertes  Son, 
Look'd  down  awhile,  and  paus'd  e'er  he 

begun ;  200 

Then  to  th'  expecting  Audience  rais'd  his 

Look, 
And  not  without  prepar'd  .Attention  «poke : 
Soft  was  his  Tone,  and  sober  was  his  Face  ; 
Action  his  Words,  and  Words  his  Action 

grace. 


If   Heav'n,  my   Lords,  had   heard   out 

common  Pray'r, 
These  Arms  had  caus'd  no  Quarrel  for  an 

Heir; 
Still  great  AchiUts  had  his  own  possess'd. 
And  we  with  great  Achilles  had  been  hless'd. 
Hut  since  hard    '''ate,  and  Heav'ns  severe 

Decree, 
Have  ravish'd  him  away  from  you  and  me, 
(At  this  he  sigh'd,  and  wip'd  his  Eyes,  and 

drew,  211 

Or  seem'd  to  draw  some  Drops  of  kindly 

Dcw) 
Who  better  can  succeed  Achilles  lost. 
Than  he  who  gave  Achilles  to  your  Hoast } 
This  only  I  request,  that  neither  He 
May  gain,  by  being  what  he  seems  to  be, 
A  stupid  Thing,  nor  I  may  lose  the  Prize, 
By  hiaving  Sense,  which   Heav'n   to  hir; 

denies : 
Since,  great  or  small,  the  Talent  I  cnjoy'd 
Was  ever  in  the  common  Cause  em|)loy'd : 
Nor  let  my  Wit,  and  wonted  Eloquence  221 
Which  often  has  been  us'd  in  your  Defence 
And  in  my  own,  this  only  time  be  brought 
To  bear  against  my  self,  and   deem'd  a 

Fault. 
Make  not  a  Crime,  where  Nature  made  it 

none ; 
For  ev'ry  Man  may  freely  use  his  own. 
The  Deeds  of  long  descended  Ancestors 
Are  but  by  grace  of  Imputation  ours, 
Theirs  in  -  lect :    but  since  he  draws  his 

Line 
From  Joiie,  and  seems  to  plead  a  Right 

Divine,  230 

From  Jove,  like  him,  I  claim  my  Pedigree, 
And  am  descended  in  the  same  degree : 
My  sire  Laertes  was  Arcesius  Heir, 
Arcesius  was  the  Son  of  Jupiter : 
No  Paricide,  no  banish'd  Man,  is  known 
In  all  my  Line :  Let  him  excuse  his  own. 
Hertnes  ennobles  too  my  Mother's  Side, 
By  both  my  Parents  to  the  Gods  ally'd  ; 
But  not  because  that  on  the  Female  Part 
My  Blood  is  better,  dare  I  claim  Desert,  240 
Or  that  my  Sire  from  Paricide  is  free. 
But  judge  by  Merit  betwixt  Him  and  Me : 
The  Prize  be  to  the  best ;  provided  yet, 
That  Ajax  for  awhile  his  Km  forget. 
And   his   great   Sire,   and   greater  Unde 

Name, 
To  fortify  by  them  his  feeble  Claim : 
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Be  Kindred  and  Relation  laid  aside, 

And    Honours  Cause  by  Laws  of  Honour 

try  d : 
For  if  he  plead  Proximity  of  Blood  ;       340 
That  empty  Title  b  with  Ease  withstood 
FeUus  the  Hero's  Sire,  more  ni^-h  than  he, 
And  i'ynhus,  his  undoubted  Progeny, 
Inherit  first  these  Trophies  of  the  Field  • 
loScyros,  or  to  Phthya.  send  the  Shield  : 
And  ftucer  has  an  Uncle'.  Right ;  yet  he 
Waves  his  Pretensions,  nor  contends  with 


me. 

Then  since  the  Cause  on  pure  Desert  is 
plac'd. 
Whence  shall  I  take  my  Rise,  what  reckon 

last  .•• 
I  not  presume  on  ev'ry  Act  to  dwell. 
But  take  these  few,  in  order  as  they  fell.  260 
Thelts,  who  knew  the  Fates,  applv'd  her 
Care, 
To  keep  Achilles  in  Disguise  from  War  • 
And  till  the  threat'ning  Influence  were  past. 
A  Woman's  Habit  on  the  Hero  cast  • 
All  Eyes  were  couzen'd    by  the  borrow  d 

Vest,  • 

.\nd  AJax  (never  wiser  than  the  rest) 
Found  noPdides  there :  At  length  I  came 
With   proffer'd    Wares   to   this   pretend^ 

Dame  ; 
She  not  discover'd  by  her  Mien  or  Voice,  260 
Betray  d  her  Manhood  by  her  manly  Choice^ 
And  while  on  Female  ToysherFellowslook, 
Grasp  d  ,n  her  Warlike  Hand    a  Jwelin 

shook ; 
Whoin,by  this  Act  reveal'd,  I  thus  bespoke : ; 

TK  "^  .f  r^,""  '  '"'=**  "ot  Ut&Vm  Decree, 
The  Fall  of  //,««  »  reserv'd  for  thee  ; 
Then  seizd  him,  and,  produc'd  in  open 

Light, 
Sent  blushing  to  the  Field  the  fatal  Knight. 
Mine  then  are  all  his  Actions  of  the  War  • 
GrjtpUphusyras  conquei'd  by  my  Spea'r. 
And  after  cur'd  :  To  m.  the  Thebam  o\J^,  ' 
J^sbos  and  Tenedos,  their  Overthrow  ;     280 
Syros  and  Cylla  I  Not  on  all  to  dwell. 
By  me  Lyrnesus,  and  strong  Chrysa  fell  • 
And  since   I   sent    the  Man    who   Heclor 

slew. 
To  me  the  noble  Hector's  Death  is  due : 
Those  Arms  I  put  into  his  living  Hand, 
Those  Arms,  Peljdes  dead,  I  now  demand. 

254  m*yal  Pthya  tjoo. 


When  Greece  was  injut'd  in  .he  Spartan 

And  met  at  Aulis  to  revenge  th*  Offence, 
iwas  a  drad  Calm,  or  adverse  Blasts  that 
reign  d. 

And   in   the   Port   the   Wind-bound   Fleet 

aetam  d : 
Bad  Signs  were  seen,  and  Oracles  severe 
Were  daily  thunder'd  in  our  General's  Ear: 
That   by  his  Daughter's   Blood  we  must 

ap|)case 
Diana's  kindled  Wrath,  and  free  the  Seas. 
Affection      Int'rest.     Fame,     his     Heart 

assail  d ; 
But  soon  the  Father  o'er  the  King  prevail'd : 
Bold,  on  himself  he  took  the  pious  Crime. 
As  angry  with  the  Gods,  as  they  with  him. 
No  Subject  cou  d  sustain  their  Sov'raign's 

Till  this  hard  Enterprize  I  undertook : 
I  only  durst  th"  Imperial  Pow'r  controul. 
And  undermin'd  the  Parent  in  his  Soul : 

Goid""  ''  ""*  '''^  ^'"^  ^°'  """"°" 

And  pay  our  Ransom  with  his  Daughters 

Blood. 
Never  was  Cause  more  difficult  to  plead. 
Than    where    the    Judge    against    himself 

decreed : 

^u'  ,v'*  ^  *P?*  ^y  ^'"^  o^  Argument ;       . 

The  Wrongs  his  injur'd  Brother  underwent.! 

And  his  own  office  sham'd  him  to  consent.) 

Twas  harder  yet  to  move  the  Mother's 

Mmd, 

And  to  this  heavy  Task  was  I  design'd  • 
Reasons  against  her  Lo-  e  I  knew  were  vain : 
1  circumvented  whom  i  could  not  gain  : 
Had  Ajax  been  cm  loy'd,  our  slackened 

Sails 
Had  still  at  Aulis  waited  happy  Gales. 
Arriv'd  at  Troy,  your  Choice  was  lix'd  on 
me, 
A  fearless  Envoy,  fit  for  a  bold  Embassy  : 
Secure.  I  enter'd  through  the  hostile  Court. 
Ghttnng   with   Steel,  and   crowded   with 
Resort :  ,20 

There,  in  the  midst  of  Arms,  I  plead  our 

Cause, 
Urge  the  foul  Rape,  and  violated  Laws  ; 
Accuse  the  Foes,  as  Authors  of  the  Strife, 
Reproach  the  Ravisher,  demand  the  Wife 
Prtam,  Antenor,  and  the  wiser  few, 
I  mov'd  ;  but  Paris  and  his  lawless  Crew 
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Scarce  held  tlicir  Hands,  and  lifted  Swordf : 

lit  stood 
In  ^iCt  to  quench  their  Impious  thirst  of 

Blood: 
This  Mtntlaus  knows  ;  expos'd  to  share 
With    me    the    rough    Preludium  nf   the 
War.  330 

Endless  it  were  to  tell  what  I  have  done, 
In  Arms,  or  Council,  since  the  Siege  begun  : 
The    first    Encounters    pass'd,    the    Foe 

repcll'd. 
They  sltulk'd  within  the  Town,  we  kept  the 

Field. 
War  seem'd  asleep  for  nine  long  Years,  at 

length, 
Both  Sides  resolv'd  to  push,  we  try'd  our 

Strength. 
Now  what  did  Ajax  while  our  Arms  took 

Breath, 
Vert'd  only  in  the  gross  mechanick  Trade  of 

Death? 
If  you  require  my  Deeds,  with  ambush'd 

Arms 
I  trap'd  the  Foe,  or  tii'      .  th  false  Alarms  ; 
Secur'd  th  v  Ships,  iv  .    Lines  along  the 
Plain,  341 

The  Fainting  chear'd,  chastis'd  the  Rebel- 
train, 
Provided  Forage,  our  spent  Arms  renew'd  ; 
Employ'd  at  home,  or  sent  abroad,  the 
common  Cause  pursu'd. 
The  King,  deluded  in  a  Dream  by  Jove, 
Despair'd  to  take  the  Town,  and  order'd  to 

remove. 
Vuliat   Subject   durst   arraign    the    Pow'r 

supreme, 
Producing  Jove  to  justify  his  Dream  ? 
Ajax  might  wish  the  Soldiers  to  retain 
From  shameful  Flight,  but  Wishes  were  in 
vain :  350 

As  wanting  of  effect  had  been  his  Words, 
Such  as  of  course  his  thundring  Tongue 

affords. 
But  did  this  Boaster  threaten,  did  he  pray,' 
Or  by  his  own  Example  urge  their  stay  ?   • 
None,  none  of  these,  but  ran  liimself  away. 
I  aaw  him  run,  and  was  asham'd  to  see  ; 
Who  ply'd  his  Feet  so  fast  to  get  aboard  as 

Then  speeding  through  the  Place,  I  raade\ 

a  stand,  I 

And  loudly  cry'd,  O  base  degen'rate  Band,  ( 

To  leave  a  Town  already  in  your  Hand !  360 1 


After  so  long  expence  of  DIood,  for  Fame, 
To   bring    home    nothing    but    perpetual 

Shame ! 
These  Words,  or  what   I  have  forgotten 

since, 
(For  Grief  inspir'd  me  then  with  Eloquence) 
Keduc'd  their  Minds,  they  leave  the  crowded 

Port, 
And  to  their  late  forsaken  Camp  resort ; 
Dismay'd  the  Council  met :   This  Man  wat 

there. 
But  mute,  and  not  recover'd  of  his  Fear. 
Thtrsitts  tax'd  the  King,  and  loudly  railM, 
But  his  wide  opening  Mouth  with  Ulo\v« 
I  seal'd.  3^0 

Then,  rising,  I  excite  their  Souls  to  Fame, 
And  kindle  sleeping  Virtue  into  Flame, 
From  thence,  whatever  he  perform'd  in 

Fight 
Is  justly  mine,  who  drew  him  back  from 
Flight. 
Which  of  the  GrMianChiefsconsorts  with 
Thee? 
But  Dionude  desires  my  Company, 
And  still  communicates  his  Praise  with  me. 
As  guided  by  a  God,  secure  he  goes, 
Arm'd  with  my  Fellowship  amid  the  Foes : 
And  sure  no  little  Merit  I  may  boast,      380 
Whom  Svich  a  Man  selects  from  such  an 

Hcast ; 
Unforc'd  by  Lots  I  went  without  Affright, 
To  dare  with  him  the    Dangers   of  the 

Night : 
On  the  same  Errand  sent,  we  met  the  Spv 
Of  Hector,  double  tongu'd,  and  us'd  to  lie'; 
Him  I  disptch'd,  but  not  till  undermin'd 
I  drew  him  first  to  tell  what  treacherous 

Troy  design'd : 
My  Task  perform'd,  with  Praise  I  had  retir'd, 
But  not  content  with  this,  to  greater  Praise 

aspir'd  ; 
Invaded  Rhasus,  and  his  Th^aeian  Crew, 
And  him,  and  his,  in  their  own  Strengtii, 
I  slew ;  351 

Retum'd  a  Victor,  all  my  Vows  compleat, 
With  the  King's  Chariot,  in  his  Roval  Seat : 
Refuse   me    now   his    Arms,   whose   liery 

Steeds 
Were  promis'd  to  the  Spy  for  his  Nocturnal 

Deeds : 
And  let  dull  Ajax  bear  away  my  Right, 
When  all  his  Days  out-ballance  this  one 
Night. 
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With  .laughter-d  Lytians  when  I  itrew't'  the 
rield ; 

You  saw  and  counted  as  I  pass'd  nlonR,  400 
Alastor  Cromyus,  Cnanos  The  Stronc. 
Meander,  Pryianis,  and  Halius, 
Noemon,Charopts,  and  Ennomus, 
Lhoon,  Lhcrsidamas  ;  and  five  beside 
Men  of  obscure  Descent,  but  Courace  trv'd  • 
All  these  this  Hand  laid  breathlew  on  the 

Ground  ; 
Nor  want  I  Proofs  of  many  a  manly  Wound  : 
A^l  honest,  a  I  before  :  Believe  not  me  ; 
Words  may  deceive,  but  credit  what  you  sec. 
At  this  he  bard  his  Breast,  and  show'd 
his  .Scars, 

As  of  a  furrow'd  Field,  well  plougli'd  with 
Wars ; 

Nor  is  this  Part  unexercis'd,  said  he  ; 
That^^Gy"n'-bulk  of  his  from  Wounds  is 

Safe  in  his  Shield  he  fears  no  Foe  to  try. 
And  better  manaRes  his  Blood  than  I : 
But  this  avails  me  not ;  our  Boaster  strove 
Not  with  our  Foes  alone,  but  partial  Jove, 
fo  save  the  Fleet :  This  I  confess  is  true.  | 
(Nor  will  I  take  from  any  Man  his  Due :) 
B.itthusassuminRall,herobsfromyou.42o] 
Lr'*  '^  "°"°"'  *°  y°"'  share  will 
He  did  the  best  indeed,  but  did  not  all. 
Palroclui  in  Achilles  Arms,  and  thought 

•      '%S!'ht^'  '**""'*''  '^"*'  *'*'""'  ^'*^°"' 

P.Mcrv'd  the  Fleet,  repell'd  the  raging  Fire, 
And  forc'd  the  fearful  Trojam  to  retire 

But  A,ax  boasts,  that  he  was  only  thought 
A  Match  for  Hector,  who  the  Combat  sought 
Sure  he  forgets  the  King,  the  Chiefs,  and 

Ale ; 
All  were  as  eager  for  the  Fight  as  He :    430 

Voice  "'"  ""'^'  "°*  '  ■  P"**''^ 
Or  our^  preferr'd,  was  only  Fortunes  Choice : 
1  hey  fought,  nor  can  our  Hero  boast  the 

Event, 
For  ^«/«.  from  the  Field  unwounded  went. 

Thrt^  TJi""!*'  "^J"  "^'"'^  '*"»»  fatal  Dav. 
That  snatch  d  the  Prop  and  Pride  of  Greece 
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I  saw  PehJes  sink,  with  pious  Grief, 
And  ran  In  vain,  alas,  to  his  Relief : 

'  FrLd™''*  ^"'  *"' ''''' '  ^""  •*'  "*y 

'    '"deiend'!"'*'   **''   ^"'   '"'    ^*"'^'"   *« 

J'";^«»*''{,'"y  Toil  till  I  redeemed  the  PrVy*! 
And  loaded  with  Achtlhs,  marrh'd  awayT 

1  borT*'  ^         °"  """^  Shoulders  then 

•Tis  just   you   to   these  Shoulders  should 

restore. 
Vou  sec  I  want  not  Nerves,  who  cou'd  sue 

M       •"  olhfre  rqual  Force  you  find. 

nfAl"?"  *l*'"'  "  """"^  fi'»"-'f"»  Mind. 
Uid  Thelts  then,  ambitious  in  her  Care.  \ 
These  Arms  thus  laboured  for  her  Son 


the 


neav  nly  gift 


stare,  with  stupid 


he 
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prepare ; 
That  Ajax  after  him 

should  wear  ? 
For  that  dull  Soul  to 

Eyc3, 
On  the  learn'd  unintelligible  Priie  ! 
What  are  to  him  the  Sculptures  of 

Shield, 
Heav'ns     Planets,     Earth,     and     Oceans 

watry  Field  ? 
The  P/«Wj,  IJyads ;  less,  and  greater  Bear, 
Undipf^d  in  Seas  ;  Orion's  angry  Star ;      ' 
Two  diff  ring  Cities,  grav'd  on  either  Hand  ? 
Would  he  wear  Arms  he  cannot  understand  ? 
Beside,  what  wise  Objections  he  prepares 
Against  my  late  Accession  to  the  Wars  ?  461 
Does  not  the  Fool  perceive  his  Argument 
is  with  more  force  against  Achilles  bent  ? 
For.  if  Dissembliug  be  so  great  a  Crime, 
I  he  Fault  is  common,  and  the  same  in  him: 
And  if  he  taxes  both  of  long  delay, 
My  Guilt  is  less,  who  sooner  came  auay 
His  pious  Mother  anxious  for  his  Life, 
I  Detain'd  her  Son.  and  me,  my  pious  Wife. 
I  10  them  the  Blossoms  of  our  Youth  were 
\         ^"« '  470 

Our  riper  Manhood  we  reserv'd  for  you. 
But  grant  me  guilty,  'tis  not  much  my  care. 
WTien  with  so  great  a  Man  my  Guilt  I  share 
My  Wit  to  War  the  matchlas  Hero  brought. 
But  by  this  Fool  I  never  had  been  caught. 
Nor  need  I  wonder,  that  on  me  he  threw 
buch  foul  Aspersions,  when  he  spares  not 
you : 
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If  Palamedt  unjuttiv  (ell  by  mc. 
Your  Honour  lufftr  d  in  th'  unjust  Decree : 
I  but  accus'd,  yuu  doom'd :    And  yet  he 
dy'd,  480 

Convinc'd  of  Treason,  and  vv;i«  fairlv  tr 


your 


rvM: 
tye» 


You  heard  not  he  was  ful»« 

beheld 
The  Traytor  manifest ;  the  Bribe  reveal'd. 

That  PkiloeUles  is  on  Ltmnos  left, 
Woun«lcd,  forlorn,  of  human  Aid  bereft, 
I*  not  my  Crime,  or  not  my  (.'rime  alone  ; 
Defend  your  Justice,  for  tlic  Fact's  your 

own: 
'Tis  true,  th' Advice  was  mine:  that  staying 

there 
He   might  his  weary  Limbs  with   rest 

repair. 
From  a  long  Voyage  free,  and  from  a  longer 

War.  490 

He  toulc  the  Counsel,  and  he  lives  at  least ; 
Th'  Event  declares  I  counsell'd  for  the  best : 
Though  Faith  is  all  in  Ministers  of  State  ; 
For  who  can  promise  to  be  fortunate  ? 
Now  since  his  Arrows  are  the  Fate  of  Troy, 
Do  not  my  Wit,  or  weak  Address,  employ  ; 
Send  Ajax  there,  with  his  [>ersuasive  Sense 
To  mollify  the  Man,  and  draw  him  thence : 
Uut  Xantkus  shall  run  backward  ;  Ida  stand 
A    leafless    Mountain ;     and    the    Grecian 

Band  500 

Shall  light  for  Troy  ;  if  when  my  Counsels 

fail. 
The  Wit  of  heavy  Ajax  can  prevail. 

Hard  Pkiloclela,  exercise  tny  Spleen, 
Against  thy  Fellows,  and  the  King  of  Men  ; 
Curse  niy  devoted  Head,  above  the  rest. 
And  wish  in  Arms  to  meet  me  Breast  to 

Breast : 
Yet  I  the  dang'rous  Task  will  undertake 
And  either  die  my  self,  or  bring  thee  back. 
Nor  doubt  the  same  Success,  as  when 
before 
The  Pkrygian  Prophet  to  these  Tents  I  bore, 
Surprii'd   by    Nigl  t,   and    forc'd    him    to 


declare 


5" 


In  what  was  niac'd  the  fortune  of  the  War  ; 
Heav'ns   dark   Decrees,  and   Answers    to 

display. 
And  how  to  take  the  Town,  and  where  the 

Secret  lay  t 
Yet  this  I  compass'd,  and  from  Troy  con- 

vey'd 
The  fatal  Image  of  their  Guardian-Maid  ; 


That  Work  was  mine  ;  for  Pallas,  though  our 

Friend, 
Vet  while  she  was  in  Troy,  did  Troy  defend. 
Now  what  has  Ajax  done,  or  what  desi^fuM, 
A  noisy  Nothing,  and  an  empt^  Wind  (  520 
If  he  be  what  he  promises  in  Show, 
Why  was  I  svnt,  and  why  fear'd  he  to  go 
Our  boiisting  Champion  thouglt  the  Task 

not  light 
To  pass  the  Guards,  commit  himself  tc 

Night ; 
Not  only  through  a  hostile  Town  to  |)ass, 
But  scale,  with  steep  Assent,  the  snrrtd 

Place  ; 
With  wand' ring  Steps  to  search  the  Citladcl, 
And  from  the  Priests  their  Patroness  to 

steal : 
Then  through  surrounding  Foes  to  force  my 

way, 
And  bear  in  Triumph  home  the  heav'nly 

Prey ;  530 

Which  had  I  not,  Ajax  in  vain  had  held. 
Before  that  monst'rous  Bulk,  his  scv'nfuld 

Shield 
That  Night  to  conouer  Troy  I  might  be  said 
When  Troy  was  liable  to  Conquest  niade. 
Why  point'st  thou  to  my  Partner  of  ilic 

War? 
Tydides  had  indeed  a  worthy  share 
In  all  my  Toil,  and  Praise  ;  but  when  iliy 

Might 
Our  Ships  protected,  didst  thou  singly  fi(,'ht? 
All  join  d,  and  thou  of  many  wert  but  one ; 
I    ask'd    no    Friend,    nor    liad,   but   liiiii  . 

alone ;  540 

Who,  had  he  not  been  well  assur'd,  that  Art 
And  Conduct  were  of  War  the  better  part, 
And  more  avail'd  than  Strength,  my  valiant 

Friend 
Had  urg'd  a  better  Right,  than  Ajax  can 

pretend : 
As  good  at  least  Euripylus  may  claim. 
And  the  more  moderate  Afax  of  the  Name : 
rhe  Cretan  King,  and  his  brave  Chariottir, 
And  Mentlaus  bold  with  Sword  and  Spiar ; 
AU  these  had  been  my  Rivab  in  the  Sliitld, 
And  yet  all  these  to  my  Pretensions  yitid 
Thy   botst'rous   Hands  are   then  of  Use, 
when  I  551 

With  this  directing  Head  those  Hands  apply. 
Brawn  without  Brain  is  thine :  My  prudent 

Care 
Foresees,  provides,  administers  the  War : 
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Thy  Province  i,  to  FiKht ;  but  when  »hall  be 
The  lime  to  Fight,  the  Kin^  consult,  with 
nic : 

^^  ^"  M  °'  J'"%»n""  with  thy  force  u 

Tliy  Uody  i^  of  Profit,  and  my  Jlin.l. 
Uy  how  n.uch  more  the  Ship  her  Sufetv 
owes  ' 

To  him  who  steers,  than  him  that  only 
Hy  how 'much  more  the  Captain  meJiS 

^'"' obJ*s  **"'  ^'^*'*''  ""*'  '"'Khting  but 
"y  ^j"^'"^''  K'**'"  »  my  Worth  than 
Who  canst  but  execute  design, 

iny  Strength  supcrioi..,  when  thy  Wit  is 

IMS  ? 

^""'oirt''*'    "*"•     *   "'"•'"    "y  *'"''•' 

From  the  Mind's  Vigour,  and  th'  immortal 
IKirt. 

But  you,  O  Gredan  Chiefs,  reward  n.v 
tare. 

Be    grateful    to    your  Watchman  of    the 

For  all  my  Labours  in  so  long  a  space 
^urc  I  may  plead  a  Title  to  your  f  I  race  • 
tnter   the  town ;    I    then    unbiirr'd    the 

uates, 
jyheii  I  remov'd  their  tutelary  Fates, 
lly  all  our  common  ho|)es,  if  hopes  they  be 
Vhich  I  have  now  reduc'd  to  (Vrtuinty  ; 
By  Mm^Troy.  by  yonder  tott'ring  Towers. 
And  by  their  taken  Gods,  which  now  are 

ours  ; 
Or  if  there  yet  a  farther  Task  remains, 
To   be    perform'd    by    Prudence    or    by 

Pains ;  ^g^ 

If  yet  some  desperate  Action  rests  behinS, 
ri.at  as^  h.„h  Conduct,  and  a  dauntleU 

Mind : 
»  ought  be  wanting  to  the  Trofan  Doom, 
Which  none  but  I  can  manage  and  o'er- 

come, 
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Award  those  Arms  I  a.k,  by  your  Decree  i 
Or  give  to  this  what  you  rcfuie  to  me. 
Iwd       ^"*'  """nB  with  Respect  be 

'^"''•hiw'd''  """**  "'  '"""'  ""^ '"'"'  ^'''•"* 

Ileav'n.  Air  and  Ocean  rung,  with  loud 
Applause. 

And    by   the   general  Vote  he  gain'd   his 
Cause. 

^''"'faird'*"*''  *°"  '*"  ''""'  *•""  ^°'""8« 
AikI  Eloquence  o'er  brutal  Force  prevail'd. 

Thf  Death  of  Ajax. 
lie  who  coti'd  oiu-n.  «nd  alone  withstand 
"  Sd   '^^       *"'  ""*'  ^'^"''  *"*"  '""'*' 
Now  cannot  hi-^  unnmster'd  Grief  sustain. 
But  yields  to  Rage,  to  Madness,  and  Disdain : 
Ihen  snatching  out  his   Fauchion,  Th«i 
said  He,  ' 

Art  mine  ;  Ulysses  lays  no  claim  to  Thee. 

0  often  try  d,  and  ever  trusty  Sword. 
Now    doi    thy    last    kind    Office    to    thy 

Lord :  ^' 

•TU  /!/«*,  who  retiuests  thy  Aid.  to  show  ** 
None  but  himself,  lumself  cou'd  overthrow  • 

1  e  said,  and  with  so  good  a  Will  to  die 
Uid  to  his  Breast  the  fatal  Point  apply, 
It    found    Im    Heart,    a    way    till    then 

unknown. 
Where  never  VVeapon  enter'd  but  His  own. 
No  Hands  cou  d  force  it  thence,  so  fix'd  it 

stood, 

Till  out  it  rush'd,  expell'd  by  Streams  of 

sfwuting  Blood. 
Thefruitful  Blood  produc'd  a  Flow'r,  which 

grew 

On  a  green  Stem  ;  and  of  a  Purple  Hue :    " 
Like  his,  whom  unaware  ApoUo  slew :  611 , 
Inscrib  d  m  both,  the  Letters  are  the  same. 
But  those  express  the  Grief,  and  these  the 
Name. 
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euUionoriTuo. 
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THE   FABLE  [  OF  |  ACIS,  |  POLYPHEMUS,  |  AND  |  GALATEA. 

FROM    THE  I   THIRTEENTH    BOOK    OF    THE    METAMORPHOSES. 

Galatea  relates  the  Story. 


Acts,  the  Lovely  Youth,  whose  loss  I  mourn, 
From  Fauntis  and  the  Nymph  Symethis  born, 
Was  both  his  Parents  pleasure  :  but  to  me 
Was  all  that  Love  cou'd  make  a  Lover  be. 
The  Gods  our  Minds  in  mHtuai  Bands  did 

joyn : 
I  was  his  only  Joy,  and  he  was  mine. 
Now  sixteen  Summers  the  sweet  Youth  had 

seen  ; 
And  doubtful   Down  began   to  shade  his 

Chin : 
When  Polyphemus  first  disturb'd  our  Joy, 
And  lov'd  me  fierctly,  as  I  lov'd  the  Boy.  lo 
Ask  not  which  passion  in  my  Soul  was 

high'r, 
My  last  Aversion,  or  my  first  Desire : 
Nor  this  the  greater  was,  nor  that  the  less  ; 
Both  were  alike  ;  for  both  were  in  excess. 
Thee,  Venus,  thee  both  Heav'n  and  Earth 

obey  ; 
Immense  thy  Pow'r,  and  boundless  is  thy 

Sway. 
Tlie  Cyclops,  who  defi'd  th'  Ethereal  Throne, 
And  thought  noThunderlouderthan  his  own, 
The  terrour  of  the  Woods,  and  wilder  far 
Than  Wolves  in  Plains,  or  Bears  in  Forrests 

are,  20 

Th'  Inhumane  Host,  who  made  his  bloody 

Feasts 
On    mangl'd    Members    of    his    butcher'd 

Guests, 
Yet  felt  the  force  of  Love,  and  fierce  Desire, 
And  burnt  for  me,  with  unrelenting  Fire  : 
Forgot  his  Caverns,  and  his  woolly  care, 
Assum'd  the  softness  of  a  Lover's  Air  ; 
And  comb'd,  with  Teeth  of  Kakes,  his 

rugged  hair. 
Now  with  a  crooked  Sythe  his  Beard  he 

sleeks  ; 
And   mows   the   stubborn   Stubble  of   his 

Cheeks : 
Now,  in  the  Crystal  Stream  he  looks,  to 

His  Simagres,  and  rowls  his  glaring  eye. 

AciS  AND  GALATEA.    Text  of  1693. 


His  Cruelty  and  thirst  of  Blood  are  lost ; 
And  Shi])s  securely  sail  along  the  Coast. 

The  Prophet  Telemus  (arriv'd  by  chance 
Where    Mlna's    Summets    to     the    .Se.is 

advance, 
Who  mark'd  the  Tracts  of  every  Bird  that 

flew. 
And  sure  Presages  from  their  flying  drew) 
Foretold  the  Cyclops,  that  Ulysses  hand 
In  his  broad  eye  shou'd  thrust  a  flaming 

Brand. 
The  Giant,  with  a  scornful  grin,  reply'd,  40 
Vain  Augur,  thou  hast  falsely  j^rophesi'd  ; 
Already  Love  his  flaming  Brand  has  tost ; 
Looking  on  two  fair  Eyes,  my  sight  I  lost. 
Thus,  warn'd  in  vainj  with  stalking  pare 

he  strode. 
And  stamp'd  the  Margine  of  the  briny  Flood 
With  heavy  steps  ;  and  weary,  sought  ageii 
The  cool  Retirement  of  his  gloomy  Den. 
A  Promontory,  sharp'ning  by  degrees, 
Ends  in  a  Wedge,  and  over-looks  the  Seas : 
On  either  side,  below,  the  water  flows :     50 
This  airy  walk  the  Giant  Lover  chose. 
Here,  on  the  midst  he  sate ;    his  Flocks, 

unled. 
Their  Shepherd  follow'd.  and  securely  fed. 
A  Pine  so  burly,  and  of  length  so  vast. 
That  sailing  Ships  requir'd  it  for  a  Mast, 
He  wielded  for  a  Stall ;  his  steps  to  guide  : 
But  laid  it  by,  his  Whistle  while  he  Iry'd. 
A  hundred  Reeds,  of  a  prodigious  growiii, 
Scarce  made  a   Pipe  proportion'd   10  liis 

mouth : 
Which,  when  he  gave  it  wind,  the  Kofk< 

around,  60 

And  watry  Plains,  the  dreadful  hiss  fesound. 
I  heard  the  Ruffian-Shepherd  rudely  blow, 
Where,  in  a  hollow  Cave,  1  spt  below  ; 
On  Acts  bosom  I  my  head  reclin'd : 
.\nd  still  preserve  the  Poem  in  my  mind. 

Oh  lovely  Galatea,  whiter  far 
Than  falling  Snows,  and  rising  Lillics  are ; 
More  flowry  than  the  Meads,  ns  Crvstal 

bright ; 
Erect  as  Alders,  and  of  equal  heigh; : 
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Jlore  wanton  than  a  Kid,  more  sleek  thy 
Skin  Jl 

Than  Orient  Shells,  that  on  the  Shores  are 

seen : 
■^•""j  Apples  fairer,  when  the  boughs  they 

Pleasing,  ks  Winter  Suns  or  Summer  Shade : 
'*l'£s^^      to  the  sight,   than  goodly 

And  softer 'to  the   touch,  than  down  of 
Swans, 

Or  Curds  new  turn'd ;   and  sweeter  to  the 

taste 
^''^'JjSweiling  Grapes,  that  to  the  Vintage 

^'"'that'sU';'"  '"•  °'  '"""'■"«  S''^^'"'' 

Through  Garden  Plots,  but  ah  more  swift 

than  they. 
Yet,  Cafo/M,  harder  to  be  broke  80 

Than  Bullocks,  unreclaim'd  to  bear  the 

Yoke, 

^""^^k™*"*  ''^"bborn  than  the  knotted 

Like  sliding  Streams,  impossible  to  hold  ; 
Like  them  fallacious  ;  like  their  Fountains, 
cold :  ' 

More  warping  than  the  Willow,  to  decline 
My  warm  Embrace,  more  brittle  than  the 
Vme ; 

Immoveable,  and  fixt  in  thy  disdain  ; 
Rough,  as  these  Rocks,  and  of  a  harder 

gram. 
More  violent  than  is  the  rising  Flood : 
And  the  prais'd   Peacock  is  not  half  so 

proud. 
Fierce  as  the  Fire,  and  sharp  as  Thistles  arfj 

D^.fT.lTn^"'"'  *^*"  ^  Mother-Bear : 
Ueaf  as  the  billows  to  the  Vows  I  make  • 
And  more  revengeful,  than  a  trodden  Snake, 
h  .w.ftness  fleeter  than  the  flying  Hind. 
Or  dnven  Tempests,  or  the  driving  Wind. 
A    other  faults  w;itli  patience  I  can  bear ; 
But  swiftness  is  the  Vice  I  only  fear, 
iet,  If  you  knew  me  well,  you  wou'd  not 
shin 

WWrl'i:;*n''"*K°'"y  '"''''*^  Embraces  run  : 
Wou  1  languish  in  your  turn,  and  court  my 
Stay  ; 

And  much  repent  of  your  unwise  delav-.  '°' 
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shide;         '  ''  'P^"'""'  P'^^'^^e 

^'''bvade*'"  **"*'  "■■*"  P*""'  ""'  ^°'^ 

And  Grapes  in  clusters,  imitating  Gold  ; 
Some  blushing  Bunches  of  a  purple  hue  : 
And  these,  and  those,  are  all  reserv'd  for  you. 

stand,"  '''  '"  '"''"''"'  "P'''''"^ 
Proud  to  be  gather'd  by  so  white  a  hand.' '° 
Autumnal  Cornels  latter  Fruit  provide" 

glSSyfee'°  ''^'"P'  ^°"'   '""   »'>^'' 

As  mPhaacian  Orchards  might  have  grown  • 
F(!S'""''  shall  be  wanting  iTyont 

ThJ?fdl''"R?"'l''r'^"^'"es  of  the  Wood; 
The  laden  Boughs  for  you  alone  shall  bear 
And  yours  shall  be  the  product  of  the  Year 
Th^Flocks  you  see,  are  all  my  own  ;x 

^''^  hide  •''**  ^*^^  """^  ''''"''"^  ^»"'"[ 

l"k  hII.Tk'*'^'  ^t'^'^  I"  ^^«  C«^«  abide.) 
Ask  not  the  numbers  of  my  growing  Store  ; 

more*'  '"^"^'  *'"^*''  '"''"'*  "° 

Bu[  tdo/'"''"  '"^r^'*"^' '  *'"'*'  "ot  ^^' 
decree  :^'°"'        '  '"'^  P"''  ^^^  °*" 

^"^ tight'''  '""'""'^  ^"^' '  '^'^  *««py 

Of  Ews  that  sink  beneath  the  Milky  fraight : 
In  the^warm  Folds  their  tender  Lambkins 

Apart  from  Kids,  that  call  with  humane  cry. 

I         se^v'd  '"      "'■^'°^"   ^°«'^   ''  ^"'y 

r^'reSu""'"     ""^    ''''    ^''   ^^^''^^ 

^°'s[orc '•*''*  """"^^'''"'^  I^'»'""«  all  my 

The  Fields  and  Forrests  will  afford  us  more ; 

All  sorts  of  Ven'soa  ;  and  of  Birds  the  best  • 
A  pair  of  Turtles  taken  from  the  Nest.        ' 


•  'I  * 


p,r4 /•«.«]    n,  e<l„ors  an  atsurdty  ,n.\      ..„  The   Flocks   yoa  «e   ar.l   Mos,  «l., 

'  ^ro,,gly  print  Ih^  fZvt^yTL^^J  *^"°''* 
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I   walk'd   the   Mountains,  and   two  Cubs 

I  found, 
(Whose  dam  had  left  'cm  on  the  naked 
ground,)  139 

So  like,  that  no  distinction  cou'd  be  seen  ; 
So  pretty,  they  were  Presents  for  a  Queen  ; 
And  so  they  shall ;  I  took  'em  both  away  ; 
And  keep,  to  be  Com|>anions  of  your  Play. 
Oh  raise,  fair  Nymph,  your  Beauteous 
Face  above 
The  Waves  ;  nor  scorn  my  Presents,  and  my 

Love. 
Come,  Galatea,  come,  and  view  my  face  ; 
I  late  beheld  it,  in  the  watry  Glass  ; 
And  found  it  lovelier  than  I  fear'd  it  was. 
Survey  my  towring  Stature,  and  my  Size : 
Not  Jove,  the  Jove  you  dream,  that  rules  the 
Skies  150 

Bears  such  a  bulk,  or  is  so  largely  spread : 
My  Locks  (the  plenteous  Harvest  of  my 
head)  ' 

Hang  o're  my  Manly  Face ;   and  dangling 

down. 
As  with  a  shady  Grove,  my  shoulders  crown. 
Nor  think,  because  my  limb)  and  body  bear 
A  thickset  underwood  of  bristling  hair. 
My  shape  deform'd :   what  fouler  sight  can 

be. 
Than  the  bald  Branches  of  a  leafless  Tree  ? 
Foul  is  the  Steed,  without  a  flowing  Main  ; 
And  Birds,  without  their  Feathers,  and  their 
Train.  160 

Wool  decks  the  Sheep ;   and  Man  receives 

a  Grace 
From  bushy  Limbs,  and  from  a  bearded 

Face. 
My  forehead  with  a  single  eye  is  fill'd, 
Round  as  a  Ball,  and  ample  as  a  Shield. 
The  Glorioui  Lamp  of  Heav'n,  the  Kudiant 

Sun, 
1<  Nature's  eye  ;  and  is  content  with  one. 
A        that  my  Father  sways  your  Seas,  and  I 
LiK    sou  am  of  the  watry  Family. 
I  make  you  his,  in  making  you  my  own  ; 
You  I  adore  ;  and  kuoel  to  you  alone :    170 
Jove,  with  his  Fabled  Thunder,  I  despise. 
And  only  fear  the  lightning  of  your  eyes. 
Frown  not,  fair  Nymph  ;  yet  I  cou'd  bear  to 

be 
Disdain'd,  if  others  were  disdain'd  with  me. 

166  Ul  7'A*  tdilon,  who  may  here  be  right, 
five  she  i 


But  to  repulse  the  Cyclots,  and  prefer 
The  Love  of  Acts,  (Ileav  ns)  I  cannot  1 


.  % •"/  -  - — .  bear. 

But  let  the  Stripling  please  himself ;   nay 

more. 
Please  you,  tho'  that's  the  thing  I  most 

abhor ; 
The  Boy  shall  find,  if  e're  we  cope  in  Fight, 
These    Giant    Limbs    endu'd    with    Giant 
Might.  J  So 

His  hvmg  Bowels,  from  his  Belly  torn, 
And  scatter'd  Limbs,  shall  on  the  Flood  be 

born : 
Thy   Flood,  ungrateful  Nymph,  and  fate 

shall  find 
That  way  lor  thee  and  Acis  to  be  joyn'd. 
For  oh  I  burn  with  Love,  and  thy  Disdain 
Augments  at  once  my  Passion  and  my  pain. 
Translated  /Elna  flames  within  my  Heart, 
And   thou,   Inhumane,  wilt  not  ease  my 
smart. 
Lamenting  thus  in  vain,  he  rose,  and 
strode  ,s^ 

With  furious  paces  to  the  Neighb'ring  WootI : 
Restless  his  feet,  distracted  was  his  walk  ; 
Mad  were  his  motions,  and  confus'd  iiis 

talk. 
Mad  as  the  vanquish'd  Bull,  when  forc'il  to 

Yield 
His  lovely  Mistress,  and  forsake  the  Field. 
Thus   far   unseen    I    saw :     when,   fatal 
chance 
His  looks  directing,  with  a  sudden  (•lance, 
Acis  and  I  were  to  his  sight  bctray'd  ; 
Where,    nought    sus|>ecting,    we    securely 

play'd. 
From  his  wide  mouth  a  bellowing  crv  lie 

cast ; 
I  see,  I  see,  but  this  shall  be  yo'ir  last.    :oo 
A  roar  so  loud  made  Aitna  to  rebound  ; 
And  all  the  Cyclops  labour'd  in  the  sound. 
Affrighted  with  his  monstrous  Voice,  I  lied, 
And  in  the  Neighb'ring  Ocean  plung'd  my 

head. 
Poor  ids  turn'd  his  back,  and,lielp,  he  cried, 
Help,  Galatea,  help,  my  Parent  Gods, 
And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  Abodes. 
The  Cyclops  follow  d  :  but  he  sent  before 
A  Rib,  which  from  the  living  Rock  he  tore : 
Though  but  an  Angle  reacli'd  him  of  tlic 
Stone,  210 

The  mighty  Fragment  was  enough  alone 
To  crush  all  Acis  ;  'twas  too  late  to  save, 
But  what  the  Fates  allow'd  to  give,  I  gave: 
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That  Acis  to  his  Lineage  shouM  return  ; 

And  rowl,  among  tlie  River  Gods,  his  Urn. 

btraight  issu'd  from  the  Stone  a  Stream  of 
blood  ; 

Which  lost  the  Purple,  mingling  with  the 
Flood. 

Then  like  a  troubled  Torrent  it  appear'd  : 

The  Torrent  too,  in  little  space,  was  dear'd. 

The  Stone  was  cleft,  and  through  the  yawn- 
ing clunk  220 

New  Reeds  arose,  on  the  new  River's  brmk. 

The  Rock,  from  out  its  hollow  Womb, 
.  disclos'd 

A  sound  like  Water  in  its  course  oppos'd : 
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V/htn,  (wondrous  to  behold,)  full  in  the 

Flood 
Up  starts  a  Youth,  and  Navel  h%h  ho  (tood. 
Horns  from  his  Templet  lite ;  and  either 

Horn 

Thick  Wreaths  of  Reeds  (his  Native  growth) 
adorn.  ' 

Were  not  his  Stature  taller  than  before. 
His  bulk  augmented,  and  his  beauty  more. 
His  colour  blue,  for  Acis  he  might  pass :  230 
And  Acts  chang'd  into  a  Stream  h«  waa. 
But  mme  no  more,  he   rowb  alons  the 

Plains 
With  rapid  motion,  and  his  N.^me  retains. 


OF  THE  PYTHAGOREAN  PHILOSOPHY; 

FROM    THE    FIFTEENTH    BOOK    OF    OVId's    METAMC    ?HOSes. 


The  FomUaah  Book  concludes  teith  the, 
Death  and  Deification  of  Romulus,'  The 
Fi/tecnth  begins  with  the  Election  of  Numa  to 
the  Crown  of  Rome.  On  this  Occasion,  Ovid 
jollawtng  the  Opinion  of  some  Authors,  makes 
Numa  the  SchoUar  of  Pythagoras  ,*  and  to 
have  begun  his  Acquaintance  with  that 
Philosopher  at  Crotona,  a  Town  in  Italy; 
jrom  thence  he  makes  a  Digression  to  the 
Moral  and  Natural  Philosophy  of  Pythagoras: 
On  both  which  our  Author  enlarges;  and 
which  are  the  most  learned  and  beautiful 
Parts  of  the  Metanwrplases. 


A  Kmgis  sought  to  guide  thegrowing  State, 
One  able  to  support  the  Publick  Weight, 
And  fill  the  Throne  where  Romulus  had  sat. 
Renown,  which  oft  bespeaks  the  Publick 

Voice, 
Had  recommended  Numa  to  their  Choice  : 
A  peaceful,  pious  Prince;    who,  not  con- 
tent 
To  know  the  Sabine  Rites,  his  Study  bent 
To  cultivate  his  Mind :  To  learn  the  Laws 
Of  Nature,  and  explore  their  hidden  Cause. 

Of  thb  Pvthaoohkan  pHir.osoPHy.  Text 
from  the  original  edition  of  1700.  The  current 
trxls  have  errors  in  II.  1 18,  374,  435,  a»<l  others. 
I  he  alteration  in  I.  1 18  shows  that  tlie  editors  did 
not  underttand  thr  text.  On  tlie  other  hand  their 
substitution  of  •  Birth  '  for  '  Breath  '  in  I.  6^8  Is 
probably  right,  as  it  improves  the  sense  and'stts 
rid  of  an  intolerable  rhyme. 


I  rgd  by  this  Care,  his  Country  he  forsook, 
And  to  Cro/«»«a  thence  his  Journey  took.  11 
Arrivd,   he   first   enquir'd    the   Founder's 

Name 
Of  this  new  Colony ;  and  whence  be  egmt 
Then  thus  a  Senior  of  the  Place  replies, 
(Well  read,  and  curious  <rf  Antiquities) 
Tis  said,  Alctdes  hither  took  his  way 
From  Spain,  and  drove  along  his  conqucr'd 

Tlien,  leaving  in  the  Fields  his  grazing  Cows, 

He  Mught  hunself  some  hospitable  House. 

Good  Crolon  entertain'd  his  Godlike  Guest ; 

Wlule  he  repair'd  his  weary  Limbs  with 

rest.  ,j 

The   Hero,   thence  departing,  bless'd   the 

Place ; 
And  here,  he  said,  in  Times  revolving  Race, 
A  rising  Town  shall  take  its  Name  from  thee. 
Revolving  Time  fulfill'd  the  Prophecy : 
For  Myscelos,  the  justest  Man  on  Earth, 
Alemon's  Son,  at  Argos  had  his  Birth : 
Him  Hercules,  arm'd  with  his  Club  of  Oak 
O  ershadow'd  in  a  Dream,  and  thus  bespoke  • 
Go,   leave   thy  Native  Soil,   and   make\' 

Abode  jjl 

Where  Msaris  rowls  down  his  rapid  Flood.  }- 
He  said  ;  and  Sleep  forsook  him,  and  the  I 

God.  I 

Trembling  he  wak'd,  and  rose  with  anxiovs 

Heart ; 
His  Country  Laws  forbad  him  to  depart : 


.1! 


ill 
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What  shou'd  he  do  ?   'Twu  Death  to  go 

away  ; 
And  ihe  God  menac'd  if  he  dar'd  to  stay : 
All  Day  he  doubted,  and,  when  Night  came 

on, 
Sleep,  and  the  same  forewarning  Dream 

begun: 
Once  more  the  God  stood  threaUing  o'er 

his  head ; 
With  added  Curses  if  he  disobey'd.  40 

Twice    warn'd,    he    study'd    Flight;    but 

wou'd  convey. 
At  once  his  Person,  and  his  Wealth  away. 
Thus  while  he  linger'd,  his  Design  was  heard ; 
A    speedy    Process    forra'd,    and    Death 

declar'd. 
Witness  there  needed  none  of  his  OSence, 
Against  himself  the  Wretch  was  Evidence : 
Condemn'd,  and  destitute  of  human  Aid, 
To  him,  for  whom  he  suffer'd,  thus  he  pray'd. 
0  Pow'r,  who  hast  deserv'd  in  Heav'n 
a  Throne, 
Not  giv'r,  but  by  thy  Labours  made  thy 
own,  50 

Pity  thy  Suppliant,  and  protect  his  Cause, 
Whom  thou  hast  made  obnoxious  to  the 
Laws. 
A  Custom  was  of  old,  and  still  remains. 
Which  Life  or  Death  by  Suffrages  ordains  ; 
White  Stones  and  Black  within  an  Urn  are 

cast, 
The  first  absolve,  but  Fate  is  in  the  last. 
The  Judges  to  the  common  Urn  bequeath 
Their  Votes,  and  drop  the  Sable  Siens  of 

Death  ; 
The  Box  receives  all  Black;    but  pour'd 

from  thence 
The  Stones  came  candid  forth,  the  Hue  of 
Innocence.  60 

Thus  AUmonides  his  Safety  won, 
Preserved  from  Death  by  Alcumena's  Son  : 
Then  to  his  Kinsman-God  his  Vows  he  pays, 
And  cuts  with  prosp'rous  Gales  tli*  loniati 

Seas ; 
He  leaves  Tarentum,  favour'd  by  the  Wind, 
And  Thurine  Bays,  and  Temises,  behind  ; 
Soft  Sybaris,  and  all  the  Ca|)es  that  stand 
Along  the  Shore,  he  makes  in  sight  of  Land  ; 
Still  doubling,  and  still  coasting,  till  he 
found  69 

The  Mouth  of  JEsaris,  and  promis'd  Ground, 


60  forth,  the]  forth ;  The  rroo. 


Then  saw  where,  on   the  llargin  of   the 

Flood, 
The  Tomb  that  held  the  Bones  of  CroUm 

stood: 
Here,  by  the  God's  Command,  he  built  and 

wall'd 
The  Place  predicted  ;  and  Crolona  call'd 
Thus  Fame,  from  time  to  time,  delivers 

down 
The  sure  Tradition  of  th'  llalian  Town. 
Here  dwelt  the  Man  divine  whom  Samos 
bore. 
But   now   Self-banbh'd   from   hb    Native 

Shore, 
Because  he  hated  Tyrants,  nor  cou'd  bear 
The  Chains  which  none  but  servile  Souls  will 
wear :  go 

He,  tho'  from  Heav'n  remote,  to  Heav'n 

could  move. 
With  Strength  of  Mind,  and  tread  th'  Abyss 

above ; 
And  penetrate  with  his  interiour  Light 
Those  upper  Depths,  which  Nature  hid  from 

Sight : 
And  what  he  had  observ'd,  and  learnt  from 

thence, 
Lov'd  in  familiar  Language  to  dispence. 

The  Crowd  with  silent  Admiration  stand, 
And  heard  him,  as  they  heard  their  Cod's 

Command ; 
While  he  discours'd  of  Heav'ns  mysterious 

Laws, 
The  World's  Original,  and  Nature's  Cause ; 
And  what  was  God,  and  why  the  fleecy 
Snows  (ji 

In  silence  fell,  and  rattling  Winds  arose  ; 
What  shook  the  stedfast  Earth,  and  whence 

beg  'i 
The  Dance  of  Planets  round  the  radiant 

Sun ; 
If  Thunder  was  the  Voice  of  angry  Jon; 
Or  Clouds  with  Nitre  pregnant  burst  above : 
Of  these,  and  Things  beyond  the  coninioa 

Reach, 
He  spoke,  and  charm'd  his  Audience  with  his 
Speech. 
He  first  the  last  of   Flesh  from  Tables 
drove, 
And    argued    well,    if    Arguments    cou'd 
move.  100 

0    Mortals !     from    your    Fellow's    Blood 

abstain. 
Nor  taint  your  Bodies  with  a  Food  profane : 
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While  Corn  and  Pulse  by  Nature  are  be- 
stowd, 

^<*jP^tcd  Orchards  bend  their  willing 

While  labJ)ur'd  Gardens  wholcsom   HerU 
produce, 

And  teeming  Vines  afford  their  generous 

Juice :  " 

Nor  tardier  Fruits  of  cruder  Kind  are  lost, 
But  torn  d  with  Fire,  or  mellow'd  by  the 
rrost : 

r^'J'ti^V?  ^?,"«  distended  Udders  bring. 
And  Be«  their  Hony  redolent  of  Spring : 
While   Earth   not   only   can   your   Needs 

r,      .''"PP'y-  HI 

But  lavish  of  her  Store,  provides  for  Luxury  : 
A  guiltless  Feast  administers  with  Ease. 
And  without  Blu,.d  is  prodigal  to  please. 
WJd  Beasts  their  Maws  with  tfceir  slain 

Brethren  fill ; 
And  yet  not  all,  for  some  refuse  to  kiU  : 

SteS"**^'  *"**  ^''"''  ""**  *'*''  °°'''" 

On  Browz  and  Corn,  and  flow'ry  Meadows 
leed. 

^  BrcS^*""'   ^°^^^'  ">«  I-'on's  angry 
^^''TioST''''"  cndu'd  with  Principles  of 
He  wisely  sundred  from  the  rest,  to  yell  "° 
In  Forests,  and  in  lonely  Caves  to  dwell. 
Where  stronger  Beasts  oppress  the  weak 

by  Might 
And  all  in  Prey,  and  Purple  Feasts  delicht. 
0    impious     use!     to    Nature's    Laws 

opposd, 
Where  Bowels  are  i„  other  Bowels  clos'd  : 

thrive  •^"     by  their  Fellow's  Fat,  they 
Maintam'd'by  Murder,  and  by  Death  they 

'Tis  then  for  nought  that  Mother  Earth 
provides 

""'hwr'  °'  *"  "'*''  ^^°^^'  '"''^  *>"  "'"^ 
If  Men  with  fleshy  Morsels  must  be  fed,  '^° 
S*'      Woody  Teeth  the  breathinj 

SL"'!!  ^  ^^i"  •'"^  ^°  ^^^0"f  «"'  Guests, 
And  barbarously  renew  Cyclopean  Feasts  ! 
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We,  by  destrwing  Life,  our  Life  sustain  ; 
And  gorge  th'  ungodly  Maw  with  Meats 
obscene. 
Not  so  the  Golden  Age,  who  fed  on  Fruit, 
Nor  durst  with  bloody  Meals  their  Mouths 

I>ollute. 
pien  liirds  in  airy  space  might  safely  move. 
And   timerous  Hares  on   Heaths  securely 

Nor  needed  Fish  the  guileful  Hooks  to  fear, 
tor  aU   was   peaceful;    and    that   Peace 

smcere. 
Whoever  was  the  Wretch  (and  cuts'd  be  He) 
That  envy'd  first  our  Food's  simplicity  : 
Th     essay    of    bloody    Feasts    on    Bruits 

began, 

Sad  h?»h^T''^  the  Sword  to  murther  Man. 
Had  he  the  shar|)en'd  Steel  alone  employ'd 
On    Beasts    of    Prey    that    other    BeLts 
destroy'd, 

^'    Paw   '"''**'"^  **'*'    *^"'  ^""8*   *"** 
This  had  been  justify'd  by  Nature's  Laws, 
And   Self-defence:     But   who   did   Feasts 
begin  j" 

?^  l'u'v;  •>^^t«tch'd  Necessity  to  Sin. 
To  kill  Man-killers,  Man  has  lawful  Pow'r, 

mui^  e^t^ded  License,  to  devour. 

Ill  Habits  gather  by  unseen  degrees. 
As  Brooks  make  Rivers.  Rivers  run  to  Seas. 
The  Sow,  with  her  broad  Snout  for  rootingN 

Th*  intrusted  Seed,  was  judg'd  to  spoil  the 

A  J-     P' 

And  intercept  the  sweating  Farmer's  hope  J 

W  Off  '°"*^hurl,  of  unforgiving  kind  i6o 
Th  Offender  to  the  bloody  Priest  resign'd  : 
Her  Hunger  was  no  Plea :  For  that  she  dy 'd. 
The  Goat  came  next  in  order,  to  be  try'd  : 
Ihe  Goat  had  cropt  the  tendrills  of  thel 

Vine :  ' 

In  venRcaiice  Laity  and  Cit  rgy  join. 
Where  one  had  lost  his  I'rofit.one  his  Wine. 
Here  was  at  least.some  shadow  of  Offence :  \ 
The  Sheep  was  sacrific'd  on  no  pretence,  I 
But  meek,  and  unresisting  Innocenct  I 
A  patient,  useful  Creature,  born  to  bear  170 
The  warm  and  woolly  Fleece,  (hat  doatJd 

her  Murderer, 

A  TrS'  f "  «r;?own  li,e  Milk  she  bred, 
A  Tribute  for  the  Grass  on  which  she  fed. 

160  cov'tous]  covet 'ous  j^oo. 
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Living,    both    Food    and    Rayment    she 

supplies, 
And  is  of  least  advantajje  wlicn  she  dies. 
How   did    the    toiling   Oxe   his    Death 

deserve, 
A  downright  simple  Drudge,  and  born  to 

serve  ? 
O  Tyrant !    with  what  Justice  canst  thou 

hope 
The  Promise  of  the  Year,  a  plenteous  Crop  ; 
When  thou  destroy'st  thy  lab'ring  Steer, 

who  till'd,  1 80 

And  plough'd  with  Pains,  thy  else  ungrateful 

Field? 
From  his  yet  reeking  Neck  to  draw  the 

Yoke, 
That  Neck,  with  which  the  surly  Clods  he 

broke ; 
And  to  the  Hatchet  yield  thy  Husband-Man, 
Who  finish'd  Autumn,  and  the  Spring  began ! 
Nor  this  alone !  but  Heav'n  it  self  to  bribe, 
We  to  the  Gods  our  impious  Acts  ascribe  : 
First  recompence  with  Death  their  Creatures 

Toil, 
Then  call  the  Bless'd  above  to  share  the 

Spoil :  189 

The  fairest  Victim  must  the  Pow'rs  appease : 
(So  fatal  'tis  sometimes  too  much  to  please !) 
A  purple  Fillet  his  broad  Brows  adorns, 
With  flow'ry  Garlands  crown'd,  and  gilded 

Horns : 
He  hears  the  murd'rous  Pray'r  the  Priest 

prefers. 
But  understands  not,  'tis  his  Doom  he  hears  : 
Beholds  the  Meal  betwixt  his  Temijles  cast, 
(The   Fruit  and  Product  of   his  Labours 

past ;) 
And  in  the  Water  views  perhaps  the  Knife 
Uplifted,  to  deprive  him  of  his  Life  ; 
Then  broken  up  alive  his  Entrails  sees,   200 
Torn  out  for  Priests  t'  inspect  the  God's 

Decrees. 
From  whence,  O  mortal  Men,  this  gust  of 

Blood 
Have  you  deriv'd,  and  interdicted  Food  ? 
Be  taught  by  me  this  dire  Delight  to  shun, 
Warn'd  by  my  Precepts,  by  my  Practice 

won: 
And  when  you  eat  the  well  deserving  Beast, 
Think,  on  the  Lab'rer  of  your  Field  you 
feast ! 
Now  since  the  God  inspires  me  to  proceed. 
Be  that,  whale'er  inspiring  Pow'r,  obey'd. 


For  I  wilt  sing  of  mighty  Mysteries,      3io\ 
Of  Truths  conceal'd  before,  from  human  I 

Eyes,  [ 

Dark  Orudes  unveil,  and  open  all  the  Skies  J 
Pleas'd  as  I  am  to  walk  along  the  Sphere 
Of  shining  Stars,  and  travel  with  the  Year, 
To  leave  the  heavy  Earth,  and  scale  tiic 

height 
Of  Atlas, Mtho  supports  the  heav'nly  weight: 
To  look  from  upper  Light,  and  thence  survey 
Mistaken  Mortals  wandring  from  the  \v»y, 
And  wanting  Wisdom,  fearful  for  the  Stute 
Of  future  Things,  and  trembling  at  their 

Fate ;  220 

Those  I  would  teach  ;  and  by  right  Reason 

bring 
To  think  of  Death,  as  but  an  idle  Thing. 
Why  thus  affrighted  at  an  empty  Name, 
A  Dream  of  Darkness,  and  iictitious  Flame  ? 
Vain  Themes  of  Wit,  which  but  in  Poems 

Pass, 
And  Fables  of  a  World,  that  never  was ! 
What  feels  the  Body  when  the  Soul  expires, 
By  time  corrupted,  or  consum'd  by  Fires  ? 
Nor  dies  the  Spirit,  but  new  Life  repeals 
In  other  Forms,  and  only  changes  Scats. 
Ev'n    I,   who   these   mysterious  Truliis 

declare,  231 

Was  once  Euphorbus  in  the  Trojan  War ; 
My  Name  and  Lineage  I  remember  well, 
And  how  in  Fight  by  Sparta's  King  I  fell. 
In  Argive  Juno's  Fane  I  late  beheld 
My  Buckler  hung  on  high,  and  own'd  my 

former  Shield. 
Then,  Death,  so  cali'd,  is  but  old  Matter 

dress'd 
In  some  new  Figure,  and  a  vary'd  Vest : 
Thus  all  Things  are  but  alter'd,  nothing  dies ; 
And   here   and   there  th'   unbodied  Spirit 

flies,  240 

By  Time,  or  Force,  or  Sickness  disposscst, 
And  lodges,  where  it  lights,  in  Man  or  Beast ; 
Or  hunts  without,  till  ready  Limbs  it  fiiul, 
And  actuates  those  according  to  their  kind ; 
From  Tenement  to  Tenement  is  toss'd  ; 
The  Soul  is  still  the  same,  the  Figure  only 

lost: 
And,  as  the  soften'd  Wax  new  Seals  receives, 
This  Face  assumes,  and  that  Impression 

leaves : 
Now  cali'd  by  one,  now  by  another  Name ; 
The  Form  is  only  chang'd,  the  Wax  is  still 


the  same : 
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So  Dcalh,  so  call'd,  ran  but  the  Fonn\ 

deface, 
Th'  immortal  Soul  flies  out  in  empty  space :  " 
I     ^  <>»««•'  her  Fortune  in  some  other  Place. 
Then  let  not  Piety  be  put  to  flight, 
To  ple^e  the  taste  of  Glutton-Appetitc  : 
Uut  suffer  inmate  Souls  secure  to  dwell 
Lest  from  their  Seats  vour  Parents 'vou 

expel ;  ^ 

With  rabid  Hunger  feed  u|>on  your  kind, 

Ur  from  a  Beast  dislodge  a  Brother's  Mind. 

And  smcc,  like  Tiphys  jwrting  from  the 

Shore,  ^(^ 

In  ample  Seas  I  sail,  and  Depths  untry'd 

This  let  me  further  add,  that  Nature  knows 
iNo  stedfast  Station,  but,  or  Ebbs,  or  Flows : 
tver  in  motion  ;  she  destroys  her  old, 
And  rasts  new  Figures  in  anoii.er  Mold. 
Lvn  rimes  are  in  periietual  Flux  ;  and  run, 
Like  Rivers  from  their  Fountain  rowling  on  : 
lot  Time  no  more  than  Streams,  is  at  a  Stay: 
Tlie  flying  Hour  is  ever  on  her  wav  ; 
And   as    the    Fountain  still   su  .  ,ies    her 

The  Wave  behind  imjiels  the  Wave  before  ; 
Thus  in  successive  Course  the  Jfinutcs  run. 
And  urge  their  Predecessor  Minutes  on, 
.Mill  moving,  ever  new :  For  former  Thinns 
Are  set  aside,  like  abdicated  Kings : 
And  every  moment  alters  what  is  done. 
And  innovates  some  Act  tUl  then  unknown. 

IJarkness  we  see  emerges  into  Light, 
And  shining  Suns  descend  to  Sable  Night : 
Lv  n  Heav  n  it  self  receives  another  die,   280 
or  ,.","'?*."  '^  Aniinak  in  Slumbers  lie, 
0  Midnight  Ease :  Another  when  the  gray 
Of  Morn  preludes  the  Splendor  of  the  Day. 
The  Disk  of    Phoebus  when  he  climbs  on 

high, 
Al'pears  at  first  but  as  a  bloodshot  Eye  ; 
And  when  his  Chariot  downward  drives  to 

Ucd, 
Ilis  Hall  is  with  the  same  Suffusion  red  : 
""V"?°""J«1  '»gl»  in  his  Meridian  Race 
All  bright  he  shines,  and  with  a  better  Face : 
for  here,  pure  Particles  of  A/W  flow,  290 
tar  from  th*  Infection  of  the  World  below?^ 
Nor  equal  Light  th'  unequal  Moon  adorns, 
Ur  in  her  wexing  or  her  waning  Horns. 

Z  "■  M.^y  '.'"^  *'''"<■«•  •'"  !"»«  is  less, 
Uut  gathnng  mto  Globe,  she  fattens  at 
increase. 
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Perceiv'st  thou  not  the  process  of  thc\ 
Year, 

How  thefour  Seasons  in  fourForros  appear. 
Resembhng  human  Life   in   cv'ry  Shape 

tlieywear?  '    , 

Spriijg  first,  Uke  Infancy,  BbooU  out  her 

Head, 

With  milky  Juice  requiring  to  be  fed :  300 
Helpless,  tho*  fresh,  and  wanting  to  be  led. 
The  green  Stcni  grows  in  Stature  and  in  Sire, 
But  only  feeds  with  hope   the  Farmer'i 
Eyes ; 

Then  laughs  the  chUdish  Year  with  Hourett 

crownd, 
And  lavishly  ijcrfumes  the  Fields  around, 
But  1,0  substantial  Nourishment  receives, 
Inhrm  the  Stalks,  unsolid  are  the  Uaves. 
Irocccding    onward    whence    the    Year 
began 

^**^  Ma!""'"  ^'°*''  "*^""'  '""'  "P"**  '"*° 

u"!l  ^'?,"'  Sf  i"  *'*^"'  "  '""'t  "pleat,  310 
With  kindly  Moisture,  and  prolifick  Heat. 

Autumn  succeeds,  a  sober  tepid  Age, 
Not  froze  with  Fear,  nor  boiling  into  Rage  ; 
More  than  mature,  and  tending  to  decay. 
When  our  brown  Locks  repine  to  mix  with 
odious  Grey. 
Last  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  pace. 
Sour  IS  his  Front,  and  furrow'd  is  his  Face. 
His  Scalp  if  not  dishouour'd  quite  of  Hair, 
Ihe  ragg  d  Fleece  is  thin,  and  thin  is  worse 
than  bare. 
Ev'n  our  own  Bodies  daily  change  receive. 
Some  part  of  what  was  theirs  before,  they 
leave;  \ 

Nor  are  to  Day  what  Yesterday  they  were  : 
Nor  tlie  whole  same  to  Morrow  will  appear. 
Time  was,  when  we  were  sow'd,  and  just 
began  ■" 

From  some  few  fruitful  Drops,  the  promise 
of  a  Man ; 

m''*'?/^*"'^^^  "■'"'  (fermented  as  it  was) 
Moulded  to  Shape  the  soft,  coagulated  Mass ; 
And  wJien  the  little  Man  was  fully  form'd. 
The    breathless    Embryo    with    a    SpirH 

warm  d ;  ' 

But  when  the  Mothers  Throws  becin   to 

The  Creature,  i,ent  within  the  narrow  Roam. 
Breaks  his  bimd  Prison,  pushing  to  repair 
His  stiflled   Breath,  ani  draw  the  & 
Air  \ 
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Cast  on  the  Margin  of  the  World  he  lies, 
A  helpless  liube,  but  by  Instinct  he  cries. 
lie  next  essays   to  walk,  but  downward 

press' d, 
On  four  Feet  imitates  his  Brother  Beast : 
By    slow   degrees    he    gathers    from    the 

Ground 
His  Le(;s,  and  to  the  rowling  Chair  is  bound ; 
Then    wulks    alone ;     a    Horseman    now 

become,  340 

He  rides  a  Stick,  and  travels  round  the 

Room: 
In   time  he  vaunts  among  his   Youthful 

Peers, 
Strong-bon'd,  and  strung  with  Nerves,  in 

pride  of  Years, 
He  runs  with  Mettle  his  first  merry  Stage, 
Maintains  the  next,  abated  of  his  Rrige, 
But  manages  his  Strength,  and  spares  his 

Age. 
Heavy  the  third,  and  stiff,  he  sinks  apace, 
And  tho'  'tis  down-hill  all,  but  creeps  along 

the  Race. 
Now   sapless   on    the   verge  of  Death  he 

stands, 
Contemplating  his  former  Feet,  and  Hands  ; 
And . V/<7o-like, his  slacken'dSinews  sees, 351 
And  wither'd  Arms,  once  tit  to  cope  with 

Hercules, 
Unable  now  to  shake,  much  less  to  tear  the 

Trees. 
So  Helen  wept,  when  her  too  faithful  Glass 
Reflected  to  her  Eyes  the  ruins  of  her  Face  : 
Wondiing  what  Charms  her  Ravishers  cou'd 

spy. 

To  force  her  twice,  or  ev'n  but  once  enjoy  ! 
Thy  Teeth,  devouring  Time,  thine,  envious 

Age, 
On  Things  below  still  exercise  your  Rage : 
With  venom'd  Grinders  you  corrupt  your 

Meat,  360 

And  then  at  lingring  Meals,  the  Morsels  eat. 
Nor  those,  which  Elements  we  call,  abide. 
Nor  to  this  Figure,  nor  to  that,  are  ty'd  ; 
For  this  eternal  World  is  said  of  Old 
But  four  proiitick  Principles  to  hold. 
Four   different    Bodies ;     two   to    Heaven 

ascend. 
And  other  two  down  to  the  Center  tend : 
Fire  first  with  Wings  expanded  mounts  on 

high, 
Pure,  void  of  weight,  and  dwells  in  upper 

Sky; 


Then    Air,    because    unclogg'd   in   empty 
space,  370 

Flies  after  Fire,  and  claims  the  second  Place : 
But  weighty  Water,  as  her  Nature  guides, 
Lies  on  the  Lap  of  Earth,  and  Mother  Earth 
subsides. 
All  things  are  mix'd  of  these,  which  all 
contain, 
And  into  these  are  all  resolv'd  again 
Earth  rarifies  to  Dew,  expanded  more 
The  subtil  Dew  in  Air  begins  to  soar  ; 
Spreads  as  she  flies,  and  weary  of  her  Name 
Extenuates  still,  and  changes  into  Flame  ; 
Thus  having  by  Degrees  Perfection  won,  380 
Restless  they  soon  untwist  the  Web  they 

spun. 
And  Fire  begins  to  lose  her  radiant  Hue, 
Mix'd  with  gross  Air,  and  Air  descends  to 

Dew ; 
And    Dew    condensing,   does   her   Form 

forego. 
And  sinlu,  a  heavy  Lump  of  Earth  below. 
Thus  are  their  Figures  never  at  a  stand, 
But  chang'd  by  Nature's  innovating  Huiid  ; 
All  Things  are  altcr'd,  nothing  is  destroy'd, 
The   shifted    Scene,  for  some   new   Show 
emplo) 
Then  to  N;  U>  .1,  is  to  begin  to  be,      390 
Some  other  Thing  we  were  not  formerly : 
And  what  we  call  to  Die,  is  not  t'  appear, 
Or  be  the  Thing  that  formerly  we  were. 
Those  very  Elements,  which  we  partake 
Alive,  when  Dead  some  other  Bo<lies  make : 
Translated  grow,  have  Sense,  or  can  dis- 
course ; 
But  Death  on  deathless  Substance  hus  no 
force. 
That  Forms  are  chang'd,  I  grant,  that 
nothing  can 
Continue  in  the  Figure  it  began  : 
The  Golden  Age  to  Silver  was  debas'd :    400 
To  Copper  titat ;  our  Mettal  came  at  last. 
The   Face  of  Places,  and   their  Forms 
decay  ; 
And  tliat  is  solid  Earth,  that  once  was  Sea : 
Seas  in  their  turn  retreating  from  the  Shore, 
Make  solid  Land,  what  Ocean  was  before ; 
And  far  from  Strands  are  Shells  of  Fishes 

found. 
And    rusty    Anchors    fix'd    on    Mountain- 
Ground  : 
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And  what  were  Fields  before,  now  wash'd 

and  worn 
By  falling  Floods  from  hijjh,  to  Vnllevs  turn. 
And  crumbling  still  descend  to  level  Lands  : 
And  Ukes,  and  trembling  Bogs  are  barren 

Sands:  .,, 

And  the  parch'd  Desart  floats  in  Streams 

unknown  ; 
Wondrjng  to  drJnk  of  Waters  not  her  own 
Here  Nature  living  Fountains  opes  ;  and 

there,  • 

Seals  up  the  Wombs  where  living  Fountains 

were ; 

Or  Earthquakes  stop  their  ancient  Course. 

and  brmg 
Diverted  Streams  to  *eed  a  distant  Sprinc 
So  £y^.-«  swallow'd  up.  is  seen  no  more, 
But  far  from  thence  knocks  out  another 

Door. 
Thus  Erasmus  dives  ;  and  blind  in  Earth 
Kuns  on,  and   gropes   his  way  to  second 

Birth. 
Starts  up  in  Argos  Meads,  and  shakes  his 

Locks 

Around    the    Fields,   and -fattens   all    the 

Flocks. 
So  Mysus  by  another  way  is  led, 
And,  grown  a  River  now  disdains  his  Head  • 
forgets  his  humble    Birth,  his  Name  for- 
sakes. 
And  the  proud  Title  of  Caicus  takes. 
Large  Amenane,  impure  with  yellow  Sands, 
Kuns  rapid  often,  and  as  often  stands  ; 
And  here  he  threats  the  drunken  Fields  to 
drown,  ..Q 

And  there  his  Dugs  deny  to  give  their  Liquor 
down.  ^ 

Anigros  once  did   wholesome   Draughts 
afford,  ^ 

But  now  his  deadly  Waters  are  abhorr'd  : 
Since,  hurt  by  HercuUs,  as  Fame  resounds, 
Ihe  Centaurs  in  his  current  wash'd  their 

Wounds. 
The  Streams  of  Hypanis  are  sweet  no  more. 
But  brackish  lose  the  tast  they  had  before. 
j«»/wM,  Pharos,  Tyre  in  Seas  were  pent. 
Once  Is  es,  but  now  increase  the  Continent ; 
While   the   Uucadian   Coast,   main   Land 

By  rushing  Seas  is  sever'd  from  the  Shore. 
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So  Zan<le  to  th'  lialian  Earth  was  ty'd, 
And   Men    once    walk'd   where    Ships 
Anchor  ride ;  "^ 

'['^l^fplune  overlook'd  the  narrow  way. 
And  in  disdain  pour'd  in  the  conqu* ring  Sea 
Two  Cities  that  adom'd  th*  Aehaian 
uround, 
Buris  and  Helue,  no  more  are  found, 
But  whelm'd  beneath  a  Lake,  are  sunk  and 
drown  d  ;  , 

And  IJoatsmen  through  the  Chrystal  Water 

To  wond'ring  Passengers  the  Walls  below. 

To  Winter- Winds,  of  leafy  Shadows  bare  : 
This  once  was  level  Ground :   But  (strange 

to  tell)  * 

Th' included  Vapors,  that  in  Caverns  dwell, 
Lab  ring  with  Cholick  Pangs,  and  close  con- 

tin  d, 

^"    w'ind''-""^*'*    "*"*    '°'   ***'    rumbling 
Yet  still  they  hcav'd  for  vent,  and  heaving 

Inlarg'd  the  Concave,  and  shot  up  the  Hill  • 
As  Breath  extends  a  Bladder,  or  the  Skins 
Of  Goats  are  blown  t'  inclose  the  hoarded 
Wines :  ^ 

The   Mountain   yet   retains   a   Mountain's 
Face, 

And   gather'd   Rubbish   heals   the   hollow 

space. 
Of  many  Wonders,  winch  I  heard  or  knew. 
Sfti'enching  most,  I  will  relate  but  few  : 
What,  are  not  Springs  with  Qualities  oppos'd 
bndu  d  at  Seasons,  and  at  Seasons  lost  ? 
Thrice  in  a  Day  thine,  Amwon,  change  their 

Form, 
Cold  at  high  Noon,  at  Morn  and  Evening 

warm :  * 

Thine,  Athaman,  will  kindle  Wood,  if  thrown 
On  the  pil  d  Earth,  and  in  the  waning  Moon. 
J  he  1  hraaans  have  a  Stream,  if  any  try  471 
The  tast,  his  harden'd  Bowels  petrify  ; 
Whatc  er  it  touches  it  converts  to  Stones, 
And  makes  a  Marble  Pavement  where  it 

runs. 
Crathis,  and  Sybaris  her  Sister  Flood, 
That  slide  through  our  Calabrian  Neighbour 

Wood, 
With  Gold  and  Amber  die  the  shming  Hair, 
And  thither  Youth  resort ;  (for  who  wou'd 
I         not  be  Fair  ?) 
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But  ttranger  Virtues  yet  in  Streamii  we 

find, 
Some   change   not   only    nodiet,  but  the 

Mind  i  480 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Salmaeit  obscene. 
Whose  Waters  into  Women  soften  Men  ? 
Of  /Ethyopian  Lakes,  which  turn  the  Brain 
To  Madness,  or  '  1  heavy  Sleep  constrain  ? 
Clylorian  Streams  the  Love  of  Wine  expel, 
(Such  is  the  Virtue  of  tii'  abstemious  Well ;) 
Whether  the  colder  Nymph  that  rules  thie 

Flood 
Extinguishes,  and  balks  the  drunken  God  ; 
Or  that  Mtlampui  (so  have  some  assur'd) 
When  the  mad  Pratides  with  Charms  he 

cur'd,  490 

And    now'rful    Herbs,    both    Charms    and 

Simples  cast 
Into  the  sober  Spring,  where  still   their 

Virtues  last. 
Unlike  Effects  LyncesUs  will  produce  ; 
Who  drinks  his  Waters,  tlio'  with  moderate 

use. 
Reels  as  with  Wine,  and  sees  with  double 

Sight : 
His  Heels  too  heavy,  and  his  Head  too  light. 
Ladon,  once  Pheneos,  an  Arcadian  Stream, 
(Ambiguous  in  th'  Effects,  as  in  the  Name) 
By  Day  is  wholcsom  Bev'rage ;    but    is 

thought 
By  Night  infected,  and  a  deadly  Draught. 
Thus  running  Rivers,  and  the  standing 

Lake  501 

Now  of  these  virtues,  now  of  those  partake : 
Time  was  (and  all  Things  Time  and  Fate 

obey) 
When  fast  Ortygia  floated  on  the  Sea  ; 
Such    were   Cyanean    Islt..,    when    Tiphys 

stecr'd 
Betwixt  their  Streights,  and  their  Collision 

fear'd ; 
They  swam  where  now  they  sit ;  and  firmly 

join'd 
Secure  of  rooting  up,  re-    .  the  Wind. 
Nor  Mtna  vomiting  sulpiureous  Fire 
Will  ever  belch  ;  for  Sulphur  will  expire,  510 
(The  Veins  exhausted  of  the  liquid  Store  ;) 
Time  was  she  cast  no  Flames  ;  in  time  will 

cast  no  more. 
For  whether  Earth's  an  Animal,  and  Air 
Imbibes,  her  Lungs  with  Coolness  to  repair. 
And  what  she  sucks  remits  ;  she  still  requires 
Inlets  for  Air,  and  Outlets  for  her  Fires : 


Wh  .  tortur'd  with  convulsive  Fits  she 

shakes, 
That  Motion  choke*  the  vent,  till  other  vent 

she  makes : 
Or  when  the  Winds  in  hollow  Caves  are 

clos'd, 
And  subtil  Spirits  find  that  way  oppos'd. 
They  toss  up  FlinU  in  Air  ;  the  Fhnts  th-it 

hide  521 

The  Seeds  of  Fire,  thus  toss'd  in  Air,  colli<lc, 
Kindling  the  Sulphur,  till  the  Fewel  spent 
The  Cave  is  cooi'd,  and  the  fierce  Wimis 

relent. 
Or  whether  Sulphur,  catching  Fire,  feeds  on 
Its  unctuous  Parts,  till  all  the  Matter  gom-, 
The  Flames  no  more  ascend ;    for  Earth 

supplies 
The  Fat  that  feeds  them  ;  and  when  Earth 

denies 
That  Food,  by  length  of  Time  consumM, 

the  Fire 
Famish'd  for  want  of  Fewel  must  expire. 
A  Race  of  Men  there  are,  as  Fame  hu; 

told,  531 

Who  shiv'ripg  sifffer  Hyperborean  Cold, 
Till  nine  times  bathing  in  Minerva's  Lake, 
Soft  Feathers,  to  defend  their  naked  Sides, 

they  take. 
'Tis  said,  the  Scythian  Wives  (believe  wlm 

will) 
Transform  themselves    r   Oirds  by  MaRJrk 

Skill ; 
Smear'd  over  with   '      Oil   of  wond'roiis 

Might, 
That  adds  new  Pinions  to  their  airy  Fli;;ht. 

But  this  by  sure  Experiment  we  know. 
That    living    Creatures    from    Corruption 

grow :  540 

Hide  in  a  hollow  Pit  a  slaughter'd  Steer, 
Bees  from  his  putrid  Bowels  will .  ;)|)ear ; 
Who  like  their  Parents  haunt  the  Fields, 

and  bring 
Their  Hony-Harvest  home,  and  hope  aiiotlier 

Spring. 
The  Warlike-Steed  is  multiply'd  we  find, 
To  Wasps  and  Hornets  of  the  Warrior  Kind. 
Cut  from  a  Crab  his  crooked  Claws,  and  hide 
The  rest  in  Earth,  a  Scorpion  thence  will 

glide 
And  shoot  his  Sting,  his  Tail  in  Circles  toss'd 
Refers  the  Limbs  his  backward  Fatiicr  lost 
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Ev-n^hm,  beget,  .he  Frog',  loquaciou. 

Sff  r!i*''/r*  ■»  «»»•  in  'ittle  Space 
taker        ^"  ""'"'d.longle.piThey 

**"' uki,  "'•''  '""''•'  p*"'  »"*«  •*••» «»« 

And^wam  repel:    For  Nature  give,  their 

It'll         c  .  ?.  "**"  '^  'iv  ng  lump  aoDear 
NVhen^whelp'd.  and  no  deSr  A^'^ 

Tlieir  Mother  licks  'em  into  Shape,  and  bivm 

The  Grubs  from  their  sexangular  aboS 
(rawl^«U   unfinishd,   like    h.e   MaKOt'. 

Trunks    without    Limbs;     till    time     at 
Leisure  brings  ""*     *' 

""win^.'  ""^  *""*"*'  ""*•  '•'"'  t^^Jy 

The^  Bird  who  draws  the  Carr  of  Juno, 

Of  h^;^.crown'd  Head,  and  of  her  Starry 

And  he  that  bears  th'  Artillery  of  lave 
The  grong-pounc'd  Eagle  jZndtKlHng 

'""Vnowsf  "^  '''^'''  '^'  '""^  Sense  he  f  ' 

'^vSa';i::'"''"^^«''''-^ -•>-»! 

WhicUn'^lT.''^  '•'■"''  ''«,M'>"ow  of  a  Man, 

J^Snaktld  t  ^'"^  ^"^^'"^  *'■"  '''come 
All  JL       *"'•'  "'V""  *''«  '«>"o«  Tomb. 
tJIS  ;"**•"*  *''"'  B'«h  ^^om  oTher 

tt  &  1:!^'*"  "''^  ''*'«'«  only  springs  ^ 

ftSe?K  Herbs;Hs  itltTZs; 
_j™eet  Essence  of  ^w^ww^  drains 
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And  watches  the  rich  Guim  AraUm  btan. 

He,  (hii  five  Cenluriea  of  life  fulfiU'd) 
S"»^V?"  °''""  "«'B'"  »^i~  «o  build, 
S"'  ^"^  "^  I'nlm :   and  lint  hi 

^'ciiTwi***'*  *'"  *"""*  *'"•  •"*'  "«*«' 

ii"i"'''?/"'fi"'?  ;  on  <h»  the  Pile       ,«, 
Of  C«Mi«,  Cynamon,  and  Stems  of  ATarrf. 

^  ^^  i"T«?d7''  '"'""''>  '•-  ^'•"•"' 

The''SL?5l^"'^fh  '^•'' '  "'«'  »"  •'«•»<! 
cSlJ?"  *"•"  «>^P»«««  Myrrh  are 

On  this  incumbent ;  till  ctherial  Flame 
¥^T'  *''*"  ""*""^  tlf^tly 

leliv  don  Odours,  and  in  Odou     dies 
Il«  Fathers  Heir.  «„d  from  his  tenfi 

^^^^Z^.}^'"  ^"'"^  ^^' '  ''^  Method'hS 
**rm8  renews: 

And  with  stiff  Pinions  can  his  Flifiht  sustain 
He  Imhtens  of  its  Load  the  Tree  that  £ 
Hw  Father's  Royal  Sepulcher  Wo?e. 
And  his  own  Cradle :  This  (with  pious  Care 

Seeks  the  Sun's  City,  and  his  sacred  Church 
And  decently  lays  down  his  Durden  in  ,he 
rorcii.  , 

W  wll^*'"i!"°"-."'™i"''R  '""'''l  »e  find? 
Th  Hyttna  shows  it,  of  a  double  kind. 

Varying  the  Sexes  in  alternate  Years. 
In  one  begets,  and  in  another  bears. 
The  thin  Camlion,  fed  with  Air,  receives 
The  colour  of  the  Thing  to  which  he  deares. 
/wrfM  when  conquer'd,  on  the  conquering 

Whose  Urine,' shed  before  it  touches  Earth. 

Krth'"      "■'  '*"'*  «''"  *°  <^«»»  *»»«» 
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So  Coral  soft  and  white  i    Oceans  Bed, 
Cornea  harden'd  up  in  Air,  tin.t  glows  with 

Red. 
All  changinK  Specie*   ''    ■  i   my  Song 

recite ; 
Before  I  ceas'd,  wou'''    I'cnj;    tue  Day  to 

Night. 
Nations  and  Empires  '•  ■  ri    i  an  .  decay. 
By   turns  command,    i.'l    i>    t.  fir   turns 

obey ; 
Time  softens  hardy  PcM'V  Tiii..     ».iin 
Hardens  to  War  u  sof  . '  n  '.ui'.'  .'    ■'  • 
Thus  Troy,  for  ten  l<>  it»   V'eais,  1    •        . 

withstood,  6jo 

And  daily  bleeding  l>o  ,•    Lii      x,  .  ;..e  of 

Blood: 
Now  for  thirk  Streets  i^    hows  :!ii  <  nipfy 

Space, 
OronlyfillMwithTombsof  herownperish'd 

Race,  1 

Her  self  becomes  the  Sf  pulcher  of  what  she  j 

was.  ' 

Myetne,  Sparia,  Thebes  of  mighty  Fame, 
Are  vanish  d  out  of  .Substance  into  Name, 
And  Dardan  Rome,  that  just  begins  to  rise. 
On  Tiber's  Rinks,  in  time  shall  mate  the 

Skies; 
Widening  her  Bounds,  and  working  on  her 

way. 
Ev'n  now  she  meditate^  Imperial  Sw.ay  :  640 
Yet  this  is  change,  but    she  by  changing 

thrives, 
Like  Moons  new-born,  and  in  her  Cradle 

strives 
To  fill  her  Infant-Horns ;    an   Hour  shall 

coma 
When  the  round  World  shall  be  contaiu'd 

in  Rome. 
For  thus  old  Saws  fortel,  and  Helenus 
Anehises  drooping  Son  enliven'd  thus. 
When  Ilium  now  was  in  a  sinking  State, 
And  he  was  doubtful  of  his  future  Fate  : 
0  Goddess-born,  with    thy  hard   Fortune 

strive, 
Troy  never  can  be  lost,  and  thou  alive.   650 
Thy  Pasiage  thou  shall  free  through  Fire 

and  Sword, 
And  Troy  in  Foreign  Lands  shall  be  restor'd. 
In  happier  Fields  a  rising  Town  I  see, 
Greater  than  what  e'er  was,  or  is,  or  e'er 

shall  be : 
And  Heav'n  yet  owes  the  World  a  Race 

deriv'd  from  Thee. 


Stges,  and  Chiefs  of  other  Lineage  bora. 
The    City    shall    extend,    extended    shall 

adorn: 
But  from  lulus  he  must  draw  his  Birth, 
By  whom  thy  Rome  shall  rule  the  conquer'd 

Earth : 
Whom  Heav'n  will  lend  Mankind  on  Earth 

to  reign.  660 

And  late  require  the  precious  Itedge  a^jain. 
This  Helenus  to  great  Antas  told, 
Which  1  retain,  e'er  since  in  other  }Um\A 
1  '  Soul  was  cloath'd  ;   and  now  rejoice  to 

view 
My  Country  Walls  rebuilt,  and  Troy  reviv'd 

anew, 
Rais'd  bv  the  bll :  Decreed  by  Loas  to  Gain ; 
Enslav'd  but  to  be  free,  and  conquer'd  but 

to  reign. 
'Tis  time  my  hard-mouth'd  Coursers  to 

controul, 
Apt  to  run  Kiot,  and  transgress  the  Goal : 
And  therefore  I  conclude,  whatever  lies  670 
In  Earth,  or  flits  in  Air,  or  fills  the  Skies, 
All  suffer  diange,  and  we,  that  are  of  Soul 
And  Body  mix'd,  are  Members  of  the  whol*-. 
Then,  when  our  Sires,  or  Graiidsires  sIkjI 

forsake 
Tlie  Forms  of  Men,  and  brutal  Figures  take, 
Thus  housM,  securely  let  their  Spirits  rest, 
Nor  violate  thy  Father  in  the  Beast, 
Tliy  Friend,  thy  Brother,  any  of  thy  Kin  ; 
If  none  of  these,  yet  there's  a  Man  within : 
0  spare  to  make  a  Thyeslwan  Meal,        680 
T'  inclose  his  Body,  and  his  Soul  expel 
III  Customs  by  degrees  to  Habits  risi 
111  Habits  soon  become  exalted  Vice : 
What  more  Advance  can  Mortal-  make  in  Sin 
So  near  Perfection,  who  with  Hlood  Ixqin  ? 
Deaf  to  the  Calf  that  lies  beneath  the  Knift. 
Looks  up,  and  from  her  Butcher  begs  her 

Life : 
Deaf  to  the  harmless  Kid,  tJi.it,  e'er  he  dies,) 
All  Methods  to  procure  thy  Mercy  tries,     i- 
And  imitates  in  vain  thy  Children's  Cries 
Where  will  he  stop, who  feedswith  Householii 

Bread,  69J 

Then  eats  the  Potiltry  which  beii.re  he  fed  ? 
Let  plough  thy  Steers  ;  that  whei.  they  lose 

their  Breath, 
To  Nature,  not  to  thee,  they  may  impute 

tt»eir  Death. 


b^  Imltts] /tlut  rjoo.    Binhl  B      th /pw. 
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Ltt  GMto  iot  Food  their  kadcd  Uddm  i«d 
A.  '""   Win.„.cold*'tg"s3i 

a^hJf  t»w»blmj  Stag 

Nor  p«r3t  Fetth*rt  Intercept  hb  Flicht^*" 

'^TaEEf"  *'"**u'*'V  '"'nWingMp  hi  Air. 

rlanT  °*iy  ••••  *-•'«  y*  "nnot  Rive: 
For  all  Things  have  m  equal  r«ht  to  live 


JOS 

SS'S'"^*''^"'**'*'»»«'«i"Sin  to  lave: 
Thh  only  felt  l^nrniatlvt  we  have 
ftit  iMHirBh  Life  with  vegetable  Fowl 
A^.b«nthe«icril^,«,?ra.''5B,Sd'.   7,0 

ffi*?!.?*?**  ^r".*°  »•««  -^"Wi."  brought 


T«  til!rJ!Si^  "i"*  •*"  Art!  of  Peace 
To  teach  ReHgkm,  Rapine  to  rt  train 
Give  Lawt  tolu«,  ,„'d  Sarrifice?rSln  • 

And  all  the  M,.se,  o'er  hi.  Acts  pr««"   ,'«, 
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PREFACE  CONCERNING  OVID'S  EPISTLES. 

The  Life  of  Ovid  heins  already  urillen  in  our  language  before  the  Trtinslation  of  his  Meta- 
morphoses, /  will  not  f resume  so  far  upon  myself,  to  think  I  can  add  any  thing  to  Mr.  Sandys 
his  undertaking.  The  English  reader  may  there  he  satisfied,  that  he  flourished  in  the  rnjn 
of  Au(;ustus  Cxsar  ;  that  he  was  Extracted  from  an  Ancient  Family  of  Roman  Knights; 
that  he  was  born  to  the  Inheritance  of  a  Splendid  Fortune  ;  that  he  was  designed  to  the  Study 
of  the  La'iV,  and  had  made  considerable  progress  in  it,  before  he  quitted  that  Profession,  jot 
this  of  Poetry,  to  which  he  was  more  naturally  form'd.    The  Cause  of  his  Banishment  is 

10  unknown  ;  because  he  was  himself  unwilling  further  to  provoke  the  Emperour,  by  ascribini 
it  to  any  other  reason,  than  what  was  pretended  by  Augustus,  which  was,  the  Laseiviousntss 
of  his  Elegies,  and  his  Art  of  Love.  'Tis  true,  they  are  not  to  be  Excus'd  in  the  severity  oj 
Manners,  as  being  able  to  corrupt  a  larger  Empire,  if  there  were  any,  than  that  of  Rome; 
yet  this  may  be  said  in  behalf  of  Ovid,  that  no  man  has  ever  treated  the  Passion  of  Love  u-iik 
so  much  Delicacy  of  thought,  and  of  Expression,  or  search' d  into  the  nature  of  it  more  Philo- 
sophically than  he.  And  the  Emperour,  who  condemned  him,  had  as  little  reason  as  amikr 
Man  to  punish  that  fault  with  so  much  severity,  if  at  least  he  were  the  Author  of  a  cerlam 
Epigram,  which  is  ascrib'd  to  him,  relating  to  the  cause  of  the  first  Civil  War  betwixt  himselj 
and  Mark  Anthony  the  triumvir,  which  is  more  fulsome  than  any  passage  1  have  nut  uilh 

20  in  our  Poet.  To  pass  by  the  naked  familiarity  of  his  Expressions  to  Horace,  which  are  did 
in  that  Author's  Life,  I  need  only  mention  one  notorious  Act  of  his,  in  taking  Livia  to  his  Bed, 
when  she  was  not  only  Married,  but  with  Child  by  her  Husband,  then  living.  But  Deeds,  it 
seems,  may  be  Justified  by  Arbitrary  Pow'r,  when  words  are  question'd  in  a  Poet.  There  is 
another  ghess  of  the  Grammarians,  as  far  from  truth  a":  the  first  from  Reason  ;  they  will  have 
him  Banish'd  for  some  favours,  which,  they  say,  he  receiv'd  from  Julia,  the  Daughter  o\ 
Augustus,  whom  they  think  he  Celebrates  under  the  Name  of  Corinna  in  his  Elegies.  But 
he,  who  will  observe  the  Verses  which  are  made  to  that  Mistress,  may  gather  from  the  whole 
contexture  of  them,  thai  Corinna  was  not  a  Woman  of  the  highest  Quality.  If  Julia  vere 
then  Married  to  Agrippa,  why  should  our  Poet  make  his  Petition  to  Isis,  for  her  safe  delivery; 

30  and  afterwards  Condole  her  Miscarriage  ;  which,  for  ought  he  knew,  might  be  by  her  orni 
Husband  ?  Or  indeed  how  durst  he  be  so  bold  to  make  the  least  discovery  of  such  a  Crime, 
which  was  no  less  than  Capital,  especially  Committed  against  a  Person  of  Agrippa's  Rank! 
Or,  if  it  were  before  her  Marriage,  lie  would  surely  have  been  more  discreet,  than  to  have  published 
an  Accident  which  must  have  been  fatal  to  them  both.  But  what  most  Confirms  me  aciainst 
this  Opinion  is,  that  Ovid  himself  complains,  that  the  true  Person  of  Corinna  was  found  out 
by  the  Fame  of  his  Verses  to  her  :  which  if  it  had  been  Julia,  he  durst  not  have  own'd ;  and, 
besides,  an  immediate  punishment  must  have  followed.  He  seems  himself  more  truly  to  have 
touch'd  at  the  Ctuse  of  his  Exile  in  those  obscure  verses, 

Cur  aliquid  vidi,  cur  noxia  Lumina  feci  ?  &c. 

40  Namely,  that  he  had  either  seen,  or  was  Conscious  to  somewhat,  which  had  procured  him  Mi 
disgrace.  But  neither  am  I  satisfied,  that  this  was  the  Incest  of  the  Emperour  with  his  em 
Daughter  :  for  Augustus  was  of  c  nature  too  vindicative,  to  have  contented  himself  uith  so 
small  a  Revenge,  or  so  unsafe  to  himself,  as  that  of  simple  Banishment,  and  would  tertainh 
have  secur'd  his  Crimes  from  publick  notice,  by  the  death  of  him  who  was  uitness  to  Ihem. 
Neither  have  Histories  given  us  any  sight  into  such  an  Action  of  this  Emperour :  nor  uovli 
he  {the  greatest  Politician  of  hi:  time^  in  all  probability,  have  managd  his  Crimes  uilh  so 
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liltle  seaecie,  as  not  to  shun  ikr  /OArM^^wZTTi  .  

ivas  either  the  confidJolsot  olhT£Zn^ 'ZaiZ  k  ^j  T'^./Til ^'^''"''  ""^  ^'^ 
upon  the  privacies  of  Livia.  aJsel  {^Ta  fii"'  F^*  rt/S^"  ^  "^  inadvertency 

Sine  veste  Dianam, 

and  recited  publickly,  accor^gtothe  ^L  2e  tjZ'  *"u'  ^  *""  "•  *"  ^'""*' 
his  Banishment  happen'd  not  tiUttafeoAiT-  hZ'A-  'l'.^'*"'if  "JT"  "''  '"  ^""""a  • 
enoHh  that  the  lo^'of  CoJ^  d%Ztt^£i J i^"  Natt  17  *'  t1"-i'  "2'*  ^'^"'''"'y 
was  that  0  Errour  only,  not  of  wickedness^  and  L  ft.?'.        dJ!'  ^^"'t^'^'  '*"'  *"  "&""' 

./  this  p^t^Tffh^7,Zldt"coZtZTi^^^^^  "r"  ~*'''  -">''  ^•"*«"''* 

«m/.«4/,rf ;  a//  his  plemle„  k!  Character  o^r«'  T^  T  "^"  ""'''' ^  '«  '"''  "  ''«'^' 
French  call  it,  Cay,^lkremen^1^  add  to  this  7ha/ZTT  "f  "^'"l^?  *'  «^'«"''  "  '*' 
0I  his  Letters  in  hisBanishZilareVddress'dl^i^^^^^^^^^  '"""^  "'  *"  ^''«'"'  "'"'  "«»'' 
to  Jbw  **«,  considerable  in^ that  Com  ^  "'^ '"  "^'  "^  "'  '*" ''"""'«' 

Jl^s%'SyouZ!s7l  In'attr  ''"'^  "(  J"  "«'« '*-  -'*  '*^  ^""^  ««• 

us,  we  are  almost  'equally  ud^s  Zl7w  t contZ'J  ■  ^Ta  ""  ^""'""f  *««/r  ««ft<^»  .«VA 
/  «,«  appeal  to  any  nZf^vhri^lrZAilpTtZli  '** l\'t ""*'['"''"'  "'  '*""  •  ^«^ 
/fe  same  Passion  in  himelfZSh'kfpo^lt^lZJ^^^^^  T  '*'  ""'"^"^  ^'"""'^  "/ 
.»A.VA  are  the  Pictures  and  results  0! those  pZt'"  *"  ^"^"',1  ^'V"  ^    ""  ""'«ehlS' 

^s  kit  unfinished  f    NotkinZ  sure  JaZ  tlfdJtH  ^'i^T^/"'."'  '*;?'  *"  Metamorphosis 

I  juiius  acaiiger  himself,  that  Seneca's  Censure  will  stand  good  against  him  ; 

Nescivit  quod  bene  cessit  relinquere ;  '  ^ 

^nZ:d^dZa\7alSt>Z'ufi:L^di7'  «^«i  *1  T'i''"''"^  '-^'-'"^  '*'  --  -- 
t'/^r^  he  sometimes  chyTLVeadZiZtf^^^^^^^  t^  f'  '"t""^'  "'"*!.  '"""«*  '""''""^'^ 
Ms  Translators,  who  da,enocJo!rh7m'  lohl.Jh  J,  A  '^"'i  '*""/".  ""'^  «"*^  '"^''"'"'  '* 
is  the  Allay  olOvid's^itZJ  Et  /  '  2  ■  ,  "'  '*'  »"'*"'«'w  0/  /*«>  Ffl/A«-.  This  then 
this  very  1X1^  7thZ'  ^  fii«//?f 7'^':^'""^'*'"'  '^  *"  "'*«'  ^^-^'/fc-^"  ••  nT 
^ththiprodigSiromTw^^^  /""  '*;.  '""f  *«'r  <^'«^«'  ^"""-^  *«/  he  puJd 

i'  had  been  a  hZ  tt«r  '  Si  tt  '"ulT^'  '"'i"  ^"^  «''"^*'''  'A'"  '*'  ^^'^  "/ 
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of  Tibulhis  and  Propertius  his  Contemporaries,  it  will  be  found,  thai  those  Poets  sildotn 
design'd  before  they  writ ;  And  though  the  language  of  Tibutlus  be  more  polish' d,  and  the 
Learning  of  Propertius,  especially  in  his  Fourth  Book,  more  set  out  to  ostentation ;  Yet 
their  common  practice  was  to  look  no  further  before  them  than  the  next  Line ;  whence  it  uill 
inevitably  follow,  that  they  can  drive  to  no  certain  point,  but  ramble  from  one  Subject  lo  anollur, 
and  conclude  with  someiohat,  which  is  not  of  a  piece  with  their  begi:tning : 

Purpureas,  lat6  qui  splcndeat,  unus  et  alter 
Assuitur  pannus,  as  Horace  says, 

though  the  Verses  are  Golden,  they  are  but  patch' d  into  the  Garment.  But  our  Poet  has  always 
10  the  Goal  in  his  Eye,  which  directs  him  in  his  Race :  some  Beautiful  design,  which  he  first 
establ'jhes,  and  then  contrives  the  means,  which  will  naturally  conduct  it  to  his  end.  Thii 
mil  be  Evident  to  Judicious  Readers  in  this  work  of  his  Epistles  of  which  someu'hat,  at  least  in 
general,  will  be  expected. 

The  Title  of  them  in  our  late  Editions  is  Epistolae  Heroidum,  the  Letters  of  the  Heroines. 
But  Hcinsius  has  judg'd  more  truly,  tliat  the  Inscription  of  our  Author  was  barely.  Epistles; 
which  he  concludes  from  his  cited  Verses,  where  Ovid  asserts  this  Work  as  his  own  Invcnlioii, 
and  not  borrow'd  from  the  Greel<s,  whom  {as  the  Masters  of  their  Learning)  the  Romans  usually 
did  imitate.  But  it  appears  not  from  their  writers,  that  any  of  the  Grecians  ever  louclti 
upon  this  way,  which  our  Poet  therefore  justly  has  vindicated  to  himself.  1  quarrel  not  at 
90  the  word  Heroidum,  because  'tis  used  by  Ovid  in  his  Art  of  Love : 

Jupiter  ad  veteres  supplex  Heroidas  ibat. 

But,  sure,  he  eou'd  not  he  guilty  of  such  an  over-sight,  to  call  hi^Work  by  the  Name  of  Heroines, 
when  there  are  divers  Men,  or  Heroes,  as,  namely,  Paris,  Lcander,  and  Acontius,  joyned 
in  it.    Except  Sabinus,  who  writ  some  Answers  to  Ovid's  Letters, 

(Quam  celer  i  toto  rediit  meus  orbe  Sabinus) 

I  remember  not  any  of  the  Romans,  who  have  treated  this  Subject,  save  only  Propertius,  a>ii 
that  biU  once,  in  his  Epistle  of  Arethusa  to  Lycofiis,  which  is  written  so  near  the  style  oj  Ovid, 
that  it  seems  to  be  but  an  Imitation  ;  and  therefore  ought  not  to  defraud  our  Poet  of  the  Glory 
of  his  Invention. 
30  Concerning  this  toork  of  the  Epistles,  I  shall  content  my  self  to  observe  these  few  parliaikrs : 
first,  that  they  are  generally  granted  to  he  the  most  perfect  piece  of  Ovid,  and  that  the  Style  oj 
them  is  tenderly  Passionate  and  Courtly  ;  two  properties  well  agreeing  with  the  Persons,  uhich 
were  Heroines  and  Lovers.  Yet  where  the  Characters  were  lower,  as  in  CEnonc,  and  Hero, 
he  has  kept  close  to  Nature,  in  drawing  his  Images  after  a  Country  Life,  though,  perhaps,  he 
has  Romaniud  his  Grecian  Dames  /^  much,  and  tnade  them  speak,  sometimes,  as  if  they 
had  been  horn  in  the  City  of  Rome,  "nd  under  the  Empire  of  Augustus.  There  seems  to 
be  no  great  variety  in  the  particular  Subjects  which  he  has  chosett ;  Most  of  the  Epistles 
being  written  from  Ladies,  who  were  forsaken  by  their  Lovers :  Which  is  the  reason  that  many 
of  the  same  thoughts  come  back  upon  us  in  divers  Letters  :  But  of  the  general  Character  of  Woiimt, 
40  which  is  Modesty,  he  has  taken  a  nwst  becoming  care ;  for  his  amorous  Expressions  go  no 
further  than  vertue  may  (Ulow,  and  therefore  may  be  read,  as  he  intended  them,  by  Malrom 
without  a  blush. 

Thus  much  concerning  the  Poet :  Whom  you  find  translated  by  divers  hands,  that  yut  nuy 
at  least  kaoe  that  variety  in  the  English,  which  the  Subject  denied  to  the  Author  of  the  I.atiiic. 
It  remains  that  I  should  say  somewhat  of  Poetical  Translations  in  general,  and  ^ive  wy 
Opinion  {with  submission  to  better  Judgments)  which  way  of  Version  seenu  to  be  most  propir. 
All  Translation,  I  suppose,  may  be  reduced  to  these  three  heads : 
First,  that  of  Metaphrase,  or  turning  an  Author  Word  by  Word,  and  Line  by  Line,  jrom 
one  Language  into  another     Thus,  or  near  this  manner,  was  Horace  his  Art  oj  Poetry  trans' 

43  Whom  you  find .  ,.0/  the  Latine]  This  passage  is  emilUit  by  some  editors. 
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is  ^r  Waller's  Translati^  V  Vl4irs^;:?ASd  *  rW^^^^  "'"  ''^"'''^-  ^^ 
urn,  where  the  TroHsUuor  (if  rL  he  has  Zlost^NnS  ^*'"'  ""H'^  "  """  "f  ^'«to- 
vary  from  the  words  and  sence,  but  la  forsX  thmZth^l '"""""  '^  ^''^'  »"'  "^y  *» 
some  general  hints  fram  the  OrigiJl,  torun^^L.^'".^'"'"*'^'  <"«i taking inh 
6arh  ts  Mr.  Cowley',  praetiee  in  tfSg'Z'odesTpZZ  tJ^"'"''f'^'''  "  *'  ^^ 
Cancerntng  the  kust  of  these  Methol,  ourTast^SS^A'^,!:!,  "Xi^^ 

As  the  Earl  0/ Roscommon  has  exceUeHtly 
'A:  •'^r?'- — •""•.  •«"««  ana  zealous  Tni,  ,1  L' .1.  "  '".  '  ^'*'  '*«'  »*«'*  proceeds 
Sir  Rich.  Famhaw.  .„  his  VerlTofthe^Jt^lj'^';'  "'^""'^  'I  ^''  J<*°  ^^  '0 

That  ser/ile  path  thou  nobly  do'st  decline 
Of  tmang  Word  by  Word,  and  Line  by Ti'ne. 

Theri^^"'"''''*'T  ""<^  Translators  to(^: 

?S:^t?L''sr^^%^.tno'frp!f„;^-- 

Barhanty   or  the  narrowness  «»/  ^3^  r£,7f '""  '*"!'?  *^'  •«^'''  «*»'*  «'*«'  '-^ 
^/^^  /*a.  ,A.  C.«..  is  COUCH d  i^  sZi'^^S! StiXtl  SSbh'.'*"  ^'^'"' 

Atque  iidem  Venti  vela  fidemque  ferent. 
rSf  I^;fn/i2l«;^-i-j;j«  '"  "'^"^  '"^  '*"««*'  ^'"roUy  in  English,  ««i 

/<«M«.,  ««f  his  words,  a  J  to  find  ou!  the  CnZi"'.  ^'  '*'/".""  '"^'  '*«  '*«"'«A^  */  *«  30 
i^fi^ri  this  he  is  to  c^Ane  hi«l»ii  .    .u     '^"""'"'/w/  to  each  in  another  Lantuatte  •  And 

:'"-'^hlikedan1iZn4^Sth)t7S:s"  1  ^'"«*-^' /"^  "-  -l^^^^o  khli^. 
<-  the  gracefulness  of  Motion  sZt  oTe  ex^e^JJd  ^ TH  T  '*"" f  '"" ^ ^"nCautim, 
'/«  hM  a  oolish  Task  ;  for  no  sober  m^  ItlTi ,  ^^  ,f  *"'  "*  *"«  ^""^  '*«  *"'  */  »V 
»/  scaping  without  breahinghisNeck^  Z  ^^""i''l  """  "  '''»•««'  /^^  '*'  Appliu^ 
>n  his  literal  Translation  of  UoJ,  aUemZldZ  /f "'  •'°'"'""'  """^  ""'  '««««'  "^"^ 
hmclf  could  scarce  have  done  T^'a  TSpoH:       ""^  '*^^"  "'  ^''"' '  '^^  Hoiai 

Brevis  esse  laboro,  obscurus  fio. 

jfA  ^^«R&nhfs7l:^L"ftr,^%  "^  r"""^-    "*>««  *".  i-i"i^  «**W  40 
<^«ferf  i>ito  two       '"""""""^  "f  '*«  '*^«  first  Lines  of  Hom^i^  Odysses,  which  hefZ 

Sii  IJlJi^lI""'  ^""•"•.°'Pt«  P«t  tempora  Troj^ 
Jjui  mores  hominum  muliorum  vidit  &  .Irbcs. 

Muse  s,Kak  the  man   who,  since  the  Siege  of  Troy  )  EarUf 
So  many  Towns,  such  Change  of  Manneil  «w.  ^'      ^il^ 
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If 


Sio  PREFACE  CONCERNING  OVID'S  EPISTLES. 

But  then  the  sufferings  of  Ulysses,  which  are  a  Considerable  part  of  that  Sentence,  are 
omitted : 

l"Os  ^loAa  moKKa  itX.afx$rj.\ 

The  Consideration  of  these  difficulties,  in  a  servile,  literal,  Translation,  not  long  since 
made  two  of  our  Famous  Wits,  Sir  John  Denham,  and  Mr.  Cowley,  to  contrive  another 
way  of  turning  Authors  into  our  Tongue,  called,  by  the  latter  of  them.  Imitation.  As  ihey 
were  Friends,  J  suppose  they  conimuniiMcd  their  thoughts  on  this  Subject  to  each  otiter ; 
and,  therefore,  their  reasons  for  it  are  little  different :  though  the  practice  of  one  is  much 
more  iwderale.    I  take  Imitation  of  an  Author,  in  their  sense,  to  be  an  Endeavour  of  a  later 

lo  Poet  to  write  like  one,  who  has  written  before  him,  on  the  same  Subject :  that  is,  not  to  translate  i 
his  WvrJs,  or  to  be  Confin'd  to  his  Sense,  but  only  to  set  him  as  a  Pattern,  and  to  write,  as  ht 
supposes  that  Author  would  have  done,  luid  he  liv'd  tn  our  Age,  and  in  our  Country.    Yet 
I  dare  not  say  that  either  of  them  have  carried  this  libertine  way  of  rendring  Authors  (as  Mr. 
Cowley  calls  it)  so  far  as  my  Definition  reaches.    For  in  the  Pindarick  Odes,  the  Customs 
and  Ceremonies  of  Ancient  Greece  are  still  preserv'd :  but  I  know  not  what  mischief  may  I 
arise  hereafter  from  the  Example  of  such  an  innovation,  when  Writers  of  unequal  parts  to  I 
him,  shaU  imitate  so  bold  an  undertaking  ;  to  add  and  to  diminish  what  we  please,  which  is  I 
the  way  avow'd  by  him,  ought  only  to  be  granted  to  Mr.  Cowley,  atui  that  too  only  tn  hu  I 
translation  of  Pindai  '  because  he  alone  was  able  to  make  him  amends,  by  giving  him  better  I 

20  of  his  own,  when  ever  he  refus'd  his  Authors  thoughts.    Pindar  is  generally  known  to  he  I 
a  dark  Writer,  to  want  Connexion,  (I  mean  as  to  our  understanding)  to  soar  out  of  sight,  I 
and  leave  his  Reader  at  a  Gaze.    So  wild  and  ungovernable  a  Poet  cannot  be  translated  \ 
literally,  his  Genius  is  too  strong  to  bear  a  Chain,  and,  Sampson-like,  he  shakes  it  off: 
A  Genius  so  elevated  and  unconfin'd  as  Mr.  Cowley's  was  but  necessary  to  nmke  Pindar 
speak  English,  and  tliat  was  to  be  perform'd  by  no  other  way  than  Imitation.    But  ij 
Virgil,  or  Ovid,  or  any  regular  intelligible  Authors  be  thus  us'd,  'tis  no  longer  to  be  called 
their  work,  when  neither  the  tlwuglits  nor  words  are  drawn  from  the  Origiruil :  but  instead 
of  th  m  there  is  something  new  produced,  which  is  alnwst  the  Creation  of  another  hand.    By 
this  way  'tis  true,  somtiohal  that  is  Excellent  may  be  invented,  perhabs  tnore  Excellent  than 

30  the  first  design  ;  though  Virgil  must  be  still  excepted,  when  that  perhaps  takes  place :  Yet 
he  who  is  inquisitive  to  know  an  Authors  thoughts,  mil  be  disappointed  in  his  expectation. 
And  'tis  not  always  that  a  man  will  be  contented  to  have  a  Present  made  him,  when  he  expects 
the  payment  of  a  Debt.  To  state  it  fairly.  Imitation  of  an  Author  is  the  most  advantageous 
way  for  a  Translator  to  sliew  himself,  but  the  greatest  wrong  which  can  be  done  to  the  Memory 
and  Reputation  of  the  dead.  Sir  John  Denham  (who  advis'd  more  Liberty  than  he  look 
himself,)  gives  this  Reason  for  his  innovation,  in  his  admirable  Preface  before  the  Translation 
of  the  second  iEneid.  Poetry  is  of  so  subtil  a  Spirit,  that,  in  pouring  out  of  one  Language 
into  another,  it  will  all  Evaporate  ;  and,  if  a  new  Spirit  be  not  added  in  the  trunsfusioii, 
there  will  remain  nothing  but  a  Caput  Mortuum.    I  confess  this  Argument  holds  good 

40  against  a  literal  Translation  ;  but  who  defends  it  /  Imitation  and  verbal  Version  are,  in 
my  opinion,  the  two  exireams,  which  ought  to  be  avoided :  avd  therefore  when  I  have  propos'd 
the  mean  betwixt  them,  it  will  be  seen  how  far  his  Argument  will  reach. 

No  tnan  is  capable  of  translating  Poetry,  who,  besides  a  Genius  to  that  Art,  is  not  a  Master 
both  of  his  Authors  Language,  and  of  his  own  :  Nor  must  we  understand  the  Language  only 
of  the  Poet,  but  his  particular  turn  of  Thoughts  and  of  Expression,  which  are  the  Characters 
that  distinguish,  and  as  it  were  individuate  him  from  all  other  Writers.  When  we  are  cvnie  thus 
far,  'tis  time  to  look  into  our  selves,  to  conform  our  Genius  to  his,  to  give  his  thought  either 
the  same  turn,  if  our  tongue  will  bear  it,  or,  if  not,  to  vary  but  the  dress,  not  to  alter  or  destroy 
the  substarue.     The  like  Care  must  be  taken  of  the  nwre  outward  Ornaments,  the  Words ;  uhen 

50  they  appear  (which  is  but  seldom)  literally  graceful,  it  were  an  injury  to  the  Author  that  they 

J.)  Sainpson-/</i<]  Sampson  like  l68j. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OViD. 


CANACE  TO  MACAREUS. 


THE  AKGUMENT. 

Macaieus  and  Canace,  Son  and  Damghter 
t»  iGolus,  God  of  Ike  Winds,  lov'd  each  other 
Incestuously :  Canace  was  delivered  of  a  Son, 
and  eommitted  him  to  her  Nurse,  to  be 
secretly  eoftvey'd  away.  The  Infant  trying 
out,  by  that  means  was  discovered  to  iEolus, 
who,  inraged  at  the  wickedness  of  his  Children, 
commanded  the  Babe  to  be  exposed  to  Wild 
Beasts  on  the  Mountains :  And  withal,  sent 
a  Sword  to  Canace,  with  this  Message,  That 
her  Crimes  would  instruct  her  how  to  use  it. 
With  this  Sword  she  slew  her  self:  But 
before  she  died,  she  writ  the  following  Letter 
to  her  Brother  Macareus,  who  had  taken 
Sanctuary  in  the  Temple  of  Apollo. 

If  streaming  Blood  my  fatal  Letter  stain, 
Imagine,  c're  you  read,  the  Writer  slain  ; 
One  hand  the  Sword,  and  one  the  Pen 

imploys, 
And  in  my  lap  the  ready  Pa|ier  lyes. 
Think  in  this  posture  thou  behold'st  me 

Write: 
In  this  my  cruel  Father  wou'd  delight. 
O  were  he  present,  that  his  Eyes  and  Hands 
Might   see   and  urge  the  Death  which  he 

commands ! 
Than  all  his  raging  Winds  more  dreadful,  he, 
Unmov'd,   without   a  Tear,   my   Wounds 

wou'd  see.  lo 

Jove  justly  plac'd  him  on  a  stormy  Throne, 
His  Peoples  temper  is  so  like  his  own. 
The  North  and  South,  and  each  contending 

Blast, 
Are  underneath  his  wide  Dominion  cast : 
Those  he  can  rule;  but  his  tempestuous  Mind 
Is,  like  his  airy  Kingdom,  unconfin'd. 
Ah  !  what  avail  my  Kindred  Gods  above, 
That  in  their  number  I  can  reckon  Jove  \ 
What  help  will  all  my  heav'niy  Friends 

aflord. 
When  to  my  Breast  I  lift  the  pointed  Sword  ? 
That  Hour,  which  joyn'd  us,  came  before  its 

time:  31 

In  Death  we  had  been  one  without  a  Crime, 


9  bUl  Bdilors  give  the 


Why  did  thy  Flames  beyond  a    Brothers 

move  ? 
Why  lov'd  I  thee  with  more  than  Sisters 

love? 
For  I  lov'd  too ;    and,  knowing  not  my 

Wound, 
A  secret  pleasure  in  thy  Kisses  found : 
My   Cheeks  no   longer    did    their    Colour 

boost, 
My  Food  grew  loathsom,  and  my  Strength 

I  lost: 
Still  e're  I  spoke,  a  Sigh  wou'd  stop  my 

Tongue ; 
Short  were  my  Slumbers,  and  my  Nights 

were  long.  30 

I  knew  not  from  my  Love  these  Griefs  did 

grow. 
Yet  was,  alas,  the  thing  I  did  not  know. 
My  wily  Nurse,  by  long  £x|)erience  found, 
And  first  discover  d  to  my  Soul  its  Wound. 
'Tis  Love,  said  she ;   and  then  my  down- 
cast eyes. 
And  guilty  Dumbness,  witness'd  my  Sur- 
prize. 
Forcd    at    the   last,    my    shameful    Pain 

I  tell : 
And,  oh,  what  foUow'd,  we  botli  know  too 

well! 
'  When    half    denying,    more    than    half 

content, 
'  Embraces  warm'd  me  to  a  full  Consent,  40 
'  Then   with   tumultuous  Joycs  my  Heart 

did  beat, 
'  And  Guilt,  that  made  them  anxious,  made 

them  great.' 
But  now  my  swelling  Womb  hcav'd  up  my 

Breast, 
And  rising  weight  my  sinking  Limbs  o[)prcst. 
What   Herbs,   what   Plants,  did  not  my 

Nurse  produce. 
To     make    Abortion     by    their    pow'rful 

Juice  ? 
What  Med'cines  try'd  we  not,  to  thee  uii' 

known  ? 
Our  first  Crime  common ;    this  was  mine 

alone. 
But  the  strong  Child,  secure  in  liis  dark 

Cell,  I 

With  Natures  vigour,  did  our  Arts  rcpell.  5« 


DR. 


And  now  the  palt-fac'd  Empress  of  the  Ninht 
S^  ^'^  '^"'^  ''"  ^'^  *''^  ^"oS'd 

w  sudden  Shootings,  and  of  grindinc  Pain 
My  T Ws  came  thicker,  ani  my^y^Tn- 

To  that  unhappy  Fortune  was  I  come. 
duS  ""'  ""'"°""'  ''"^  ^"^^  kept  me 

S''J""'t'^u  *^S''"8  ^  restrained  my  Cries 
And  dru^nk  the  Tears  that  trickled  from  my' 

Death  wa^  in  Sight,  Lueina  gave  no  Aid  •  ^ 
And  ev'n  my  dying  had  my  Guilt  betm/d 
XS;  ^"'^  ^ '•'y  CounfnancTUe 
Rent^were  thy  Garments  all,  and  torn  thy 

Yet,  feigning  comfort,  which  thou  cou'dst 
not  give, 

^''■'lU")'*'^  ^"^'  "'"^  ^''^P^'ing  me  to 

^''  Ihy  Life' '^'''''  ^'^''^'''  '''°">  P'""^« 
Live  my  dear  Sister,  ind  my  dearer  Wife 

W:.h  hasty  Joy  sprung  forward  to  be  born. 
StSrlT?      '°        '  *'*'''"'*^  °"*  ™«= 

State,  '  '*^''  "*   '"  "  ^*'«'^  °^ 

Thc^Kmg  with  his  tempestuous  Council 

yl  Throughthis  large  Room  our  only  passage 

>l|  By  which  we  cou'd  the  new-born  Babe  con- 

Swatirdin  her  lap,  the  bold  Nurse  bore  him 

e|  With  Olive  branches  cover'd  round  about  • 
I  A"ci,^mutt'ri„g  Pray'rs,  as  holy"Rit" he 

>■  ^'"  weit.'*''  '''"'^'^  ^'°*^  unquestion^ 


CANACE  TO  MACAREUS, 


5»l 

Just  at  the  Door,  th'  unhappy  Infant  crv'd , 
The  Crandsire  heard  him,'^^!  ^hrSie?  he' 

An?!i",''u^''"'-*'"^  *°  »he  Nur*,  he  flyes 
And  deafs  h«  stormy  Subjects  w.U  bU  «ks 
With  ^ne  fierce  Puff  he^Jows  the  iSS 

j^pos'd  the  selfKliscovered  Infant  Jay. 
Theno^^reach'dme,andmypSging 

^'^di^'d.''*  '""'  "PProachiflg  Woes 
Not  Shi^  ;t  Sea  with  Winds  are  d«.ke^ 
Nor  S«i,  themselves,  when  angry  Tempest, 
'^XATJii^  t^t^^^^K^  Voice  I  he« , 


DR. 


The  flK  "  'Vi'  ^'^^  *^»'''"  «  Voice  I  hear  t 
The  fi^'rf  beneath  me  trembled  with  myS 

He  rush'd  upon  me.  and  divulg'd \ny  s'a?n  i 

I  only  answer'd  him  with  silent  Tears  ; 

His  little  Grand-child  he  commands  awaj , 
To  Mountain   Wolves  and  every  Bird^of 

A,!h^  ./'X'^r^'  '^  '^  »'«^  understood,"^ 
cK     '       '''°"  ""''^  *'*'"*  V°'«  ''« 

?vLr  v"^  Expressions  can  my  Grief  be  shown  ? 
ow^)     ^^  ^""'^  "y  "^"2"^^  by  your 

To  see  my  Bowels,  and,  what  yet  was  worse 

Out  ;?^rt'hVK'  •^°"'^'"";^  to'sud.'^cTs 

f*  und,  ^^  •  "^  ^°''*  '^  ^'"^^o™ 

*^'^  f  wi.'  ^"*'  "^  ""'^'^'''^  ^''«'» 
And  now  appear'd  the  Messenger  of  death  ; 

^°  worf '"'"  ''''"*"■  """'"  ^"-(with  thS 
Ilis  trembling  hands  presented  me  a  Swoid :) 

T^^'  reu'''ni„^''''~'i!  '*'  "*'  "/  '■'  «"■«  ^*'«'- 
imlJlrt:  "^"^  ^'"«*  ^°'* 

His  PwCT,/  shaU  be  treasur'd  in  my  heart 
^;;^.»Jese  the  Nuptial  Gifts  a  Brfde  rSs? 
And  this  the  fatal  Dow'r  a  Father  «im  5 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


Thou  God  of  Marriage,  shun  thy  own  Dis- 
grace, 

And  take  thy  Torch   from   this  detested 

place:  ,20 

Instead  of  that,  let  Furies  light  their  brands, 
And  fire  my  Pile  with  their  infernal  Hands. 
With  happier  Fortune  may  my  Sisters  wed  ; 
Warn  d  by  the  dire  Example  of  the  dead. 
For  thee,  poor  Babe,  what  Crime  cou'd  they 

pretend  ? 
How  cou'd  thy  Infant  Innocence  offend  ? 
A  guilt  there  was  ;  but.  Oh,  that  Guilt  was 

mine ! 
Thou  suffer'st  for  a  Sin  that  was  not  thine. 
Ihy  Mothers  Grief  and  Crime!    but  just 

eujoy'd. 
Shown  to  my  Sight,  and  born  to  be  de- 


stroy'd 


130 


Unhappy  Off-spring  of  my  teeming  WomlT! 
head-long  from  thy  Cradle  to  thy 


Drag'd 
Tomb! 


Thy  un-ofiendinc  Life  I  could  not  save. 
Nor  weeping  cou^  I  follow  to  thy  Grave  ' 
Nor  on  thy  Tomb  could  offer  my  shorn 
Ilair ; 

Nor  show  the  Grief  which  tender  Mothers 

bear. 
Yet  long  thou  shalt  not  from  my  Arms  be 

lost  f 
For  s«>on  I  will  o'retake  thy  Infant  Ghost. 
Hut  thou,  my  Love,  and  now  my  Love's 

Despair, 
Perform  his  Funerals  with  paternal  Care.  140 
His  scatter'd  Limbs  with  my  dead  licdv 

burn;  ' 

And  once  more  joyn  us  in  the  pious  U 


rn. 


Breast   thou  drop'st 


If  on  my  wounded 

a  Tear, 
Think  for  whose  sake  my  Breast  that  Wound 

did  bear ; 
And  faithfully  my  last  Desires  fulfill. 
As  I  perform  my  cruel  Fathers  Will. 


HELEN  TO  PARIS. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Helen,  having  receiv'dthe  foregoing  Epistle 
from  Pans,  rtlxirns  the  following  Answer  : 
Wherein  she  seems  at  first  to  chide  him  for 
his  Presumption  in  Writing  as  he  had  done, 
which  could  only  proceed  from  his  low 
opinion  of  her  Vertue:  then  owtts  herself 
to  be  sensible  of  the  Passion,  which  he  had 
fxpressd  for  her,  tho'  she  much  suspect 
his  Constancy;  and  at  last  discovers  her 
Inclinations  to  be  favourable  to  him.  The 
whole  Letter  showing  the  exlream  a-  •i.ice  of 
Woman-kind.  ' 

When  loose  Epistles  violate  Chast  Eves, 
She  half  Consents,  who  silently  denies : 
How  dares  a  Stranger  with  Designs  so  vain, 
Marnage  and  Hospitable  Rights  Prophane  ? 
Was  It  for  ihis,  your  Fleet  did  shelter  find 
From   swelling   Seas,   and   ev'ry   faithless 

Wmd  ? 
(For  tho  a  distant  Country  brought  you  ; 

Your  usage  here  was  equal  to  your  Worth.)  i 


:  Does  this  deserve  to  be  rewarded  so  ? 

I  Did  you  come  here  a  Stranger  or  a  Foe  ?  le 

Your  partial  Judgment  may  perhaps  com- 
plain, 
I  And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  just  dis.lain: 

1 1-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  uncliast, 

Nor  my  clear  Fame  with  any  Spot  defac'd. 

Tno  m  my  face  there's  no  affected  Frown, 
i  Nor  m  my  Carriage  a  feign'd  Nicencss  shown, 

1  keep  my  Honor  still  without  a  Stain, 

Nor  has  my  Love  made  any  Coxcomb  vain. 

Your  Boldness  I  with  admiration  see ; 

What  Hope  had  you  to  gain  a  Queen  likt 

I  „        ™e  ^  20 

I  Because  a  Hero  forc'd  me  once  awav 
I  Am  I  thought  f     t  be  a  second  Prey } 
Had  I  been  won,  .   ,ad  deserv'd  your  Blame, 
But  sure  my  per,    was  nothing  but  the 

Shame. 
Yet  the  base  Theft  to  him  no  Fruit  did 

bear, 
I 'scap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  Fear. 
Kude  force  might  some  urwiliiiig  Kisses 

gam. 
But  that  was  all  he  ever  could  obtain. 


Vou«..uch  term,  would  nere  have  let  me 

Friends,  "*'"**  •"«  «o  '"X 

Did  k.  r.^  ^  'spent  u  VICIOUS  Deed. 
S«'u'SeXe''T  ""«"'  -"-» ? 

Vet  still  expises  me  to  busic  Tonnie. 
lle.|oto,mplain;  for  who'^dbpS  with 

2u?ttrn;?;7Strt  ITT  p'r  ^ 

Vet  others  yield;  and  foveSSnes  the 

B"tofwhaty:;.£C.1ttt'r'  ^' 
J?Ks"R^rr^'«4'^"cceed, 

Vour^P^^g.V,„  blood,  and  Priam's  ancient 

Thof «  ""  ^  *"'>  prom  ses  of  all 

Sves«"j::r??«^''^«dkmen^^^^^^^^ 

yield  ^'wJdesses  themselves  to 

Either  my  Honour  ni1''*i'  "'u^  ""'/  <=^"«^ 

Or  folio  J  you"  withiut  mf  "*  H!"'"*.*'"' 
gain.  "'""out  mean  thoughts  of 
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Not  that  80  fair  a  Prewnt  I  desiiise  • 
Ir^^  ttr'^Lov:'^"  *'  »»•  "«S^' W«e. 
Suchjjains.  and  run  such  hazards  for  my 

Sometimes  you'd  sigh,  sometimes  disorder'd 

Then  murmur'd  to  mv  self  Iw.'ii  r-. . 

Do  anv  thiniT  •   i  k   *^  >}  '  ^  "  ^°'  '"X  sake 

/W  '      '^'^  Cnarmmg  words, 

I    frowning  seem'd   not    to   believe  your 

could  not  ^t  be  scnsibkoTthis.  '' 

ctljr   ^"^'^''--ch    peculiar 

""'"a™"  '""  '•"''^  ^™">  «y'"g   to  your 
niov"         ^  '   "'  ^"'"'■'  "nore  should 

They^wish  not  less,  but  you  dare  ventl." 
'"'•'bfo'ughr''''""'""°"'^'«^'''been 
*''  sla  ''"''   "'""    ''""='"'^    «-»'^ 

Nor^could'my  Husband  justly  blame  my 
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For  both  our  lioiies,  alia  you  come  too  late  I 
Another  now  is  Master  of  my  Fate. 
More  to  my  wish  I  cou'd  have  liv'd  with  you, 
And  yet  my  present  Lot  can  underj.'©.      i  lo 
Cease  to  solicit  a  weak  Woman's  Will, 
And  urge  not  her  you  Love,  to  so  much  ill. 
But  let  m.'  live  contented  as  I  may. 
And  make  not  my  unspotted  Fame  your 
prey. 

Some  Right  you  claim,  since  naked  to  your 

Eyes 
Three  Goddesses  duputed  Beauties  priic : 
One  ofler'd  Valour,  t'other  Crowns  ;  but  she 
Obtam  d  her  Cause,  who  smiling  promis'd 

ms. 
But  first  I  am  not  of  Belief  so  light. 
To  think  such  Nymphs  wcu'd  shew  you  such 

a  sight:  uo 


Yet  granting  this,  the  other  part  is  feign'd  ; 
A  Bribj  so  mean  your  Sentence  had  not 

gamd. 
With  partial  eyes  I  shou'd  my  self  regard, 
To  thnik  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward  : 
I  humbly  am  content  with  human  Fraisc  ; 
A  Goddess's  Applause  would  Envy  raise  : 
But  be  it  as  you  say  ;  for,  'tis  contest, 
The  Men,  who  flatter  highest,  pLasc  us 

best. 
That  I  suspect  it,  ought  not  to  disolease  ; 
For  Miracles  are  not  believ'd  with  Ease,   i  <o 
One  joy  I  have,  that  I  had  Venus  voice  ; 
A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  Choice ; 
That  profler'd  Laureb,  promis'd  Sov'raignty, 
Juno  and  Pallas,  you  contemn'd  for  me. 
Am  I  your  Empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 
What  heart  of  Rock,  but  must  by  this  be 

won  ? 
And  yet  bear  witness,  0  you  Pow'rs  above. 
How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  Arts  of  Love  ! 
My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  Men  : 
^usisth  Essay  of  my  unpractis'd  Pen  :  140 
Happy  those  Nymphs  whom  use  has  perfect 

made ; 
I  think  all  Crime,  and  tremble  at  a  Shade. 
Evn  while  I  write,  my  fearful  conscious 
hyes 

Look  often  back,  misdoubting  a  surprize. 
For  now  the  Rumour  spreads  among  the 

Croud, 
At  Court  in  whispers,  but  in  Town  aloud. 
Ois^Mevm,  what  e're  you  hear  'cm  say: 
To  leave  off  Loving  were  your  better  way  ; 
Yet  if  you  will  dissemble  it,  you  may. 


Uvesccretiv:  the  absence  of  my  Lord  150 
More   Freedom   gives,   but   docs   not  all 

anord : 
Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  hb  sUy  ; 
tail  d  by  affairs  of  Consequence  away. 
To  go  or  not  when  unresolv'd  he  stood, 
I  bid  him  make  what  swift  return  he  cou'd : 
Then  Kbsing  me,  he  said  I  recommend 
All  to  thy  Care,  but  most  my  Trojan  Friend. 
I  smil  d  at  what  he  innocenlly  said. 
And  only  answer'd,  you  shall  be  obey'd. 
I'ropitious  Winds  have  borne  him  far  from 
hence,  ^(^ 

But  let  not  tlib  secure  vour  Confidence. 
Absent  he  u,  yet  abient  he  Commands : 
Vou  know  the  Proverb,  Pritues  have  Urn 
hands.  ' 

My  Fame's  my  Burdeu :  for  the  more  I'm 

prais  d, 
A  juster  Ground  of  jealousie  b  rab'd. 
Were  I  less  fair,  1  might  have  been  more 

blest  : 
Great    Beauty    through    great    Danger  is 

posscst, 
To  leave  me  here  hb  Venture  was  not  hard, 
Because  he  thought  my   vertuc  was  mv 

Guard. 
He  fear'd  my  Face,  but  trusted  to  mv 
Life,  ,.j 

The  Beauty  doubted,  but  believ'd  the  \Vi(c. 
You  bid  me  use  th'  Occasion  while  I  can. 
Put  in  our  Hands  by  the  good  casie  Man. 
I  wou  d,  and  yet  1  doubt,  'twixt  Love  and 
Fear  J 

One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brines  nie 
near. 

Our  Flames  are  mutual ;  and  my  Husband's 

cone: 
The  Njghu  are  long  ;  I  fear  to  lie  alone. 
One  House  contains  us,  and  weak  Walk 

divide, 
And  you're  too  pressing  to  be  long  denied: 
Let  me  not   live,   but   every   thing   con- 
.sp'res  ,So 

lo  joyn  our  Loves,  and  yet  my  Fear  retires. 
You  court  with  Words,  when  you  should 

force  iinploy : 
A  Rape  b  requbite  to  shamefac'd  Joy. 
Iiidulgent  to  the  Wrongs  which  wc  receive, 
Our  Sex  can  suffer  what  we  dare  not  give. 
What  have  I  said !   for  both  of  us  'twere 

best. 
Our  kindling  fires  if  each  of  us  supprcst. 
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And,    like    themselves,     their 
Passions  raoKe. 

betrajl^d^'  *""*'"«  **'  "«•'  G»^^ 
How  can  I  dwbt  that  other  men  deceive 

SitWr: -^'^  1!^  ^''  ^"^ s^ 
uui  lest  I  shou  d  upbraid  your  Treach»rv 

Vou  make  a  Merit  of  that  Crime  1™^?' 
CI.    1 7"*^  ?^^»/a»J  wait  but  for  a  Wind 

^^Flijh?':"'  ''°^*"''  ""''  y*^  ♦»''»  y°"' 
Some  bawling  Mariner  our  Love  destroys 
And  breaks  asunder  our  unfinish'd  JovT  20, 
But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  SpJmV^t 

?Tcii*''i'''  ^.'"'  ^  »*'a»  exi'osc  my  Fame 
And  fil!  a  foreign  Country  with  my  LamT' 
In  Asia  what  reception  %L\\  I  find  ? 

wSr   -11    "^''""t?"'  ^'^'"'  'n  ^'««  behind  > 
What  will  your  Brothers.  Priam,  Hecuba 
And  jhat  will  all  your  mocleit  Matrons 

Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  Action  n  ou  reflect 
My  future  Conduct  ustly  may  suspect  .2, 
And^wliat  e're  S.rangeir  lan'ds  ujS  V^J 

\7^^t  "*'  ^^  y°Hf  °*"  Example,  lost. 
I  from^your  rage  a  Strumj^^t's  j/amc  shall 

jyiiilc  yoli  forget  what  part  in  it  you  bear 
^^^^V  T""^^'  ^^  »«='  me  first  be  laid  » 

Your  rr«,„«  Wealth,  believe  me,  I  despi^^ 

m^X  I  "^  i'yV'  *J  on  your  Phrygian  .Shore 
What  help  of  Kindred  cou'd  I  there  implore  > 

I  may,  hke  her,  believe,  and  be  undon 


Thf  vS^'^'T'"'***'  »«>  "«  own  Deceit 
The  Ship.,  about  whoae  side,  loud  Tem,xst. 

With^^^mle  Wind,  we«i  wafted  from  the 

^""Und""""*  "''*''"  *"•»*  »  ««""»? 

''"tS, And!'  ^""•''   — •<«  5S 
To  second  this,  old  Prophecies  conspire 

E?h  .  rm'??"  *"  '"'^^  *'"'  <>!^S«  fire. 
Thn»  E-     "?  '?/■. '  "°'  »  it  much  allai'd 
Jw  .kI". **'*"«  '^  our  Loves  to  ad. 
For  they  who  lost  their  Cause,  RevenJ;  wiU 

And  for  one  friend  two  Enemies  yoii  make 
Nor  «n  I  doubt  but  shou'd  I  dZ  JT  " 
The  Sword  wou'd  soon  our  fatal  Crime^r- 

A  wrong  so  great  my  Husband's  Rage  wou'd 

And  my  Rehtions  wou'd  his  Cause  espouS 
You  b^st  your  Strength  and  CourageVl^t 

^""p^e.'*  "^'"^^ """"  "^'^  '^^m  y«"' 

Let  Heroes  in  the  Dusty  Field  delight. 
Tho«_^L.mbs  were  fashion'd  forTnother 

Bid  Heetor^Wy  from  the  Walls  of  Troy  • 
Yl7fZ^V"i'^'t  >'*="'  A'm»  employ. 

Were  I  as  wise  as  many  of  my  Sex. 

inspfre?     ^"^  ""^  *^""  '^«'g>'»» 

You  laS^?''''''  "T^  y'^'*^  ^°  yo«"  D«ire.'^° 
Vou  last  demand  a  private  Conference 
The^are  your  Words,  but  I  can  gh"es:V<H.r 

^""attZdT   ""'^   '^'"   "«"■'**   »"«» 

^  fS<l^  '"''  ""'^  ■^'■'"'^  "^y  »^  y«" 

Thb  B  enough  to  let  you  understand  ; 

.«y  Woman  Knows  the  Secret  of  my  Heart 
And  may  hereafter  better  News  imJirV.       ' 


'II 
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TRC  ARCCMENT. 


JEneas,  Ihe  Son  of  Venus  and  Anchises, 
having,  at  Ike  Destruction  of  Troy,  suv'd  his 
Gods,  his  Father,  and  son  Ascanius,  from  the 
Fire,  put  to  Sea  with  twenty  Sail  of  Ships  : 
and,  having  been  long  tost  with  Tempests,  was 
at  last  east  upon  the  shore  of  Lybia,  where 

?<ueen  Dido  (flying  from  the  truelty  of  PyRmo 
ion,  htr  Brother,  who  had  hilVd  her  Huiba,. 
Sichxus)   had  lately   built   Carthage.    SI 
entertain'd  .^neas  and  his  Fleet  with  gre. 
tivility,  fell  passionately  in  Love  with  him, 
and  in  the  end  denied  him  not  me  last  Favours. 
But  Mercury  admonishing  iEncas  to  go  in 
search  of  Italy,  {a  Kingdom  tromis'd  him 
by  the  Gods)  he  readily  prepar'd  to  Obey  him. 
Dido  soon  perceiv'd  it,  and  having  in  vain 
try'd  all  other  means  to  ingage  him  to  stay, 
at  last  in  Despair  writes  to  him  as  follows. 

So,  on  Mteander's  banks,  when  death  is  nigh. 
The  Mournful  Swan  sings  her  own  Elegie. 
Not  that  I  hope  (for,  oh,  that  hope  were 

vain !) 
Dy  words  your  lost  affection  to  regain  : 
Hut  having  lost  what  ere  was  worth  my 

care. 
Why  shou'd  I  foar  to  lose  a  dying  pray'r  ? 
'Tis  then  resolv'd  poor  Dido  must  be  left, 
Of  Life,  of  Honour,  and  of  Love  bereft ! 
While  you,  with  loosen'd  Sails,   &  Vows, 

prepare 
To  seek  a  Land  that  flies  the  Searchers  care. 
Nor   can    my    rising   Tow'rs    your    flight 

restrain,  ii 

Nor  my  new  Empire,  offer'd  you  in  vain, 
liuilt  Walls  you  shun,  unbuilt  you  seek ;  that 

Land 
Is  yet  to  Conquer  ;  but  you  this  Command. 
Suppose    you    Landed    where    your    wish 

design'd, 
Tliink   what   Reception   Forreiners    would 

find. 
What  People  is  so  void  of  common  sence, 
To  Vote  Succession  from  a  Native  Prince  ? 
Yet  there  new  Rreptcrt  and  new  Loves  yoti 

seek ; 
New  Vows  to  plight,  and  plighted  Vows  to 

break.  20 


When  will  vour  Tow'rs  the  height  of  Carthage 

know  ? 
Or  when,  your  Eyes  discern  such  Crowds 

below  ? 
If  such  a  Town  and  Subjects  you  cou'd  sti , 
S    '  V  ou'd  you  want  a  Wife  who  lov'd  like 

•np. 
"o:.  oh,  I  bum,  like  Fire«  with   Incense 
r  'Jit : 

oly  Tapers  flame  with  purer  Light  ; 
.<as  is  my  Thougiils  perpetual  Th«;iTw  ; 
.leir   (kily    Longing,    and    their    nightly 

Dream. 
Vet  he  ungrateful  and  obdurate  St  ill : 
Fool  that  I  am  to  place  my  Heart  so  ill !  30 
My  "H>lf  I  cannot  to  my  self  restore  ; 
Still  I  complain,  and  still  I  love  liim  more. 
Have  pity,  Cupid,  on  my  bleeding  Heart, 
And  pierce   thy    Brothers  with  an    ec|u»l 

Dart. 
I  rave :  nor  canst  thou  Venus'  offspring  I*, 
Love's  Mother  could  not  bear  u  Son  like 

thee. 
From  harden'd  Oak,  or  from  a  Rock-  ,M 

Womb, 
At  least  thou  art  from  some  fiern   Tytress 

come  ; 
Or,  on  rough  Seas,  from  their  Foundaum 

torn. 
Got  by  the  Winds,  and  in  a  Tempest  born : 
Like  that,  which  now  thy  trembling  .Sailors 

fear ;  41 

Like  that,  whose  Rage  should  still  (let.ain 

thee  here. 
Behold  how  high  the  Foamy  Billows  ridf ! 
The  Winds  and  Waves  are  on  the  juster 

side. 
To  Winter  Weather,  and  a  stormy  Sea 
I'll  owe,  what  rather  I  wou'd  owe  to  thee. 
Death  thou  deserv'st  from  Heav'ns  avenging' 

Laws  ; 
But  I'm  unwilling  to  become  the  C.iuse. 
To  shun  my  Love,  if  thou  wilt  seek  thv 

Fate, 
'Tis  a  dear  Purchase,  and  a  costly  Hate.  50 
Stay  but  a  little,  'till  the  Temfiest  rease, 
And  the  k«id  Winds  arc  lull'd  into  a  Peace. 
.May  all  thy  Rage,  like  theirs,  unconstant 

prove ! 
And  so'  it  will,  if  there  be  Pow'r  in  Love. 
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'""^:;a;!:r  "^^  ^^  ^^^  ''»"^»  ship. 

""  ^MamV"'''*'''"'*  *"'"  ♦»"«  «•««?»  the 
Which^^.re  it  smooth,  w.re  .v'rv  Wave 
Ten  U^,;„.t  forms  of  I)e„,h  are  i„  the 
In  th«^aby«  ,he  G«J,   .h^.r  Vengeance 

TK...   ,  .„  .-'?'.rr.,^^»-i',!:!!'-..._.      '^   d  Jul    howling    eccho'd    rou...l    the 


5»9 

Nor  .loub*  I  but  the  God.,  for  Crime,  Hi;. 
Sevu^iiter,  kept  thee  wandrin^  on  the 

To  harbour  St.  inRer,,  nurcour  the  dkuSi 
ri't"     "**"'''• '    ''"*  "''   '°°  kindlhe 


—,"—'•  "•<;  jusiice  ot  ficr  state 
Thu«   I  to  thee  tf;^  ,„.«,..  of  Safet    show  • 
And,^l«t  my  self.  .,^ui  still  JlSrve  my 


plare  : 

'"•Mountain    Nymphs,    thouRht    I.    my 
Nuptials  grace.  »-       »,    my 


False  as  thou  art.  i  ,...  thv  :>.ath  .].■  i.„       r  H  ^'T'"'^  P"  "  '   "" 

0  rather  live,  to  b.  th.  Cans:  o  „  .e^ ' "  =  I  V^T-  "^  X"'  »>"»  "«*  ">o  late  I  kw,w 
•Shou^^^me  aveng.^  Stor.  %\  e^l  IS^h^-^^^SltiltfrFate '^^  ^' "^ 
(ButJ^eav'n  forbid  my  words  sfou.l  Omen  ^"namri'  ''""  "*  ™^  ''*"''  "«wl 
Tl^en  in  thy  Face  thy  perjur'd  Vows  would    Mlf  h!".  a''"'"  '"^^  "^P^t^t'on  Iwt, 

I.  ™:  .  ^  ™I  P**"*".  in  a  Gloomv  Grove 
Is  rais  d  a  Chapoe  to  mv  M,„.i„,m  t™:.! 


And^my  wrong'd  Ghost  be  present  to  thy 

^^"  m^ItaJe"!"^  ''^'"  "    ""^  '''°"  ^^''^''^'^^^ 
Gasping  my  Mouth,  and  clotted  all  mv  Hair 

''Vu^n^ fair'   ^''^^""'"^  -^   ^^' 
VVhat^cou'dst  thou  say,  but.  I  deserv'd  'em 

jway .  I 

To  shun  the  Danger  will  be  worth  tliy  Stav 

\vlSll,  k'^^v"*  ^""V^no"Kh  for  thee. 

""^  ^itrt-d^^'   "'"'   *"^    ^-^   fi- 

^"'S"  ^''^'  "°'"  ^"•'"^  '^''^^^  thS 
(Smooth  stories  all.  to  please  a  Worr.r.s    ,r ) 
False  was  the  tale  of  thy  Ro.:  n.tic!,   .ij 
Nor  yet  am  I  thy  first  /eluded  Wife         ' 
Lei   to  pursume  Foes  Cr/tfw  stai'd, 
%  thee,  base  Alan,  forsaken  and  betra/d 

HeSn.         '°^'^'''"'''''^'^  ">y  tender 
Tliat  such  Requit;.:  .oliow'd  such  Desert. 


Is  raU-ci  a  «  t^'^y^  IS^^^^^, 

The  pious  Monument  rf  Anf.*  h  i,|. 

\hef ''°"*"^  '  ■    '-f^o^ 

And  Uirice.  with  hollow  Voice,  cry'd.  Dido. 

^"'sci™.?V'°'''  ''"'''y'  "'•^K''^  ^'t»»  ~n- 
scious  Fears. 

Forgive  the  wron^  I  offer'd  to  thy  Bed  • 

"misTeT       ^^"""'  *^°  "y  "^^''  ^^^^ 
His  Goddess  Mother,  and  his  aged  Sire. 

true  *  •   **"*'   were   he 

Without  a  Blush  I  might  his  Love  pursue 
But  cruel  Stars  my  Birth  day  did  atuSd'' 
An<l  as  my  Fortune  open'd.  it  must  end    im 
SP''8'\t^.d  Lord  was  at  the  Altar  s^ik"" 

'"'^BrotlXin*^^  '^'''  "^  "°^y 
^""hI?/'  *"*^  *°"°*'''  ^y  *•'*  Murd'rer's 
To  furein  Countreys  I  remov'd  my  Fate  ; 


•1 
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And  here,  a  Suppliftnt,  from  the  Natives 

hands 
I  bought  the  Ground  on  which  my  City 

stands, 
With  all  the  Coast  that  stretches  to  the  Sea  ; 
Ev'n  to  the  friendly  Port  that  sheltred  Thee: 
Then  rab'd  these  Walls,  which  mount  into 

the  Air, 
At  once  my  Neighbours  wonder,  and  their 

fear.  i3<» 

For  now  they  Arm  ;  and  round  me  Leagues 

are  made. 
My  scarce  Establisht  Empire  to  invade. 
To  Man  my  new  built  walls  I  must  prepare, 
An  helpless  Womtin,  and  unskill'd  in  War. 
Yet  thousand  Rivals  to  my  Love  pretend  ; 
Anf*.    for   my    Person,   would    my   Crown 

defend : 
Whose  jarring  Votes  in  one  complaint  agree. 
That  each  unjustly  is  disdain'd  for  thee. 
To  proud  Hyarhas  give  me  up  a  prey  ;    139 
(For  that  must  follow,  if  thou  go  st  away  :) 
Or  to  my  Husbands  Murd'rer  leave  my  life. 
That  to  the  Husband  he  may  add  the  Wife. 
Go  then,  since  no  Complaints  can  move  thy 

Mmd: 
Go,  perjur'd  Man,  but  leave  thy  Gods  behind. 
Touch  not  those  Gods,  by  whom  thou  art 

forsworn, 
Who  will  in  impious  Hands  no  more  be  born. 
Thy  Saciilegious  worship  they  disdain. 
And  rather  wou'd  the  Grecian  fires  sustain. 
Perhaps  my  greatest  Shame  is  still  to  a)me ; 
And   part    of    thee    lies    hid    within    my 

Womb.  150 

The  Babe  unborn  must  perish  by  thy  Hate, 
And  perish  guiltless  in  his  Mothers  Fate. 
Some  God,  thou  say'st,  thy  Voyage  does 

command  ; 
Wou'd  the  same  God  had  barr'd  thee  from 

my  Land ! 
The  same,  I  doubt  not,  thy  departure  Steers, 
Who  kept  thee  out  at  Sea  so  many  Years  ; 
While  thy  long  Labours  were  a  Price  so  great, 
As  thou  to  purchase  Troy  wouldst  not  repeat. 
But  Tyber  now  thou  seek'st ;  to  be  at  best. 
When    there    arriv'd,   a    poor    precaric  ^ 

Ghest.  J 

Yet  it  deludes  thy  Search  :   Perhaps  it  will 
Ti)  thy  Old  Age  lie  undiscovered  still. 
A  ready  Crown  and  Wealth  in  Dower  I  bring, 
And,  without   Conqu'ring,    here   thou   art 

a  King. 


Here  thou  to  Carthage  may'st  transfer  thy 

Troyx 
Here  young  Ascanius  may  his  Arms  imploy  ; 
And,  white  we  live  secure  in  soft  Repose, 
Bring  many  Laurells  home  from  Conquer'd 

Foes. 
By  Cupids  Arrows,  I  adjure  thee  stay  ; 
By  all  the  Gods,  Companions  of  thy  way.  170 
So  may  thy  Trojans,  who  are  yet  alive 
Live   still,   and    with   no   future   Fortune 

strive ; 
So  may  thy  Youthful  Son  old  Age  attain, 
And   thy   dead   Fathers    Bones    in   Peace 

remain ; 
As  thou  hast  Pity  on  unhappy  me, 
Who  knew  no  Crime,  but  too  much  Love 

of  thee. 
I  am  not  bom  from  fierce  AehiUes  Line, 
Nor  did  my  Parents  against  Troy  combine. 
To  be  thy  Wife  if  I  unworthy  prove. 
By  some  inferiour  Name  admit  my  Love.  180 
To  be  secur'd  of  still  possessing  thee, 
What  wou'd  I  do,  and  what  wou'd  I  not  be ! 
Our  Lyhian  Coasts  their  certain  Seasons 

know. 
When  free  from  Tempests  Passengers  mav 

go: 
But  now  with  Northern  Blasts  the  BIIIohs 

roar. 
And  drive   thvi   floating  Sea-weed   to  the 

Shore. 
Leave  to  my  care  the  time  to  Sail  away  ; 
When  safe,  I  will  not  suffer  thee  to  stay. 
Thy  weary  Men  wou'd  be  with  ease  ccntcnt : 
Their  Sails  are  tatter'd,  and  their  Masts  are 

spent.  190 

If  by  no  Merit  \  thy  Mind  can  move, 
What    thou    deny  st   my   Merit,  g;ive  my 

Love. 
Stay,  till  I  learn  my  Loss  to  under|:!;o ; 
And  give  me  time   to  struggle  with  my  1 

Woe.  I 

If  not ;  Know  this,  I  will  not  suffer  long ; 
My  Life's  too  loathsome,  and  my  I.ove  too 

strong. 
Death  holds  my  Pen,  and  dictates  wliat  I 

say. 
While  cross  my   Lap   Thy  Trojan  SworJ 

I  lay. 
My  Tears  flow  down  ;  the  sharp  Edge  cuts 

their  Flood, 
And  drinks  my  Sorrows,  that  must  drink  my 

bloud.  300 
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^ ■ 


521 


way. 

But  thou,  dear  Sister,  and  yet  dearer  friend. 
Shalt  my  cold  Ashes  to  their  Urn  attend 


tk;»  .fc    r  I      '.  '""^"  "y  *»»ne  I  lost, 
Thtt  short  Inscription  only  let  it  bear  ■ 

Unhappy  Du/.  lies  in  quiet  here  '•  „o 

The  cause  of  death,  &  Sword  by  which  she 

^neas  ga've :  the  rest  her  arm  supply'd. 
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TRANSLATIONS    FROM  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 
THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


In  C«/>i<fj  school  whoe'erwou'd  take  Degree 
Must  learn  h,s  Rudiments,  by  reading  me.  ' 
Seamen  with  sailing  Arts  their  Vessels  move ; 
El^r  ^'•""°*5  Art  instructs  to 
Of  Ships  and  Chariots  others  know  the  Rule : 

/""ii'^    5^'"  '"  ^^<^'^  ""'ghty  School. 
Lupta  mdeed  is  obstinate  and  wild 
A  stubborn  God  ;  but  yet  the  God's'a  Child  • 
Easy  to  govern  in  his  tender  Age, 
Like  fierce  AchilUs  in  his  Pupillage.  lo 

o«5**'  ^"^  *°'  Conquest,  trembling 

Before  the  Centaur,  and  receiv'd  the  Rod. 

As  ayro«  mollify'd  his  cruel  Mind 

With  Art ;   and  taught  his  Warlike  Hands 

to  wind 
The  Silver  Strings  of  his  melodious  Lyre : 
So  Love  s  fair  Goddess  does  my  Soul  inspire. 
To  t^ch  her  softer  Arts ;    to  soothe  the 

Mine. 

And  smooth  the  rugged  Breasts  of  Human 
Kind. 

Yt  Cupid  and  AchilUi,  each  with  Scorn 

r^T    V'   ''"'*^'    '»"d    both    were 
Ooddess-born.  20 

The  Bull,  reclaimed  and  vok'd,  the  Burden 

draws : 
The  Horee  receives  the  Bit  within  his  Jaws  ; 

Swa       "  ^*"'"  ^"^  '^"*''''''  "*y 

The  strugiing  oft  he  strives  to  disobey. 
He  shakM  his  Torch,  he  wounds  me  with 

nis  Darts ; 


The  mil?  "li'  K°'=^'  ''"'J/ainer  are  his  Arts. 

Si  ht      "^  "^     '  °'  *°""*'^  ""y 

The  more  he  teaches  to  revenge  the  Spitht. 
I  boast  no  Aid  the  Delphian  God  affords 
Birds'"  ^^'^  °*  chattering 

^or  Clio  nor  her  Sisters  have  I  seen  ;     ^° 
As  He.uod  saw  them  on  the  shady  Green  • 
Experience  makes  my  Work  a  Truth  so 

Vou  may  believe  ;  and  Venus  be  my  Guide. 

Hair""'  ^^    ^*"'''  ^'  **'°  '""'^  y°"' 

And  Wives,  who  Gowns  below  your  Anl:les 

wear, 
rising  the  Brothels  loose  and  unconfin'd. 


- -...^  ....  "■"i.jvw  loose  ana  unconhn'd,  \ 
Th  unpunishable  Pleasures  of  the  Kind  ;  I 

Wnirh  nh  o.libo    f«.  T X  -     ^  '    r 


Ovid's  Art  of  1.ovb.    Text  of  1709. 


Which  ah  a-like,  for  Love,  or  Mony  find.    1 
You,  who  in  Cupid's  Rolls  inscribe  your 

Name,  •' 

First  seek  an  Object  worthy  of  your  Flame  : 
Then  stnvc,  with  Art,  your  Lady's  Mind  to 

gam: 
And,  last,  provide  your  Tovc   may  lone 

remain.  * 

On  these  three  Precepts  all  my  Work  shall 

move: 
These  are  the  Rules  and  Principles  of  Love 
Before    your    Youth    with    Marriage    is 

opprest,  * 

Make  choice  of  one  who  suits  your  Humour 

best: 
And  such  a  Damsel  drops   not  from   the 

y ' 
She  must  be  sought  for  with  a  curious  Eye. 


■■I 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


The  wary  Angler,  in  the  winding  Brook,  50 
Knows  what  the  Fish,  and  where  to  bait  his 

Hook. 
The  Fowler  and  the  Hunts-nuin  know  by 

Name 
The  certain  Haunts  and  Harbour  of  their 

Game. 
So  must  the  Lover  beatthe  likeliest  Grounds; 
Th'    Assemblies    where    his    quarry    most 

abounds. 
Nor  shall  my  Novice  wander  far  astray  ; 
These  Rules  shall  put  him  in  the  ready  Way. 
Thou  shalt  not  sail  around  the  Continent, 
As  far  as  Perseus,  or  as  Paris  went : 
For  Rome  alone  affords  thee  such  a  Store,  60 
As  all  the  World  can  hardly  shew  thee 

more. 
The  Face  of  Heav'n  with  fewer  Stars  is 

crown'd. 
Than  Beauties  in  the  Roman  Sphere  are 

found. 
Whether  thy  Love  is  bent  on  blooming 

Youth, 
On  dawning  Sweetness,  in  unartful  Truth  ; 
Or  courts  the  juicy  Joys  of  riper  Growth  ; 
Here  mayst  thou  find  thy  full  Desires  in 

both. 
Or  if  Autumnal  Beauties  please  thy  Sight 
(An   Age   that  knows   to  give,  and   take 

Delight ;) 
Millions  of  Matrons  of  the  ^aver  Sort,      70 
In  common  Prudence,  will  not  balk  the 

Sport. 
In  Summer  Heats  thou  needst  but  only  go 
To  Pompey's  cool  and  shady  Portico  ; 
Or  Concord's  Fane  ;  or  that  Proud  Edifice, 
Whose  Turrets  near  the  bawdy  Suburb  rise  : 
Or  to  that  other  Portico,  where  stands 
The  cruel  Father,  urging  his  Commands, 
And  fifty  Daughters  wait  the  Time  of  Rest, 
To  plunge  their   Ponyards  in  the   Bride- 
groom's Breast : 
Or    Venus    Temple ;     where,    on    Annual 

Nights,  80 

They  mourn  Adonis  with  Assyrian  Rites. 
Nor  shun  the  Jewish  Walk,  where  the  foul 

drove, 
On  Sabbaths,  rest  from  every  thing  but 

Love. 
Nor  Isis  Temple  ;  for  that  sacred  Whore 
Makes  others,  what  to  Jove  she  was  before. 

55  Assemblict]  Some  edi/ers  five  Assembly 


And  if  the  Hall  itself  be  not  bcly'd, 
Ev'n  there  the  Cause  of  Love  is  often  try'd  ; 
Near  it  at  least,  or  in  the  Palace  Yard, 
From  whence  the  noisy  Combaunts  are 

heard. 
The  crafty  Counsellors,  in  formal  Gown,  90 
There  gam  anotlier's  Cause,  but  lose  their 

own. 
There  Eloquence  is  nonplust  in  the  Sute  ; 
And  Lawyers,  who  had  Words  at  Will,  are 

mute. 
VenU',  from  her  adjoyning  Temple,  smiles, 
To  see  them  caught  in  their  litigious  Wiles. 
Grave  Senators  lead  home  the  Youthful 

Dame, 
Returning  Clients,  when  they  Patrons  came, 
But  above  all,  the  Play-House  is  the  Place ; 
There's  Choice  of  Quarry  in  that  narrow 

Chace. 
There  take  thy  Stand,  and  sharply  lookin<;. 

out,  1 00 1 

Soon  mayst  thou  find  a  Mistress  in  the  Rout,  | 
For  Length  of  Time,  or  for  a  single  Bout. ' 
The  Theatres  are  Berries  for  the  Fair : 
Like  Ants  on  Mole-hills,  thither  they  repair  ; 
Like  Bees  to  Hives,  so  numerously  thiy 

throng. 
It  may  be  said,  they  to  that  Place  belong. 
Thither  they  swarm,  who  have  the  pubjick 

Voice: 
There  choose,  if  Plenty  not  distracts  tliy 

Choice. 
To  see  and  to  be  seen,  in  Heaps  they  run ; 
Some  to  undo,  and  some  to  be  undone,  no 

From  Romulus  the  Rise  of  Plays  bcf;an, 
To  his  r  .-w  Subjects  a  commodious  Man  ; 
Who,  his  unmarried  Soldiers  to  supply. 
Took    care    the    Common-Wealth    slioukl 

multiply : 
Providing  Sabine  Women  for  his  Braves, 
Like  a  true  King,  to  get  a  Race  of  Slaves. 
His  Play-House  not  of  Parian  Marble  made, 
Nor  was  it  spread  with  purple  Sayls  for  shade. 
The  Stage  with  Rushes,  or  with  Leaves  they 

strew  d:  119 

No  Scenes  in  Prospect,  no  machinini:;  Ood. 
On  Rows  of  homely  Turf  they  sate  to  set, 
Crown'd  with  the  Wreaths  of  every  common 

Tree. 
There,  while  they  sat  in  rustick  Majesty, 
Each  Lover  had  his  Mistress  in  his  Eye ; 
And  whom  he  saw  most  suiting  to  his  Mind, 
For  Joys  of  matrimonial  Rape  desipn'd. 


TH^FIRST  BOOK  OF  0VID>S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


^'SaS';*  ""^  **'*  *••«  ^^"^'^  in  their 
Si'  M*  ^"^  P*""*  ■"*'  ♦•»«  Song  were  past 

The  it'^'?^*'".^"'^  Men  fan  on.     130 

"^^   uSiT  ^'"'  **■■  '™'"  Wolves  the 
So  from  their  lawless  Lovers  fly  the  Dames 
The.r^F«,r  was  one.  but  not  one  Fa«  o7 

Some  rend  the  lovely  Tresses  of  their  Hair  • 

Her  absent  Mother  one  invokes  in  vain  •  ^ 
p£"n  '  """''''•  ""'  ^-""e"«  com. 
'^%eiS^J:'  *™'*  *''*^''  ^'^*'  '»>«  «M 
But  nought  availing,  all  are  Captives  led 

''^ertSKjsr'^'""^^'''-"!^"^^ 

Then^ooth'd  her  thus!-My  Soul'sfar  better 

C«ise  wee'ping.  nor  afflict  thy  tender  Heart  ■ 
For  what  thy  Father  to  thy  Mother  wm,  Jo 

Th  ^"'l^  'V^""'  ">«'  solemn  Vow  M° 
Thus  Romulus  became  so  popular  •  ^^ 

Th.swastheWaytothrivr£&ceand 

^°  bring''^'  ^""y'  ^"^  ^'^'h  Whores  to 
Who^wcH.jd  not  fight  for  such  a  gracious 

And  Thi?'''' '"  '^"'^^"  'I'd  fi'^t  improve  • 

No?  S^'^llTh'*'"  "'»  Scene  of  Jve? ' 

£«;        ^'"*"'*"''  *"^  ^he  Courser's 

S'nS'd?  "°  i"~?^«^nient  Place. 
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PleasM  or  unpleas'd,  no  matter ;  crowding 

fhL**'fi2i'Afl!!'°^ Publick Shows  permit. 
Then  find  Occasion  to  begin  DiscoSrsT • 

^TEHt^Tp^''"-^^*'^'-^  Whose 
Suit  all  your  Inclmations  to  her  Mind  • 

"%:lrt^4rn"'"'^~'"''''-Vour 

And  jjhom  she  favours,  wish  that  he  ^y 

But  when  the  Statues  of  the  Fteities  ^ 

In  Char-ots  roli'd.  appear  before  IhrPrize  ; 

rise     "  "'"''•  ''•"'  ^«P  I^^«>'i^n 

Br?  h 'li^h  "  *■"  ^P'  ^  Grains  of  Sand. 
If  non.^  !r*y  *'">  y^'  "ffici'H's  Hand. 

^"'prSnS.  '"'^*'  ''"  ^P  •"»•'«'  -- 
Touch  any  thing  of  hers  ;  and  if  her  Train  ^ 
Sweep^on^the  Ground,  let  it  not  swelpT 

BuUently  take  it  up.  and  wipe  it  dean^J 
And    wble  you    wipe   it.   wlTb   offirving 

""*"  ThS  '^^  y°"  ""^y  ''^^  •-'  n«ked 
Observe,  who  sits  behind  her ;  and  beware 
I  '^*^,'?,;""«»'^hinB  Knee  sh^i'd  p^7& 

Of  Favours  won,  by  laying  Cushions  well  • 
By  Fannmg  Faces  some  their  Fortune  mHi  • 
And^ome  by  laying  Footstools  For^their' 

These  Overture  of  Love  the  Circus  gives  • 

For  there  the  Son  of  Venus  fights  his  Prile' 
And  deepest  Wounds  are  oft^eceJ/d'^IS 

One.^hile  the  Crowd  their  Acclamation, 

Or  while  W  Betts.  and  puu  his  Ring  to 

?  'i^/K.''*?"  ^"'  "nd  'eel'  the  flyine  Dart  • 
And  of  the  Soectacle  is  made  a  Part^  ^"  ' 

For  hu*"  ""^J  represent  a  Naval  Fight. 
For  his  own  Honour,  and  for  Rowe's  Delight. 


■'     1 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


From  either  Sea  the  Youths  and  Maidens 

come ;  200 

And  all  the  World  was  then  contain'd  in 

Rome ! 
In  this  vast  Concourse,  in  this  Choice  of 

Game, 
What^omdM  Heart  but  felt  a  foreign  Flame? 
Once  more  our  Prince  prepares  to  make  us 

glad  ; 
And  the  remaining  East  to  Rome  will  add. 
Rejoice,  ye  Roman  Souldiers,  in  your  Urn  ; 
Your  Ensigns  from  the  Parthians  shall 

return ; 
And  the  %hi\nCrassi  shall  no  longer  mourn. 
A  youth  is  sent  those  trophies  to  demand  ; 
And    bears    his    father's     thunder    in    his 

hand:  210 

Doubt  not  th'  Imperial  Boy  in  Wars  unseen  ; 
In  Childhood  all  of  Ccesar's  Race  are  Men. 
Celestial  Seeds  shoot  out  before  their  Day, 
Prevent  tkHr   Years,  and   brook   no  dull 

Delay. 
Thus  Infant  Hereuhs  the  Snakes  did  press, 
And  in  his  Cradle  did  his  .Sire  confess. 
Bacchus  a  Boy.  yet  like  a  Hero  fought. 
And    early    .Spoils    from    conquer'd    India 

brought. 
Thus  you  your  Father's  Troops  shall  lead  to 

Fight, 
And  thus  shall  vanquish  in  your  Father's 

Right.  220 

These  Rudiments  you  to  your  Lineage  owe  ; 
Born  to  increase  your  Titles  as  you  grow. 
Brethren  you  had.  Revenge  your  Brethren 

slain  ; 
You  have  a  Father,  and  his  Rights  maintain. 
Arm'd  by  your  Country's  Parent,  and  your 

own. 
Redeem    vour    Country,    and    restore    his 

Throne. 
Your  Enemies  assert  an  impious  Cause  ; 
You  fight  both  for  divine  and  humane  Laws. 
Already  in  their  Cause  they  are  o'ercome : 
Subject  tiMm  too,  by  Force  of  Arms,  to 

Rome.  230 

Great  Father  Ma«  with  greaterC<rs^  joyn,  | 
To  give  a  prosperous  Omen  to  your  Lint' :  , 
One  of  you  is,  and  one  shall  be  divine.        ) 
I  prophesy  y«i  shall,  you  shall  o'ercome  : 
My  Verse  shall  bring  you  l)ack  in  Triumph 

Hutne. 
Speak  in  my  VerHe,  exhort  to  loud  Alarms  : 
0  were  my  Numbers  equal  to  your  Arms. 


Then  will  I  sing  the  Parthians  Overthrow  ; 
Their  Shot  averse  sent  from  a  flying  Bow : 
The  Parthians,  who  already  flying  fight,  240 
Already  give  an  Omen  of  their  Flight. 
O  when  will  come  the  Day,  by   Heav'n 

design'd. 
When  thou,  the  best  and  fairest  of  Mankind, 
Drawn  by  white  Horses  shalt  in  Triumph 

ride, 
With  conquer'd  .Slaves  attending  on  thy 

Side ; 
Slaves,  that  no  longer  can  be  safe  in  Flight;  | 
O  glorious  Object,  O  surprizing  Sight,        I 
O  Day  of  Publick  Joy,  too  good  to  end  in  [ 

Night !  j 

On  such  a  Day,  if  thou,  and,  next  to  thee, 
Some  Beauty  sits  the  Spectacle  to  see :  250 
If  she  enquire  the  Names  of  conquer'd  Kings, 
Of   Mountains,   Rivers,  and   their  hidden 

Springs, 
Answer  to  all  thou  know'st ;  and,  if  need  be, 
Of  things  unknown  seem  to  speak  know- 
ingly ; 
This  is  Euphrates,  crown'd  with  Reeds  ;  and 

there 
Flows  the  swift  Tigris  with  his  Sea-green 

Hair. 
Invent    new    Names    of    things    unknown 

before  ; 

Call  this  Armenia,  that  th«  Caspian  Shore  ; 

Call  this  a  Mede,  and  that  a  Parthian  Youtii ; 

Talk  probably  ;  no  Matter  for  the  Tnith.  260 

In  Feasts,  as  at  our  Shows,  new  Means 

abouad  ; 
More  Pleasure  there,  than  that  of  Wine  is 

found. 
The  Paphian  Goddess  there  her  Ambush 

lays  ; 
And  Love  betwixt  the  Horns  of  Bacchus 

plays  : 
Desires  encrease  at  ev'ry  swilling  Draught ; 
Brisk   Vapours   add    new   Vigour   to  the 

Thought. 
There   Cupid's    purple   Wings    no  Flight 

afford ; 
But   wet   with   Wine,   he   flutters  on  the 

Board. 
He  shakes  his  Pinnions.but  he  cannot  move; 
Fix'd  he  remains,  and  turns  a  Maudlin  Love. 
Wine   warms   the    Blood,  and   nukes  the 

Spirits  How  ;  -S?' 

Care  flies,  and  Wiiakles  from  the  Forehead 

go: 


^E  FIRST  BOOK  OF  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


5p"^  ijie  Poor,  Invigorates  the  Weak  ; 

^'ilitt^'^'"'''"^'^P°''-'«^"« 
And  brings  our  old  Simplicity  again. 

Fire  '  ■"''  ^"'''  *'*^*  ^° 

But  choose  no  Mistress  in  thy  drunken  Fit  • 
Wme^ilds  too  much  their  Beiuties  and  their' 

^"  j™^thy  Judgment  when  the  Tajirs 

hH^A^.'^t'-^!!*^  ^y  ^^y-  ^^Y  Sute  advance. 

Thri*^  ^"''^  "^  ""^  beauteous 

And  for  the  fairest  did  the  Prize  decree. 
Night  B  a  Cheat,  and  all  Deformities 
Are  hid.  or  lessen'd  in  her  dark  Dbguise. 

In  fS.   •  **«.^'«''^  n^''  ^"°'  wiifconfess, 
In  Face,  m  Shape,  in  Jewels,  and  in  Dress. 

ibound"?      ^^  ^^  "^''•'  *''"*  ^""^''^ 

•Tis  I^  of  Time,  and  a  too  fruitful  Ground. 

ridi""  ^'^'  *•»"«  Ships  at  Anchor 

'"%o±rgiide'!^--  ^-"  w.'u; 

^^'"'Sught,"*''^  ^°"""  "'  •'y  Experience 

^'%Eghlr '"^  ••'^''""' *^^»  t'-y 

Wh«e"pr£'r'r''''t'^"'^'n*'^*^  Suburb  lies, 
TpriM  "  P™'n°''on.  fight 

That  Maiden  Goddess  is  Love's  mortal  Foe 
And  much  from  her  his  Subjects  undergo 

""%3.' "*''""  '°^''y  ^''"^^  ™^y  "^ 
^""'MiLr  ''"^'  '*°'^  '^^  ''•'"  *°""*^^  y°"^ 

^^'"indin'd!""^  ^  *°  ''"'■^  y°"'  ^"""'^^ 

And"iil^?' v'  f°  '"y,^*^  Attention  lend  ; 
Fi.^f  T  ^u^^'  °^  ""y  ^^^^'  attend, 
won  ;  '^''  ''"  ^°'"""  """y  *>^ 

Attempt  with  Confidence,  the  Work  is  done. 
The  Grasshopper  shall  first  forbear  to  sing 
In  Summer  Season,  or  the  Birds  in  Sprh^g, 
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Vt^  S""'*^.""?  '«P»7our  flattering  Skill : 
wuf '  *     ^      '  ^^°  **"*"  »*»«  »«v" 
To  Secret  Pleasure  both  the  Sexes  move^" 
But  Women  most,  who  most  dissemble  Love. 
Twere  best  for  us,  if  they  wou'd  first  declarl 
Avow  their  Passion,  and  submit  to  Prayer! 
rt  ?\^y  '°*"'g.'<^"*  the  Bull  her  Flame: 
Game'"^  '"""''^ ''"  ^^"'''°  *°  '*"« 

Man  is  more  temp'rate  in  his  Lust  than  thev 
BmT«  ?•'"  ^2T2' «»"  '''^  Passion  swa J: 
1 1  *i  *f  n""*"'  *^'^  fi"^'  her  Love  declare. 
And  had  Recourse  to  Death  in  her  S- 
spair. 

aZ  ^™m"  l*"^'  •»"  ^^^''er  Myrrka  sought 
ou'h? '  '""'"^  "°*  *^  *  Daughter 

Now  from  a  Tree  she  stills  her  odorous  Tears. 

Which  yet  the  Name  of  her  who  shed  'em 
bears. 
In  /rfa',  shady  Vale  a  Bull  appear'd. 

Whue  as  the  Snow,  the  fairest  of  the  Herd  ; 

A  Beauty  Spot  of  black  there  only  rose,    , 

BetwixtfiisequaHornsandample  Brows : 
TheLoveandW,shofalltheC«/a«Cows.  j 

a"s1?7p^  ^^';y  ^^"P  ^"^  g«^«^  the  Herd.^"* 
AnH  K  »  J'«,she  nourished  in  her  Breast, 
And  hated  ev'ry  Heifer  he  caress'd. 

Wor  Cz-ri*,  though  lying,  can  the  Truth  con- 
ceal. 

She  cut  him  Grass  ;    (so  much  can  Love 

command) 
She  strok'd,  she  fed  him  with  her  Royal 
I  Hand :  ■' 

Was  pleas'd  in  Pastures  with  the  Herd  to 

roine  ; 
And  Minos  by  the  Bull  was  overcome. 
Cease  Queen    with  Gemms  f  adorn  thy 
beauteous  Brows ;  ,  ' 

«or  in  thy  Glass  compose  thy  Looks  and 

tyes : 
Secure  from  all  thy  Charms  thy  Lover  lies- 
Vet  trust  thyMirrour.when  it  tells  theetmej 
rhou  art  no  Heifer  to  allure  his  View 
boon  wouldst  thou  quit  thy  Royal  Diadem 
To  thy  fair  Rivals,  to  be  horn'tf  like  them. 
U  Minos  please,  no  Lover  seek  to  find  : 
If  not,  at  least  seek  one  of  humane  Kiiid. 


526 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID. 


The  wretched  Queen  the  Cretan  Court 

forsakes ;  350 

In  Woods  and  Wilds  her  Habitation  makes : 
She  curses  cv'ry  beauteous  Cow  slie  sees  ; 
Ah,  why  dost  thou  my  Lord  and  Master 

please ! 
And  thiiik'st,  ungrateful  Creature  as  thou 

art, 
With  frisking  awkwardly,  to  gain  his  Heart. 
She  said ;    and  straight  commands,  with 

frowning  Look, 
To  put  her,  undeserving,  to  the  Yoke  ; 
Or  feigns  some  holy  Rites  of  Sacritice, 
And  sees  her  Rival's   Death  with   joyful 

Eyes : 
Then,  when  the  Bloody  Priest  has  done  his 

Part,  360 

Pleas'd,  in  her  Hand  bhe  holds  the  beating 

Heart ; 
Nor  from  a  scornfulTaunt  can  scarce  refrain; 
Go,  Fool,  and  strive  to  please  my  I^ve  again. 

Now  she  would  be  Europa — lo,  now  ; 
(One  bore  a  Bull ;    and  one  was  made  a 

Cow.) 
Yet  she  at  last  her  Brutal  Bliss  obtain'd. 
And  in  a  woodden  Cow  the  Bull  sustain'd  ; 
Fill'd    with    his    Seed,    accomplish'd    her 

Desire ; 
Till,  by  his  Form,  the  Son  betray'd  the  Sire. 
If  Alreiis  Wife  to  Incest  had  not  run,    370 
(But  ah,  how  hard  it  is  to  love  but  one  I) 
His  Coursers  Phoebus  had  not  driv'n  away. 
To  shun  that  Sight,  and  interrupt  the  Day. 
Thy   Daughter,  Nistis,  pull'd   thy  purple 

Hair, 
And  barking  Sea-Dogs  yet  her  ]k>wcls  tear. 
At  Sea  and  Land  Alrides  sav'd  his  Life, 
Yet  fell  a  Prey  to  his  adult' reus  Wife. 
Who    knowo    not    what    Revenge    Medea 

sought, 
When  the  slain  Offspring  bore  the  Father's 

Fault  ? 
Thus  Phoenix  did  a  Woman's  Love  bewail : 
.\nd  thus  HippolUus  by  Phaedra  fell.       381 
These  Crimes  revengeful  Matrons  did  com- 
mit : 
Hotter  their  Lust,  and  shar|)er  is  their  Wit. 
Doubt  not  from  them  an  easie  Victory  : 
Scarce  of  a  thousand  Dames  will  one  deny. 
All  Women  are  content  that  Men  shou'd 

woo  ; 
She  who  complains,  and  She  who  will  not 

do. 


Rest  then  secure,  whate'er  thy  Luck  may 

prove, 
Not  to  be  hated  for  declaring  Love  : 
And  vet  how  can'st  thou  miss,  since  Woman- 

kind  390 

Is  frail  and  vain,  and  still  to  Change  in- 

clin'd  ? 
Old    Husbands    and    stale    Gallants    they 

despise ; 
And  more  another's  than  their  own,  they 

prize. 
A  larger  Crop  adorns  our  Neighbour's  Field  ; 
More  Milk  his  Kine  from  swelling  Udders 

yield. 
First  gain  the  Maid  ;    By  her  thou  shalt 

be  sure 
A  free  Access,  and  easie  toj)rocure : 
Who  knows  what  to  her  Office  does  belong, 
Is  in  the  Secret,  and  can  hold  her  Tongue. 
Bribe  her  with  Gifts,  with  Promises,  and 

Pray'rs ;  400 

For   her    good   Word   goes    far    in    Love 

Affairs. 
The  Time  and  fit  Occision  leave  to  her, 
When  she  most  aptly  can  thy  Sute  prefer, 
llie  Time  for  Maids  to  fire  their  Liidv's 

Blood, 
Is,  when  thev  find  her  in  a  merry  Mood. 
When  all  thnigs  at  her  Wish  and  Pleasure 

move : 
Her  heart  is  o\k\\  then,  and  free  to  Love. 
Then  Mirth  and  Wantonness  to  Lust  betray, 
And  smooth   the   Piissage  to  the  Lovur's 

Way. 
Troy  stood  the  Siege,  when  fill'd  with  anxious 

Care:  410 

One  merry  Fit  concluded  all  the  War. 

If  some  fair  Rival  vex  her  jealous  Miml, 
Offer  thy  Service  to  revenge  in  Kind, 
Instruct  the  Damsel,  while  she  combs  iter 

Hair, 
To  raise  the  Choler  of  that  injur'd  Fair : 
And  sighing,  make  her  Mistress  understand, 
Slic  has  the  Sleans  of  Vengeance  in  lur 

Hand. 
Tiien,  naming  thee,  thy  humble  Suit  preUr ; 
And  swear  thou  languishest  ami  dy'st  for 

her. 
Then  let  her  lose  no  Time,  but  ]>iis!i  a?  ■■!! ; 
For  Women  soon  are  rais'd,  and  soon  tlicy 

fall.  4:1 

Give  their  first  Fury  Leisure  to  relt'n'. 
They  melt  like  Ice,  and  suddenly  repent . 


THE  FIRST  BCX)K  OF  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE.  527 


T'  enjoy  the  Maid,  will  that  thy  Suit 

advance? 
'Tis  a  hard  Question,  and  a  doubtful  Chance. 
One  Maid,  corrupted,  bawds  the  better  for't ; 
Another  for  her  self  wou'd  keep  the  Sport. 
Thy  Bus'ness  may  be  further'd  or  delay'd  : 
But  by  my  Couns»l,  let  alone  the  Maid  : 
Ev'n   tho  she  shou'd  consent  to  do  the 

Feat,  430 

The  Profit's  little,  and  the  Danger  great. 
I  will  not  lead  thee  through  a  rugged  Road  ; 
But  where  the  Way  Ues  open,  safe,  and 

broad. 
Yet   if   thou   find'st   her  very   much   thy 

Friend, 
And  her  good  Face  her  Diligence  commend  : 
Let  the  fair  Mistress  have  thy  first  Embrace, 
And  let  the  Maid  come  after  in  her  Plact. 
But  this  I  will  advise,  and  mark  my 

Words,  ' 

For  'tis  tlie  best  Advice  my  Skill  affords  : 
If  needs  thou  with  the  Damsel  wilt  begm  ; 
Before  th'  Attempt  is  made,  make  sure  to 

win :  441 

For  then  the  Secret  better  will  be  kept ; 
•  And  she  can  tell  no  Tales  when  once  she's 

dipt, 
'lis  for  the  Fowlers  Interest  to  beware, 
The  Bird  intangled  sliou'd  not  scajie  the 

Snare. 
The  Fish,  once  prick'd,  avoids  the  bearded 

Hook, 
And  spoils  the  Sport  of  all  the  neighb'ring 

Brook. 
But  if  the  Wench  be  thine,  she  makes  thy 

Way  ; 
And,  for  thy  Sake,  her  Mistress  will  betray  ; 
Tell  all  she  knows,  and  all  she  hears  her 

say.  450 

Keep  well  the  Counsel  of  thy  faithful  Spy  : 
So  slialt   thou   learn  whene'er  she   treads 

awr\'. 
All  things  the  Stations  of  their  Seasons 

keep ; 
And  certain  Times  there  are  to  sow  and 

leap. 
PlouRjunen  and  Sailors  for  the  Season  sta v .  \  i 
One  to  plough  Land,  and  one  to  plough  I  | 

the  Sea  :  f 

So  shou'd  the  Lover  wait  the  lucky  Dav.  ) 
Tin  11   stop   thy    Suit ;     it   hurts    not    thy 

Design : 
But  think  another  Hour  she  may  be  thine. 


And  when  she  celebrates  her  Birth  at  home. 
Or  when  she  views  the  publick  shows  of 

Rome,  461 

Know,  all  thy  Visits  then  are  troublesome. 
Defer  thy  Work,  and  put  not  then  to  Sea, 
For  that's  a  boding  and  a  stormy  Day. 
Else  take  thy  Time,  and,  when  thou  canst, 

begin: 
To  break  a  Jewish  Sabbath,  think  no  Sin : 
Nor  ev'n  on  su|)erstitio«is  Days  abstain  ; 
Not  when  the  Romans  were  at  AUia  slain. 
Ill  Omens  in  her  Frowns  are  undmtood  ; 
When  She's  in  humour,  ev'ry  Day  is  good. 
But  than  her  Birth-day  seldom  conies  a 

worse ;  471 

When  Bribes  and  Presents  must  be  sent  of 

course; 
And  that's  a  bloody  Day,  that  costs  thy 

Puise.  ^ 

Be  stanch  ;  yet  Parsimony  will  be  vain : 
The  craving  Sex  will  still  the  Lover  drain. 
No  Skill  can  shift  'em  off,  nor  Art  remove  ; 
They  will  be  Begging,  when  they  know  we 

Love. 
The  Merchant  comes  upon  th'  appointed 

Day, 
Who  shall  before  thy  Face  his  Wares  dis- 
play. 
To   chuse    for    her  she   craves   thy   kind 

Advice ;  480 

Then  begs  again,  to  bargain  for  the  Price : 
But  when  she   has   her   Purchase  in  her 

Eye, 
She  hugs  thee  close,  and  kisses  thee  to  buy. 
'Tis  what  1  want,  and  'tis  a  Pennorth  too ; 
In  many  years  I  will  not  trouble  you. 
If  you  com])lain  you  have  no  ready  Coin  ; 
No  matter,  'tis  but  Writing  of  a  Line, 
A  little  Bill,  not  to  be  paid  at  Sight ; 
(Now  curse  the  Time  when  thou  wert  taueht 

to  Write) 
She  keeps  her  Birth-day ;    you  must  send 

tiie  Chear  ;  49© 

And  sliell  be  Bom  a  hundred  times  a  year. 
^Vith  daily  Lies  she  dribs  thee  into  Cost ; 
T'hat  Ear-ring  dropt  a  Stone,  that  Ring  is 

lost. 
They  often  borrow  what  they  never  pay ; 
What  c  er  you  lend  her,  think  it  thrown 

away. 
Had  I  ten    Mouths  and   Tongues  to   tell 

each  Art, 
All  wou'd  be  weary'd  e'er  I  told  a  Part. 
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By   Letters,  not   by   Words,  thy   Love 
begin  ; 
And  Foord  the  dangerous  Passage  with  thy 

If  to  her  Heart  thou  aim'st  to  find  the  way, 
Extreamly  Flatter,  and  extreamly  Pra)r.  501 
Priam  by  Pray'rs  did  Hector's  Body  gain  ; 
Nor  is  an  Angry  God  invok'd  in  vain. 
With  promis'd  Gifts  her  easy  Mind  bewitch  ; 
For  ev'n  the  Poor  in  promise  may  be  Rich. 
Vain  Hopes  a  while  her  Appetite  will  stay  ; 
Tis  a  deceitful,  but  commodious  way. 
Who  gives  is  Mad,  but  make  her  still  believe 
Twill  come,  and  that's  the  cheapest  way  to 

give. 
Ev'n  barren  Lands  fair  promises  aSord  ;  510 
But  the  lean  Harvest  cheats  the  starving 

Lord. 
Buy  not  thy  first  Enjoyment ;  lest  it  prove 
Of  bad  example  to  thy  future  Love : 
But  get  it  gratis  ;  and  she'll  give  thee  more. 
For  fear  of  losing  what  she  gave  before. 
The  losing  Gamester  shakes  the  Box  in  vain, 
And  Bleeds,  and  loses  on,  in  hopes  to  gain. 
Write  then,  and  in  thy  Letter,  as  I  said. 
Let  her  with  mighty  Promises  be  fed. 
Cydippe  by  a  Letter  was  betray'd,  520 

Writ  on  au  Apple  to  th'  unwary  Maid. 
She  read  herself  into  a  Marriage  Vuw  ; 
(And  ev'ry  Cheat  in  Love  the  Gods  allow.) 
Learn  Eloquence,  ye  noble  Youth  of  Rome  ; 
It  will  not  only  at  the  Bar  o'ercome  : 
Sweet   words   the   People  and   the  Senate 

move  ; 
But  the  chief  end  of  Eloquence  is  Love. 
But  in  thy  Letter  hide  thy  moving  Arts  ; 
Afiect  not  to  be  tlioujjlit  a  Man  of  Paits. 
None   but   vain    FonU   to  siinim    Women 

Preach ;  530 

A  learned  Letter  ott  lias  made  a  Breach. 
In  a  familiar  Style  \  our  Thoughts     >nvey. 
And  Write  such  things,  as  Present  you  wou'd 

say  ; 
Such  words  as  from  the  Heart  may  seem  to 

move : 
'Tis  Wit  enough  to  make  her  think  you  Love. 
If  Seal'd  she  sends  it  back,  and  will  not  read : 
Yet  hope,  in  time,  the  business  may  succeed. 
In  time  the  Steer  will  to  the  Yoke  submit ; 
In  time  the  restii!  Horse  will  bear  the  Bit. 
Ev'n  the  hard  Plough-share  use  will  wear 

away ;_  540 

And  stubborn  Steel  in  length  of  time  decay 


Water  is  soft,  and  Marble  hard  ;  and  yet 
We  see  soft  Water  through  hard  Marble  Eat. 
Though  late,  yet  Troy  at  length  in  Flames 

expir'd ; 
And  ten  years  more  Penelope  had  tir'd. 
Perhaps,  thy  Lines  unanswer'd  she  retain'd ; 
No  matter ;  there's  a  Point  already  gain'd : 
For  she  who  Reads,  in  time  will  Answer  too ; 
Things  must  be  left  by  just  degrees  to  grow. 
Perhaps   she   Writes,   but   Answers   with 

disdain,  550 

And  sharply  bids  you  not  to  Write  again : 
What  she  requires,  she  fears  you  sbou'd 

accord ; 
The  Jilt  wou'd  not  be  taken  at  her  word. 

Mean  time,  if  she  be  carried  in  her  Chair, 
Approach  ;  but  do  not  seem  to  know  she's 

there. 
Speak  softly,  to  delude  the  Standers  by  ; 
Or,  if  aloud,  then  speak  ambiguously. 
If  Santring  in  the  Portico  she  Walk, 
Move  slowly  too  ;  for  that's  a  time  for  talk : 
And  sometimes  follow,  sometimes  be  her 

guide :  560 

But  when  the  Croud  permits,  go  side  by  side 
Nor  in  the  Play-House  let  her  sit  alone : 
For  she's  the  Play-House  and  the  Play  in  one. 
There  thou  may'st  ogle,  or  by  signs  advance 
Thy  suit,  and  seem  to  touch  her  Hand  by 

chance. 
Admire  the  Dancer  who  her  liking  gains, 
And  pity  in  the  Play  the  Lover's  pains  ; 
For  her  sweet  sake  the  loss  of  time  despise  ; 
Sit  while  she  sits,  and  when  she  rises  rise. 
But  dress  not  like  a  Fop;  nor  rurie  your 

Hair,  570 

Nor  with  a  Pumice  make  yo  ir  bcly  bare. 
Leave  those  effeminate  and  useleib  toys 
To  Eunuchs,  who  can  give  no  solid  joys. 
Neglect    becomes    a    Man :     this    Theseus 

found : 
Uncurl'd,  uncomb'd,  the  Nymph  his  Wishes 

Crown'd. 
The  rough  Hippolilus  was  Phadra's  aire ; 
And  Venus  thought  the  rude  Adonis  fair. 
Be  not  too  Finical ;  but  yet  be  clean ; 
And  wear  well-fashion'd  Cloaths,  like  other 

Men. 
Let  not  your  Teeth  be  yellow,  or  be  foul ; 
Nor  in  wide  Shoes  your  Feet  too  loosely 

roul.  581 

Of  a  black  Muzzel,  and  long  Beard  beware ; 
And  let  a  skilful  Barber  t.ut  your  Hair : 
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Your  Nailes  be  pick'd  from  filth,  and  even 

Kr'd; 
your  nasty  Nostrils  bud  with  Beard. 
Cure   your  unsav'ry   Breath,  gargle  your 

Throat, 
And  free  your  Arm-piu  from  the  Ram  and 

Goat. 
Dress  not,  in  short,  too  little,  or  too  much  ; 
And  be   not   wholly   French,   nor    wholly 

Dutch.  589 

Now  Bacchus  calls  me  to  his  jolly  Rites : 
Who  wou'd  not  follow,  when  a  God  invites  ? 
He  helps  the  Poet,  and  his  Pen  inspires. 
Kind  and  indulgent  to  his  former  Fires. 

Fair  Ariadne  wander'd  on  the  shore. 
Forsaken  now  ;  and  Theseus  Loves  no  more  : 
Loose  was  her  Gown,  dishevel'd  was  her 

Hair ; 
Her  Bosom  naked,  and  her  Feet  were  bare : 
Exclaiming,  in  the  Waters  brink  she  stood  ; 
Her  briny  Tears  augment  the  briny  Flood. 
She  shreik'd,  and  wept,  and  both  became 

her  Face :  600 

No    posture    cou'd    that    Heav'nly    form 

disgrace. 
She  beat  her  Breast :  The  Traytor's  gone, 

said  she. 
What  shall  become  of  poor  forsaken  me  ? 
What  shall  become she  had  not  time  for 

more. 
The  sounding  Cymbals  railed  on  the  Shore. 
She  swoons  for  fear,  she  falls  upon  the 

Ground ; 
No  vital  heat  was  in  her  body  found. 
The  Mimallonian  Dames  about  her  stood  ; 
And  scudding  Satyrs  ran  before  their  God. 
Silenus  on  his  Ass  did  next  appear,         610 
And  held  upon  the  Mane  (the  God  was  dear) 
Thedrunken  Syre  pursues  •  the  Dames  retire ; 
Sometimes  the  drunken  Dames  pursue  the 

drunken  Syre. 
At  last  he  topples  over  on  the  Plain  ; 
The  Satyrs  laufjh,  and  bid  him  rise  again. 
And  now  the  God  of  Wine  came  drivinp  on, 
High  on  his  Chariot  by  swift  Ty«ers  drawn. 
Her  Colour,  Voice,  and  Sense  forsook  the\ 

fair ; 
Thrice  did  her  trembling  Feet  for  flight  >■ 

prepare,  619 

And  thrice  affrighted  did  her  flight  forbear./ 
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She  shook,  like  leaves  of  Com  when  Tempests 

blow 
Or  slender  Reeds  that  in  the  Marshes  grow. 
To  whom  the  God— Compose  thy  feirful 

Mind ; 
In  me  a  truer  Husband  thou  shalt  find. 
With  Heav'n  I  will  endow  thee  ;  and  thy  \ 

Star 
Shall  with  propitious  Light  be  seen  afar, 
And  guide  on  Seas  the  doubtful  Mariner. 
He  said  ;  and  from  his  Chariot  leaping  light ; 
Lest  the  grim  Tyitrs  shou'd  the  Nymph 

afiriyht, 
His   brawny   Arms   around   her   wast    he 

threw ;  630 

(For  Gods,  what  ere  they  will,  with  ease 

can  do:) 
And  swiftly  bore  her  thence  :  th'  attending 

throng 
Shout  at  the  Sight,  and  sing  the  Nuptial 

song. 
Now  in  full  bowls  her  Sorrow  she  may  steep  : 
The  Bridegroom's  Liquor  lays  the  Bride 

asleep. 
But  thou,  when  flowing  Cups  in  Triumph 

ride. 
And  the  lov'd  Nymph  is  seated  by  thy  side  ; 
Invoke  the  God,  and  all  tlie  mighty  Pow'rs, 
That  Wine  may  not  defraud  thy  Genial  hours. 
Then  in  ambiguous  Words  thy  suit  prefer  ; 
Which  she  may  know  were  all  addrest  to 

her,  641 

In  liquid  purple  Letters  write  her  Name, 
Which  she  may  read,  and  reading  find  thy 

Flame. 
Then  may  your  Eyes  confess  your  mutual 

Fires  ; 
(For  Eyes  have  Tongues,  and  glances  tell 

desires) 
Whene'er  she  Drinks,  be  first  to  take  the 

Cup; 
And  where  she  laid  her  Lips,  the  Blessing  sup. 
When   she  to  Carving  does  her  Hand  ad- 
vance, 
Put    out    tby    own,  and    touch   it   as   by 

chance.  649 

Thy  service  ev'n  her  Husband  must  attend  : 
(A  Husband  is  a  mast  convenient  Friend.) 
Seat  the  fool  Cui  kold  in  the  highest  place  : 
And  with  thy  Garland  his  dull  Temples 

grace. 
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Whether  below,  or  eaual  in  degree,  | 

Let  him  be  Lord  of  all  the  Company  ;  > 
And  what  he  sayi,  i>e  seconded  by  Thee.  ) 
'Ti$  coiuinon  to  deceive  through  friendships 

Name : 
But   common   though   it  be,  'tb   still    tu 

blarn.' : 
Thus  Factors  frcquculiy  their  Trust  betray. 
And  to  themselves  their  Maiiters  i;aiiis  con- 
vey. /><» 
Drink  to  a  certain  Pitch,  and  then  give  o'rc  ; 
Thy  Tongue  and  Feet  may  stumble,  drinking 

more. 
Of  drunken  Quarrels  in  her  sight  beware  ; 
Pot  Valour  only  serves  to  fright  the  Fair. 
EurytioH  justly  fell,  by  Wine  opi)re»t. 
For  his  rude  Riot  at  a  Wedding-Feast. 
Sing,  if  you  have  a  Voice  ;  and  siiow  your 

Parts 
In  Dancing,  if  endu'd  with  Dancing  Arts. 
Do  any  thing  within  your  jwwer  to  please  ; 
Nay,  ev'n  affect  a  seeming  Drunkenness  ; 
Clip  every  word ;    and  if  by  chance  you 
speak  671 

Too  home ;    or  if  too  broud  a  Jest  you 

break ; 
In  your  excuse  the  Company  will  joyn, 
Aud  lay  the  Fault  uiwn  the  Force  of  Wine. 
True  Drunkenness  is  subject  to  offend  ; 
Hut   when  'tis  feign'd,  'tii  oft  a  Lover's 

Friend. 
Then  safely  you  may  praise  her  beauteous 

Face, 
And  call  him  Happy,  who  is  in  her  grace. 
Her  Husband  thinks  himself  the  Man  de- 

sign'd  ; 
But  curse  the  Cuckold  in  your  secret  Mind. 
When  all  are  risen,  and  prei>are  to  go,     63i 
MiK  with  the  Croud,  ami  tread  uiwn  lier  Toe. 
This    is    the    ptopet   time   to    make    thy 

Court ; 
For  now  she's  in  the   Vein,  and   fit   for 

S|K>rt ; 
Lay  Basiifulncss,  that  rustick  Virtue,  by  ; 
To  manly  Confidence  thy  Thoughts  apply. 
On  Fortune's  Foretop  timely  fix  thy  hold  ; 
Now  speak  and  »[Ked,  for  Venus  loves  the 

old. 
No  Rules  of  Rhetorick  here  I  need  afford  : 
Only  begin,  and  trust  the  following  word  ; 
It  will  be  Wittv  of  its  own  accord.  691 

Act  well  the  Lover,  let  thy  Speech  abound 
In  dying  words,  that  represent  thy  Wound. 


Distrust  not  her  belief ;  she  will  be  mov  d  ; 
All  women  think  they  merit  to  be  ley  d. 

Sotnctimes  a  Man  begins  to  Love  in  Jest, 
And,  after,  feels  the  Torments  1  c  profesl. 
For  your  own  sakes  be  pitiful  yw  l-air  ; 
For  a  leign'd  Passion  may  a  true  prepaio, 
Uy  FLttcries  we  prevail  on  Woman-ki.  a  ; 
As  hollow  Banks  by  Streams  are  undcr- 
min'd.  „       701 

Tell  her,  her  Face  is  Fair,  her  tycs  are 

Her  Taper  Fingers  praise,  and  little  Feet. 
Such  Praises  ev'n  the  Chasl  arc  pleas  d  to 

hear ;  .        .    „ 

Both  Maids  and  Matrons  hold  their  Beauty 

dear. 
Once  naked  Pallas  with  Jove  s  Queen  ap- 

pear'd ; 
And  still  they  grieve  that  Venus  was  pre- 

fer'd. 
Praise  the  proud  Peacock,  and  he  spreads 

his  Tram ; 
Be  silent,  and  he  pulls  it  in  again. 
Pleas'd  is  the  Courser  in  his  rapid  Race  ;  7 10 
Applaud  his  Running,  and  he  mends  his 

But  largely  promise,  and  devoutly  swear  ; 

And,  if  need  be,  call  ev'ry  God  to  hear. 

Jove  sits  above,  forgiving  with  a  Smile 

The  Perjuries  that  easy  Maids  beguile. 

He  swore  to  Juno  by  the  Slygian  Lake  : 

Forsworn,  he  dares  not  an  Example     ~ 

Or  punish  Falshood,  for    his    ovmi    : 

sake.  ' 

'  f  is  for  our  lut'rest  that  the  Gods  shou  tl 
be  • 

I^t  us  believe  'em  :  I  believe,  they  ste,  7-!o 

And  both  reward,  and  punish  equall) . 

Not  that  they  Uve  above  like  lazy  Drones, 

Or  Kings  below,  supme  upon  their  Thrones 

Lead  then  your  Lives  as  present  in  their  > 
sight ; 

Be  Just  in  Dealings,  and  defend  the  right ; 

By  Fraud  betray  not,  nor  Oppress  by  Might. 

But  'tis  a  Venial  Sin  to  Cheat  the  Fair ; 

All  Men  have  Liberty  of  Conscience  there. 

On  cheating  Nymphs  a  Cheat  is  well  de- 
sign'd  ;  ^ 

'TIS  a  prophaiie  and  a  dtceitful  Kind.    "P 
'Tis  said,  that  /S"ypt  lor  nine  Years  was 
drv 

Nor  Nile  did  Floods,  nor  Ilcav'n  did  Ruin 

suj)ply. 
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A  Foreigner  At  length  inform'd  the  King, 
That  slaughter'd  Guesu  would  kindly  Mois- 
ture brine. 
The  King  re[^'d,  On  thee  the  Lot  shall  fall, 
Be  thou,  my  Guest,  the  Sacrifice  for  ill. 
Thus  PhaUiris,  Perillus  taught  to  low. 
And  made  him  season  first  the  brazen  Cow 
A  rightful  Doom,  the  Laws  of  Nature  cry, 
'lis,  the  Artificers  of  Death  should  die.  740 
Thus  justly  Women  suffer  by  Deceit ; 
Their  Practice  authorizes  us  to  cheat. 
Beg  her,  with  Tears,  thy  warm  Desires  to 

grant; 
For  Tean  will  pierce  a  Heart  of  Adamant. 
If  Tears  will  not  be  squeez'd,  then  rub  your 

Eye, 
Or  noint  the  Lids,  and  seem  at  least  to  cry. 
Kiss,  if  you  can :   Kesbtance  if  she  make, 
And  will  not  give  you  Kisses,  let  her  take. 
Fie,  fie,  you  naughty  Man,  are  Words  of 

Course ;  7^j 

Slie  struggles  but  to  be  sulxlu'd  by  Force. 
Kiss  only  soft,  I  charge  you,  and  beware, 
With  your  hard  bristles  not  to  brush  the 

Fair, 
lie  who  has  gainM  a  Kiss,  and  gains  no 

more, 
Deserves  to  lose  the  Bliss  he  got  before. 
If  once  she  kiss,  her  Mc.ining  is  exprcst ; 
There  wants  but  little  Pushing  for  the  rest. 
Which  if  thou  dost  not  gain,  by  Strength 

or  Art, 
Tlie  Name  of  Clown  then  suits  with  thy 

Desert ; 
'lis  downiight  Dulness,  and  a  shameful 

Part. 
Pcrhajw,  she  calls  it  Force  ;    but,  if  she 

'scape,  760 

She  will  not  thank  you  for  th'  omitted  Rajx-. 
The  Sex  b  cunning  to  conceal  their  Fires  ; 
Tliey  would  be  forc'd,  ev'n  to  their  own 

Desires. 
They  seem  t'  accuse  you,  with  a  down-cast 

Sight, 
But  in  their  Souls  confess  you  did  them 

right. 
Who  might  be  forc'd,  and  yet  untouch'd 

Tiuiik  with  their  Tongues,  but  curse  you 
with  their  Heart. 


7,16  Be  ihon,  my  Guest]  TAe  editors  give  Bi- 
Ihou  my  Curst 


Fair  Pkc^  and  her  Sister  did  prefer, 
To  their  dull  Mates,  the  noble  Uavishcr. 

What  Dtidamia  did,  in  Days  of  Yore,  770 
The  Tale  ii  old,  but  worth  the  reading 

o'er. 
When  Vtnus  had  the  golden  Apple  gain'd, 
And  the  iuat  Judge  fair  Htlltn  had  obuin'd : 
When   she   with   Triumf^   was  at    Tr»y 

receiv'd. 
The    Trojans   joyful    while    the   Creeians 

griev'd : 
They  vow'd  Revenge  of  violated  Laws, 
And  Greece  was  arming  in  the  Cuckold's 

Cause: 
AehHUs,  bv  his  Mother  wam'd  from  War, 
Disguis'd  his  Sex,  and  lurk'd  among  the 

Fair, 
What  means  Eadies  to  spin  and  sow  ?  780 
With  Si)ear,  and  Sword,  in  Field  thy  Valour 

show  ; 
And,  leaving  thb,  the  Nobler  Pallas  know. 
Why  dost  thou  in  that  Hand  the  Distull 

wield. 
Which  is  more  worthy  to  sustain  a  Shield  ? 
Or  with  that  other  draw  the  woolly  Twine, 
The  same  the  Fates  for  Hector's  Thread 

assign  ? 
Brandish    thy   Faucliion    in    thy   pow'rful 

Hand, 
Whirh  can  alone  the  pond'rous  Lance  com- 
mand. 
Tn  the  same  Room  by  chance  the  RoyaK 

Maid  I 

Was   lodg'd,  and,   by   his   seeming  Sexi- 

betray'd,  790 1 

Close  to  her  Side  the  Youthful  Heroe  laid./ 
I  know  not  how  his  Courtship  he  began  ; 
But,  to  her  Cost,  she  found  it  was  a  Man. 
'Tis  thought  she  struggled  ;   but  withal  'tis 

thought. 
Her  Wish  was  to  be  conquer'd,  when  she 

fought. 
For  when  disclos'd,  and  hast'ning  to  the 

Field, 
He  laid  his  DistaS  down,  and  took  the 

Shield, 
With  Tears  her  humble  Suit  she  did  prefer. 
And  thought  to  stay  the  grateful  Ravisher. 
She  sighs,  she  sobs,  she  begs  him  not  to 

I»rt :  8co 

And  now  'tis  Nature,  what  before  was  Art. 
She  strives  by  Force  her  Lover  to  detain, 
And  wishes  to  be  ravish'd  once  again. 
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This  is  the  Sex  ;  they  will  not  first  begin. 
But,  when  compeird,  are  pleas  d  to  suffer 

Is  there,  who  thinks  that  Women  first  should 

woo  ;  ,    ..  1  r. 

Lay  by  thy  Sel£-Conceit,  thou  foolish  Beaux. 
Becin,  and  save  their  Modesty  the  Shame  ; 
Tis  well  for  thee,  if  they  receive  thy  Flame. 
Tis  decent  for  a  Man  to  speak  his  Mmd  ;  8io 
They  but  expect  th'  Occasion  to  be  kind. 
Ask,  that  thou  may'st  enjoy  ;  she  waits  for 

this ;  ,         ■■     ..u 

And  on   thy   first  Advance  depends   thy 

Bliss.  ,     ,,  . 

Ev'n  Jove  himself  was  forc'd   to  sue  for 

Love  ;  „.  .    . 

None  of  the  Nymphs  did  first  soUicit  Jove. 
But  if  you  find  your  Pray'rs  encrcase  her 

Pride,  ^     _. , 

Strike  Sail  awhile,  and  wait  another  1  ide. 
They  fly  when  we  pursue  ;  but  make  Delay, 
And  when  they  see  you  slacken,  they  will 

Sometimes  it  profits  to  conceal  your  End  ; 
Name  not  your  self  her  Lover,  but  her 

Friend.  ,  ^        8" 

How  many  skittish  Girls  have  thus  been 

caught  ?  ^  .      , 

He   prov'd   a   Lover,   who  a   Friend   was 

thought. 
Sailors    by   Sun    and   Wind    are    swarthy 

made ;  .  .i    • 

A  tanii'd  Complexion  best  becomes  their 

Trade. 

'Tis  a  Disgrace  to  Ploughmen  to  bt  fair  ; 

Bluff  Cheeks  they  have,  and  weather- 
beaten  Hair. 

Th'  ambitious  Youth,  who  seeks  an  Olive 
Crown, 

Is  Sun-burnt  with  his  daily  Toil,  and  brown. 

But  if  the  Lover  hopes  to  be  in  Grace,  830 

Wan  be  his  Looks,  and  meager  be  his  Face. 

That  Colour,  from  the  Fair,  Compassion 

draws :  ,        .c    . 

She  thinks  you  sick,  and  thinks  herself  the 

Cause.  ,    ,     r  X 

Orion  wandcr'd  in  the  Woods  for  Love,     ) 
His  Paleness  did  theNymphs  to  Pity  move; 
His  ghastly  Visage  argu'd  hidden  Love. 
Nor  fail  a  Night-Cap,  in  full  Health, 

wear  : 
Neglect    thy    Dress,   and   discompose    thy 

Hair. 


All  things  are  decent,  that  in  Love  avail. 
Read  long  by  Night,  and  study  to  be  pale : 
Forsake  your  Food,  refuse  your  needful 
Rest  *  8'^' 

Be  miserable,  that  you  may  be  blest. 
Shall  I  complain,  or  shall  I  warn  you 

most  ?  ..,.,11 

Faith,  Truth,  and  Friendship  in  the  WorW 

are  lost ; 
A  little  and  an  empty  Name  they  boast. 
Trust  not  thy  Friend,  much  less  thy  Mistress 

praise : 
If  he  believe,  thou  may'st  a  Rival  raise. 
'Tis  true,  Patroclus,  by  no  Lust  mis-led. 
Sought  not  to  stain  his  dear  Companion's 

Bed. 
Nor  Pylades  Hermione  embrac'd  ;  850 

Ev'n  Phadra  to  Perilhous  still  was  chaste. 
But  hope  not  thou,  in  this  vile  Age,  to  find 
Those  rare  Examples  of  a  faithful  Mind. 
The   Sea   shall   sooner  with   sweet    Hony 

Or  from  the  Furzes  Pears  and  Apples  grow. 
We  Sin  with  Gust,  we  love  by  Fraud  to 


to 


gain : 
And  find  a  Pleasure  in  our  Fellows  Pain. 
From  Rival  Foes  you  may  the  Fair  defend ; 
But  would  you  ware*  the  Blow,  beware  your 

Friend. 
Beware  your  Brother,  and  your  next  of 

Kin  •  ^ 

But  from  your  Bosom  Friend  your  Care 

begin. 
Here  I  had  erded,  but  Exper.iice  hnds, 
That  sundry  Women  are  of  sundry  Minds ; 
With   various  Crochets  fill'd,  and  hard  to 

please ;  ,     , 

They  therefore  must  be  caught  by  various 

Ways. 
All  things  are  not  produc'd  m  any  sou ; 
This  Ground  for  Wine  is  proper,  that  for  Oi . 
So  'tis  in  Men,  but  more  in  women-kind : 
Diff'rcnt  in  Face,  in  Manners,  and  in  Mmd :  [ 
But  wise  Men  shift  their  Sails  with  ev  ry 
Wind:  ..   ^^V 

As  changeful  Proteus  vary'd  oft  his  blia[)e, 
And  did  in  sundry  Forms  and  Figures  'scape ; 
A  running  Stream,  a  standing  Tree  became, 
A  roaring  Lyon,  or  a  bleating  Lamb. 
Some  Fish  with  Harpons,  some  witii  Darts 

are  strook. 
Some  drawn  with  Nets,  some  hang  upon  the 
Hook: 
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So  turn  thv  self ;  and,  imitating  them, 

Try  sev'ral  Tricks,  and  change  thy  Strata- 
gem. 

One  Rule  will  not  for  difi'rent  Ages  hold  ; 

The  Jades  grow  cunning,  as  they  grow  more 
old.  880 

Then  talk  not  Bawdy  to  the  bashful  Maid  ; 

Bug  words  will  make  her  Innocence  afraid. 


Nor  to  an  ign'rant  Girl  of  Learning  speak  ; 
She  thinks  you  conjure,  when  you  talk  in 

Greek 
And    hence   'tis    often   seen,  the    Simple 

shun 
The  Learn'd,  and  into  vile  Embraces  run. 
Fart  of  my  Task  is  done,  and  part  to  do  ; 
But  here  'tis  time  to  rest  my  self  and  you. 


FROM  OVID'S  AMOURS. 

BOOK    I.       ELEG.    I. 


For  mighty  Wars  I  thought  to  Tune  my 

Lute, 
And  make  my  Measures  to  my  Subject  suit 
Six  Feetfor  ev'ry  Verse  the  Muse  design'd: 
ButCu^'i,laughing,when  he  sawmy  Mind, 
From  ev'ry  Second  Verse  a  Foot  purloin'd. 
Who  gave  Thee,  Boy,  this  Arbitrary  sway, 
On  Subjects, not  thyown, Commands  to  lay, 
Who  Phoebus  only  and  his  Laws  obey  ? 
'Tis  more  absurd  than  if  the  Queen  of  Love 
Should  in  Minerva's  arms  to  Battel  move  ; 
Or  Manly  Pallas  from  that  Queen  should 

take  I I 

Her  Torch,  and  o're  the  dying  Lover  shake. 
In  fields  as  well  may  Cynthia  sow  the  Corn, 
Or  Ceres  wind  in  Woods  the^  Bugle  Horn. 
As  well  may  Phcebus  quit  the  trembling 

String, 
For  Sword  and  Shield  ;  and  Mars  may  learn 

to  Sing. 
Already  thy  Dominions  are  too  large  ; 
be  not  ambitious  of  a  Foreign  Charge. 


If  thou  wilt  Reign  e're  all,  and  ev'ry  where. 
The  God  of  Musick  for  his  Harp  may  fear.  20 
Thus   when   with   soaring    Wings    I   seek 

Renown, 
Thou  pluck'st  my  Pinnions,  and  I  flutter 

down. 
Cou'd  I  on  such  mean  Thoughts  my  Muse 

employ, 
I  want  a  Mistress  or  a  Blooming  Boy. 
Thus  I  complain'd :    his  Bow  the  Stripling 

bent, 
And  chose  an  Arrow  fit  for  his  Intent. 
The  Shaft  his  purpose  fatally  pursues ; 
Now,  Poet,  there's  a  Subject  for  thy  Muse. 
He  said,  (too  well,  alas,  he  knows  his  Trade,) 
For   in   my   Breast  a  Mortal  Wound    he 

made.  30 

Far  hence,  ye  proud  Hexameters,  remove. 
My  Verse  is  pac'd  and  tramel'd  into  love. 
With  Myrtle  Wreaths  my  thoughtful  brows 

inclose. 
While  in  unequal  Verse  I  sing  my  Woes. 


l\ 


FROM  OVID'S  AMOURS. 

BOOK  I.       ELEG,  IV. 


To  his  Mistress,  whose  Husband  is  invited 
to  a  Feast  with  them.  The  Poet  instructs  her 
how  to  behave  herself  in  his  Company, 

Your  husband    will   be   with   us  at    the 

Treat ; 
May  that  be  the  last  Supper  he  shall  Eat. 
And  am  poor  I,  a  Guest  invited  there. 
Only  to  see,  while  he  may  touch  the  Fair  ? 

Ovid's  Art  or  Love.    88j  Bug]  T/ie  editors 
fizt  Broad 
Ovid's  .\mours,  1. 1.  and  I.  iv.    Text  of  1704. 


To  see  you  Kiss  and  Hug  your  natseous 

Lord, 
While  his  leud  Hand  descends  below  the 

Board? 
Now  wonder  not  that  Hippodamia's  Charms, 
At  such  a  sight,  the  Centaurs  urg'd  to  Arms  ; 
That  in  a  rage  they  threw  their  Cups  aside. 
Assail' d  the  Bridegroom,  and  wou'd  force 

the  Bride.  10 


I.  IV.  3  poor  I,  B  Gupst]  Tie  editors  delete  ih* 
rofuma  and  thereby  gtvt  a  stnst  other  than 
Ovid's  and  Dryden's. 


n 
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I  am  not  half  a  Horse.  (I  would  I  were:) 
Yet  hardly  can  from  you  my  Hands  wrbear. 
Take  then  my  Counsel;    which  obscrvd, 

may  be  , 

Of  some  Importance  both  to  you  anj  me. 
Be  sure  to  come  before  your  Man  be  there  , 
Sere's  nothing  can  be  done ;   but  come 

Sit  next  him'  (that  belongs  to  Decency  ;) 
I'.ut  tread  upon  my  Foot  in  passing  by. 

ead?n  my'Looks  what  silently  they  speak. 
And  slily.  with  your  Eyes,  your  Answ^e^r 

Mv  Lifted"  Eye-brow  shall  declare  my  Pain ; 
My  Right-Hand  to  his  fellow  shall  complam ; 
And  on  the  Back  a  Letter  shall  design  ; 
Slides  a  Note  that  shall  be  Wnt  in  Wine 
When  e're  vou  think  upon  our  last  fcmbrace. 
With  your  Fore-finger  gently  touch  your 

If  anv  Word  of  mine  offend  my  Dear, 
Putuwith  your  Hand,  the  Velvet  of  your 

If  you  are  pleas'd  with  what  I  do  or  say, 
Handle  your  Rings,  or  with  your  Fmge« 

As  sSpp^liants  use  at  Altars,  hold  the  Boord 
Whene^e  you  wish  the  Devil  may  take 

WhenTe   fills"  for  you,  never  touch   the 

But  bilTth'  officious  Cuckold  drink  it  up. 
The  Waiter  on  those  Services  employ  ; 
Drink  ycu.  and  I  will  snatch  it  from  the 

WatcEg  the  part  where  your  sweet  Mouth 

hath  been.  ,       ,  .    . 

And  thence,  with  eager  Lips,  wi  I  suck  it  m. 
If  he.  with  Clownish  Manners,  thinks  it  ht 
To  taste,  and  offer  you  the  nasty  Bit,       40 
Reject  his  greaxy  Kindness,  and  restore 
W  unsav'ry  Morsel  he  had  chew'd  before. 
Nor  let  his  Arms  embrace  your  Neck,  nor 

rest 
Your  tender  Cheek  upon  hU  hairy  Breast. 
I^t  not  his  Hand  within  your  B«om  stray, 
And  rudely  with  your  pretty  Bubbles  play. 
But  above  all,  let  him  no  Kiss  receive  ; 
That's  an  Offence  I  never  can  forgive. 


Do  not.  0  do  not  that  sweet  Mouth  resign. 
Lest  I  rUe  up  in  Arms,  and  cry,  Tb  mine.  50 
I  shall  thrust  in  betwixt,  and  void  of  Fear 
The  manifest  Adult'rer  will  aopear. 
These  things  are  plain  to  Sight ;  but  more 

I  doubt  .  T.  ...... 

What  you  conceal  beneath  your  Petticoat. 
Take  not  his  Leg  between  your  tender 

Thighs,  .  „     ^ 

Nor,  with  your  Hand,  provoke  my  Foe  to 

rise.  »  J    1 

How  many  Love-Invcntions  Ideplore, 
Which  I,  my  self,  have  practis  d  all  before  ? 
How  oft  have  I  been  forc'd  the  Robe  to  1^ 
In  Company;  to  make  a  homely  shift  60 
For  a  bare  Bout,  ill  huddled  o're  m  hast. 
While  o're  my  side  the  Fair  her  Mantle  cast. 
You  to  your  Husband  shall  not  be  so  kind ; 
But.  lest  vou  shou'd.  your  Mantle  leave 

behind.  .      ,r.     •• 

Encourage  him  to  Tope  ;  but  Kiss  him  not, 
Nor  mix  one  drop  of  Water  in  his  Pot. 
If  he  be  Fuddled  well,  and  Snores  apace 
Then  we  may  take  Advice  from  Time  and 

Place.  „       , 

When  all  depart,  when  Complements  arc 

Be  sure  to  mix  among  the  thickest  Crowd 
There  I  will  be.  ?nd  there  we  cannot  miss,  71 
Perhaps  to  Grubble,  or  at  least  to  Kiss 
Alas,  what  length  of  Labour  I  employ, 
Tust  to  secure  a  short  and  transient  Joy ! 
For  Night  must  part  us :   and  when  ^lght 

is  come,  ,        t     ,     1       ., 

Tuck'd  underneath  his  Arm  he  leads  you 

Home.  .     -^ 

lU  locks  you  in  ;  I  follow  to  the  Door, 
His  Fortune  envy,  and  my  own  deplore. 
He  kisses  you,  he  more  than  kisses  too  ; 
Th'  outrageous  Cuckold  thinks  it  all  his  due. 
But,  add  not  to  his  Joy,  by  your  consent,  81 
And  let  it  not  be  giv'n,  but  only  lent. 
Return  no  Kiss,  nor  move  in  any  sort ; 
Make  it  a  dull  and  a  malignant  Sport. 
Had  I  my  Wish,  he  shou'd  no  Pleasure  take. 
But  slubber  o're  your  Business  for  my  sake. 
And  what  e're  Fortune  shall  tins  Night 

bcfal 
Coax  me  to-morrow,  by  forswearing  all. 
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If  for  thy  self  thou  wilt  not  watch  thy 

Whore, 
Watch  her  for  me,  that  I  may  love  her 

more. 
What  comes  with  ease.we  nauseously  receive, 
Who,  but  a  Sot,  wou'd  scorn  to  love  with 

leave  ? 
With  hopes  and  fears  my  Flames  are  blown 

up  higher ; 
Make  me  despair,  and  then  I  can  desire. 
Give  me  a  Jilt  to  tease  my  Jealous  mind  ; 
Di^ceits  are  Vertues  in  the  Female  kind. 
Corinna  my  Fantastick  humour  knew, 
Play'd  trick  for  trick,  and  kept  her  self  still 

new :  lo 

She,  that  next  night  I  might  the  sharper 

come. 
Fell    out   with   me,  and  sent   me  fasting 

home  ; 
Or  some  pretence  to  lye  alone  vkould  t  ike, 
Whene'er  she  pleas'd  her  ncpd  and  teeth 

wou'd  ake : 
Till  having  won  me  to  the  highest  strain, 
She  took  occasion  to  be  sweet  again. 
With  what  a  Gust,  ye  Gods,  we  then  im- 

brac'd  ! 
How  every  kiss  was  dearer  than  the  last ! 

Thou  whom  I  now  adore,  be  edify'd, 
Take  care  that  I  may  often  be  deny'd.      20 
Forget  the  promis'd  hour,  or  feign  some 

fright. 
Make  me  Ive  rough  on  Bulks  each  other 

Night. ' 
Tui'se  are  the  Arts  that  best  secure   thy 

reign. 
And  this  the  Food  that  must  my  Fires 

maintain. 
Gross  easie  Love  does  like  gross  diet,  pall. 
In  squeasie  Stomachs  Honey  turns  to  Gall. 
Had  Danae  not  been  kept  in  brazen  Tow'rs, 
Jove  had  not  thought  her  worth  his  Golden 

Show'rs. 


Ovid's  Amours, 
original  of  1693. 


ir.   zix.       Text   from  the 


When  Juno  to  a  Cow  tum'd  lo's  Shape,  39 
The  Watchman  helpt  her  to  a  second  Leap. 
Let   him  who   loves   an  easie  Whetstone 

Whore. 
Pluck  leaves  from  Trees,  and  drink  the 

Common  Shore. 
The  Jilting  Harlot  strikes  the  surest  blow, 
A  truth  which  I  by  sad  Experience  know. 
The  kind  poor  constant  Creature  we  despise, 
Man  but  pursues  the  Quarry  while  it  flies. 

But  thou  dull  Husband  of  a  Wife  too  fair, 
Stand  on  thy  Guard,  and  watch  the  pretious 

Ware; 
If  creaking  Doors,  or  barking  Dogs  thou 

hear. 
Or  Windows  scratcht,  suspect  a  Rival  there. 
An  Orange-wench  wou'd  tempt  thy  Wife 

abroad ;  .  41 

Kick  her,  for  she's  a  Letter-bearing  Bawd  ; 
In  short,  be  Jealous  as  the  Devil  in  Hell ; 
And  set  my  Wit  on  work  to  cheat  thee  well. 
The  sneakmg  City  Cuckold  is  my  Foe, 
I  scorn  to  strike,  but  when  he  Wards  the 

blow. 
Look  to  thy  hits,  and  leave  off  thy  Con- 
niving, 
I'll  be  no  Drudge  to  any  Wittall  living ; 
I  have  been  iiatient,  and  forborn  thee  long, 
In  hope  thou  wou'dst  not  pocket  up  thy 

wrong :  50 

If  no  Affront  can  rouse  thee,  understand 
I'll  take  no  more  Indulgence  at  thy  hand. 
What,  ne'er  to  be  forbid  thy  House,  and 

Wife! 
Damn  him  who  loves  to  lead  so  dull  a  life. 
Now  I  can  neither  sigh,  nor  whine,  nor  pray, 
All  those  occasions  thou  hast  ta'ne  away. 
Why  art  thou  so  incorrigibly  Civil  ? 
Doe  somewhat  I  may  wish    thee  at    the 

Devil. 
For  shame  be  no  Accomplice  in  my  Treason, 
A  Pimping  Husband  is  too  much  in  reason. 
Once  more  wear  horns,  before  I  quite 

forsake  her,  61 

In  hopes  whereof  I  rest  thy  Cuckold-maker. 


[TRANSLATIONS   FROM  JUVENAL.] 


THE   FIRST  SATYR. 


ARGUMENT  of  the  first  Satyr. 

The  Poet  gives  us  first  a  kind  of  humorous 
Reason  for  his  Writing :   That  being  prot>ok'd 
by  hearing  so  many  ill  Poets  rehearse  their 
Works,  he  does  himself  Justice  on  them,  by 
giving  them  as  bad  as  they  bring.    But  stnce 
no  man  will  rank  himself  with  ill  Writers,  Its 
easie  to  conclude,  that  if  such  Wretches  cou  d 
draw  an  Audience,  he  thought  it  no  hard 
ntatle     to  excel  them,  and   gain    a  greater 
esteem  with  the  Puhlick.    Next  he  informs  us 
more  openly,  why  he  rather  addicts  himself  to 
.Satyr,  than  any  other  kind  of  Poetry.    And 
here  he  discovers  that  it  is  not  so  much  his 
indignation  u  ill  Poets,  as  to  ill  .Men,  which 
has  prompted  him  to  write.     He   therefore 
gives  us  a  summary  and  general  view  of  the 
Vices  and  Follies  reigning  in  his  time.    So 
that  this  first  Satyr  is  the  natural  Ground- 
work of  all  the  rest.    Herein  he  confines  himself 
to  no  one  Subject,  but  strikes  indifferently  at 
all  Men  in  his  -vay  :  In  every  following  Satyr 
he  has  chosen  some  particular  Moral  which  he 
wou'd  inculcate  ;  and  lashes  some  particular 
Vice  or  Folly,  (An  Art  with  which  our  Lam- 
pooners are  not  much  acquainted.)  But  our 
Poel  being  desirous  to  reform  his  own  Age, 
and  not  daring  to  attempt  it  by  an  Overt  act 
of   naming   living    Persons,    inveighs   onely 
against  those  who  were  infamous  in  the  times 
immediately  preceding  his,  whereby  he  not  only 
gives  a  fair  warning  to  Great  Men,  that  their 
Memory  lies  at  the  mercy  of  future  Poets  and 
Historians,  but  also  with  a  finer  stroke  of  his 
Pen,  brands  ev'n  the  living,  and  personates 
them  under  dead  mens  Names. 

I  ha'ie  avoided  as  much  as  I  cou'd  possibly 
the  borrowed  Learning  of  Marginal  Notes  and 
Illustrations,  and  for  that  reason  have  Trans- 
lated this  Satyr  somewhat  largely.  And  freely 
own  (if  it  be  a  fault)  that  I  have  likewise  omitted 
most  of  the  Proper  Names,  because  I  thought 
they  wou'd  not  much  edifie  the  Reader.     To 

Tramsi-Vtioss  frou  Iuvenal.  T-«t  from  the 
original  edition,  Uk).i.  The  currei..  texts  liavrt 
several  bad  errors,  especially  in  VI.  797and86i, 
and  X.  517. 


conclude,  if  in  two  or  three  places  I  have  deserted 
all  the  Comhienlators,  'tis  because  I  thought 
they  first  des.rted  my  Author,  or  at  least  have 
left  him  in  so  much  obscurity,  that  too  much 
room  is  left  for  guessing. 

THE  1  FIRST   SATYR. 

Still  shall  I  hear,  and  never  quit  the  Score, 
Stun'd  with  hoarse  ^Codrus  Theseid,  o're 

and  o're  ? 
Shall  this  man's  Elegies  and  t'other's  Play 
Unpunish'd  Murther  a  long  Summer's  day  ? 
Huge  •  Telephus,  a  formidable  page. 
Cries  Vengeance ;  and  » Or«/«'i  bulky  rage, 
Unsatisfy'd  with  Margins  closely  writ. 
Foams  o  re  the  Covers,  and  not  finish'd  yet. 
No  Man  can  take  a  more  familiar  note 
Of   his   own    Home,   than    I   of    ViiUan's 
Grott,  «o 

Or*  Mars  hisGrove, or  hollow  winds  that  blow 
From  JEtna  .op,  or  tortur'd  Ghosts  below. 
I  know  by  rote  the  Fam'd  Exploits  of  Greece ; 
The  Centaurs  furv,  and  the  Golden  Fleece ; 
Through  the  thick  shades  th*  Eternal  Scribler 

hauls  ; 
And  shakes  the  Statues  on  their  Pedestals. 
The  »best  and  worst  on  the  same  Theme 

employs 
His  Muse,  and  plagues  us  with  an  equal  noise. 

Provok'd  by  these  Incorrigible  Fools, 
I  left  declaiming  in  pedantick  Schools  ;    20 
Where,  with   Men-boys,   I   strove  to  get 

Renown, 
Advising  •  SyZ/a  to  a  private  Gown. 
But,  since  the  World  with  Writing  is  pos-j 
sest,  I 

I'll  versifie  in  spite  ;  and  do  my  best 
To  make  as  much  waste  Paper  as  the  rest.  / 

But  why  I  lift  aloft  the  Satyrs  Kotl, 
And  tread  the  Path  which  fam'd  ''Luciluts 

trod, 
Attend  the  Causes  which  my  Muse  have  led : 
When  Sapless  Eunuchs  mount  the  Marriage- 
bed,  ,  , 
When  "Mannish  Mevia,  that  two-handed 
Whore,  y> 
Astride  on  Horse-back  hunts  the  Tuscan  Boar; 
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When  all  our  Lords  are  by  his  Wealth 

outvy'd, 
Whose  *Razour  on  my  callow-beard  was 

try'd; 
When  I  behold  the  Spawn  of  conquer'd  Nile 
Crispinus  '•  both  in  Birth  and  Manners  vile, 
Pacing  in  oomp,  with  Cloak  of  Tyrian  dye, 
Chang'd  oft  a  day  for  needless  Luxury  ; 
And  finding  oft  occasion  to  be  fan'd. 
Ambitious  to  produce  his  Lady-hand  ; 
Charg'd '"  with  light  Summer-rings  his  fingers 
sweat,  40 

Unable  to  support  a  Gem  of  weight : 
Such  fulsom  Objects  meeting  every  where, 
'Tis  hard  to  write,  but  harder  to  forbear. 

To  view  so  lewd  a  Town,  and  to  refrain, 
What  Hoops  of  Iron  cou'd  my  Spleen  con- 
tain I 
When  "*  pleading  Matho,  born  abroad  for  Air, 
With  his  Fat  Paunch  fills  his  new  fashion'd 

Chair, 
And  after  him  the  Wretch  in  Pomp  con- 

vey'd. 
Whose  Evidence  his  Lord  and  Friend  be- 

tray'd. 
And  but  the wish'd  Occasion  does  attend  50 
From  the  poor  Nobles  the  last  Spoils  to 

rend, 
Whom  ev'n  Spies  dread  as  their  Supcriour 

Fiend, 
And  bribe  with  Presents,  or,  when  Presents 

fail. 
They  send  their  prostituted  Wives  for  bail : 
When  Night-performance  holds  the  -ilace 

of  Merit, 
And  Brawn  and  Back  the  next  of  Kin  dis- 
herit ; 
For  such  good  Parts  are  in  Preferment's 

way, 
The  Kich  Old  Madam  never  fails  to  pay  ; 
Her  Legacies  by  Nature's  Standard  giv'n. 
One  gains  an  Ounce,  another  gains  Eleven : 
A  dear-bought    Bargain,   all   things   duly 
weigh'd,  61 

For  which  their  thrice  Concocted  Blood  is 
paid 


What  Indignation  boils  within  my  Veins. 
When   perjure'    Guardians,   proud    with 

Impious  Gains, 
Choftk  up  the  Streets,  too  narrow  for  their 

Trams!  , 

Whose  ^yards  by  want  betray'd,  to  Crimes 

are  led  .^ 

Too  foul  to  Name,  too  fulsom  to  be  read  I 
When  he  who  pill'd  his  Province  scapes  the 

Laws, 

And  keeps  his  Money  though  he  I'it  his 

Cause: 
His  Fine  begg'd  off,  contemns  his  Infamy, 
tan  rise  at  twelve,  and  get  him  Drunk  e're 

three : 
Enjoys  his  Exile,  and,  Condemned  in  vain, 
Leaves  thee,  '•prevailing  Province,  to  com- 
plain I 
Such  Villanies  rous'd  '^Horace  into  Wrath 
And  tis  more  Noble  to  pursue  his  Path, 
Than  an  Old  Tale  of  Diomede  to  repeat,  80 
Or  lab  ring  after  tieraiUs  to  sweat. 


:i 


With  looks  as  wan,  as  he  who  in  the  Brake 
At  unawares  has  trod  unor,  a  Snake  ; 
Or  play  d  "at  Lions  a  declaiming  Prize, 
For  which  the  Vanquish'd  Rhetorician  Dyes. 

^^VXP"  t^i'oi's dekit  Iht  semicolon,  hut 

•■  t  probably  ■a.  rang. 


Or  wandring  in  the  winding  Maze  of  Crttl 
Or  with  the  winged  Smith  aloft  to  fly, 

H,"u^  "ng  Perish  with  his  foolish  Boy. 

With  what  Impatience  must  the  Muse  be- 
hold 

The  Wife  by  her  procuring  Hjsband  sold  ? 

tor  though  the  Law  makes  Null  th'  Adul- 
terer's Deed 

Of  I^nds  to  her,  the  Cuckold  may  succeed ; 

Who  his  taught  Eyes  up  to  the  Cielmg 
throws,  gT 

And  sleeps  all  over  bu*  his  wakeful  Nose. 

When  he  dares  hope  n  Colonel's  Command, 

Whose  Coursers  kept,  ran  out  his  Father's 
Land ; 

Su?,^'?*  \  Stripling  Nero's  Chariot  drove,^ 
Whirl  d  o're  the  Streets,  while  his  vain 

Master  strove 
With  boasted  Art  to  please  his  "Eunuch- 
Love. 
Wou'd  it  not  make  a  modest  Author  dare 
To  draw  his  Table-Book  within  the  Square, 
And  fill  with  Notes,  when  lolling  at  his 

ease, 

Mtcenas-X\Vt,  "the  happy  Rogue  he  sees 
Born  by  Six  wear>  'd  Slaves  m  open  View, 
Who   Cancell'd   an   old    Will,   ant?    forg'd 
a  New ;  f^j, 

Made   wealthy   at   the   small   expence   of 

Signing 
With  a  wet  Seal,  ',ad  a  fresh  Interlinhig  ? 


w 


i 
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The  Lady,  next,  requires  a  lashing  Line, 
Who  squeez'd  a  Toad  into  her  Husband  s 

Wine: 
So  well  the  fashionable  Med' cine  thrives, 
That  now  'tis  Practis'd  ev'n  by  Country 

Wives: 
Poys'ning  without  regard  of  Fame  or  Fear : 
And  spotted  Corps  are  frequent  on  the  Bier. 
Wou'dst  thou  to  Honours  and  Preferments 
climb,  I  'o 

Be  bold  in  Mischief,  dare  some  mighty  Crime, 
Which   Dungeons,  Death,  or   Banishment 

deserves : 
For  Virtue  is  but  dryly  Prais'd,  and  Sterves. 
Great   Men,  to  great  Crimes,  owe  their  \ 

Plate  Embost, 
Fair  Palaces,  and  Furniture  of  Cost ;         V 
And  high  Commands :   A  Sneaking  Sin  is 
lost.  ' 

Who  can  behold  that  rank  Old  Letcher 

keep 
His  Son's  Corrupted  Wife,  ''and  hope  to 

sleep  ? 
Or  that  Male-Harlot,  or  that  unfledg'd  Boy, 
Eager  to  Sin,  before  he  can  enjoy  ?  1 20 

H  Nature  cou'd  not.  Anger  would  indite 

Such  woeful  stuff  as  I  or  S U  write. 

Count   from  the  time,  since  Old  '•  Deu- 
calion's Boat, 
Rais'd  by  the  Flood,  did  on  Parnassus  Float ; 
And  scarcely  Mooring  on  the  Cliff,  implor'd 
An  Oracle  how  Man  might  be  restor'd  ; 
When  soften'd   Stones   and   Vital   Breath 

ensu'd, 
And  Virgins  Naked  were  by  Lovers  View'd  ; 
What  ever  since  that  Golden  Age  was  done, 
VVhat  Humane  Kind  desires,  and  what  they 
shun,  130 

Rage,   Passions,   Pleasures,   Impotence   of 

Will, 
Shall  this  Satyrical  Collection  fill. 

What  Age  so  large  a  Crop  of  Vices  bore, 
Or  when  was  Avarice  extended  more  ? 
When  were  the  Dice  with  more  Profusion 

thrown  ? 
The  well  fiU'd  Fob  not  empty 'd  now  alone, 
But  Gamesters  for  whole  Patrimonies  play  ; 
The  Steward  brings  the  Deeds  which  must 


convey 
The  lost  Estate 


What  more  than  Madness 


reigns. 
When  one  short   sitting  many   Hundreds 
Drains,  140 


And  not  enough  is  left  him  to  supply        ] 
Board-Wages,  or  a  Footman's  Livery  ?     V 
What  AgesomanySummer-Seatsdidsee? ) 
Or  which  of  our  Forefathers  far'd  so  well 
As  on  seven  Dishes,  at  a  private  Meal  ? 
Clients  of  Old  were  Feasted  ;  now  a  poor 
Divided  Dole  is  dealt  at  th'  outward  Door ; 
Which  by  the  Hungry  Rout  is  soon  dis- 

patch'd : 
The  Paltry  Largess,  too,  severely  watch'd 
E're  given ;  and  ev'ry  Face  observ'd  with 
Care,  150 

That  no  intruding  Guest  Usurp  a  share. 
Known,  you   Receive :    The  Cryer  calls ^ 

aloud 
Our  Old  Nobility  of  Trojan  Blood, 
Who  gape  among  the  Croud  for  their 

precarious  Fcmd. 
ThePraetors.and  the  Tribunes  Voice  is  heard; 
The  Ffcedman  justles  and  will  be  preferr'd ; 
First  come,  first  serv'd,  he  Cries ;   and  I, 

in  spight 
Of  your  Great  Lordships,  will  Maintain  my 

Right. 
Tho  born  a  Slave,  tho*my  torn  Ears  are 
bor'd,  159 

'Tis  not  the  Birth,  tis  Mony  makes  the  Lord. 
The  Rents  of  Five  fair  Houses  I  receive  ; 
VVhat  greater  Honours  can  the  Purple  give  ? 
The  *'  Poo:  ^atrieian  is  reduc'd  to  keep 
In  MelanchoUy  Walks  a  Grazier's  Sheep : 
Not "  Pallas  nor  Licinius  had  my  Treasure ; 
Then   let   the   Sacred   Tribunes   wait  my 

Icasure. 
Once  a  Poor  Rogue,  'tis  true,  I  trod  the 

Street, 
And  trudg'd  to  Rome  upon  my  Naked  Feet : 
Gold  is  the  greatest  God  ;  though  yet  we  see 
No  Temples  rais'd  to  Mony's  Majesty,  170 
No  Altars  fuming  to  her  Pow'r  Divine, 
Such  as  to  Valour,  Peace,  and  Virtue  Shine, 
And  Faith,  and  Concord:    "where  the 

Stork  on  high 
Seems  to  Salute  her  Infant  Progeny, 
Presaging  Pious  Love  with  her  Auspicious 
Cry. 
But    since    our    Knights    and   Senators 
account 
To  what  their  sordid  begging  Vails  amount, 
Judge  what   a  wretched  share    the  Poor 

attends, 
Whose   whole  Subsistence  on  (hose  Alms 
depends ! 
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Their  Household-Fire,  their  Rayment,  and 

their  Food,  ,80 

Prevented ••  by  those  Harpies;    when  a 

wood 
Of  Litters  thick  besiege  the  Donor's  Gate, 
And  begging  Lords,  and   teeming  Ladies 

wait 
The  promis'd  Dole :  Nay  some  have  learn'd 

the  trick 
To  beg  for  absent  persons  ;  feign  thtm  sick, 
ClMe  mew'd  m  their  Sedans,  for  fear  of  air : 
And  for  their  Wives  produce  an  empty 

Chair. 
This  u  my  Spouse :  Dispatch  her  with  her 

share. 

7"  ^P'^^"  '•    ^*  •'"  Ladyship  but  peep 
No,  Sir, 'tis  pity  to  distu  b  her  sleep.      190 
Such  fine  Employments  our  whole  days 

divide : 
The  Salutations  of  the  Morning-tide 
Call  up  the  Sun  ;  those  ended,  to  the  Hall 
We  wait  the  Patron,  hear  the  Lawyers  haul ; 
Then  "to  the  Statues  ;  where  amidst  the 

Race 
Of  Conqu'ring  Rome,  some  Arab  shews 

his  Face 
Inscrib'd  with   Titles,  and  profanes  the 

place  ; 
Fit  to  be  piss'd  against,  and  somewhat  more. 
The  Great  Man,  home  conducted,  shi-ts  his 

door; 
Old   Clients,    weary'd    out    witl     ■ 

Dismiss  their  hopes  of  eating,  an 

Though  much  against  the  grain,  o 

retire. 
Buy  Roots  for  Supper,  and  provide  a  Fire. 
Mean  time  his  Lordship  lolls  within  at 

ease, 

Pamp'ring     his     Paunch     with     Foreicn 
Rarities ;  '' 

Both  Sea  and  Land  are  ransack'd  for  the 

Feast ; 
And  his  own  Gut  the  sole  invited  Guest. 
Such  Plate,  such  Tables,  Dishes  dress'd  so 

well, 
TTiat  whole  Estates  are  swallow'd  at  a  Meal 
tv  n    Parasites    are    banish'd    from    his 

Board :  2,^ 

D^  ?"**  a  sordid  and  luxurious  Lord  •) 
nodifeious  Throat,  for  which  whole  Boars 

are  drest ; 
(A  Creature  form'd  to  furnish  out  a  Feast.) 


•■i 


But  present  Punishment  pursues  his  Maw. 
When  surfeited  and  swell'd,  the  Peacock 

raw 
He  bears  into  the  Bath ;  whence  want  of 

Breath, 
Repletions,  Apoplex,  intestate  Death. 
His  Fate  makes  Table-talk,  divulg'd  with 

scorn. 
And  he,  a  Jeast,  into  his  Grave  is  bom. 
No   Age    can   go   beyond    us:    Future 
Times  220 

^n  add  no  farther  to  the  present  Crimes. 
Our  Sons  but  the  same  things  can  wish 

and  do ; 
Vice  is  at  stand,  and  at  the  highest  flow. 
Then  Satyr  spread  thy  Sails;    take  all 
the  winds  can  blow.  \ 

Some  may,  perhaps,  demand  what  Muse  can 

yield 
Sufficient  strength  for  such  a  spacious  Field  ? 
From  whence  can  be  deriv'd  so  large  a  Vein 
Bold   Truths    to  speak,   and   spoken    to 

maintain ; 
When  God-like  Freedom  is  so  far  bereft 
The  Noble  Mind,  that  scarce  the  Name  is 
left  ?  230 

E're  Scanialum  Magnalum  was  Jegot, 
No  niatter  if  the  Great  forgave  or  not 
mX  if  that  honest  license  now  you  take,  1 
If,  into  Rogues  Omnipotent  you  rake,       \ 
Death isyourDoom.impail'dupon  a  Stake:  i 
smear'd  o're  with  Wax,  and  set  on  fire,  to 

light 

Tiic  Streets,  and  make  a  dreadful  blaze  by 

.light.  ' 

'^  all  They,  who  drench'd  three  Uncles  in 

a  draught 

Of  poys'nous  Juice,  be  then  in  Triumph 

brought. 
Make    Lanes    among    the   People  where  \ 
they  go,  240 

And,  mounted  high  on  downy  Chariots, 

throw 
Disdainful  glances  on  the  Crowd  below? 
Be  silent,  and  beware,  if  such  you  see  ; 
Tis  Defamation  but  to  say.  That's  He  ! 
Against  *'  bold  Turnus  the  Great  Trojan 
Arm, 
Amidst  their  strokes  the  Poet  gets  no  harm  : 
Aehilks  may  in  Epique  Verse  be  slain, 
And  none  of  all  his  Myrmidons  complain  : 
Hylas  may  drop  his  Pitcher,  none  will  cry  ; 
Not  if  he  drown  himself  for  company :    250 
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Uut  when  Lueilins  brandishM  hw  Pen, 
And  fla«hc«  in  the  lace  of  Guilty  Men, 
A  cold  Sweat  stands  in  drops  on  ev  ry  pert ; 
And  Rage  succeeds  to  Tears,  Revenge  to 
Smart. 


Muse,  be  advis'd  ;  'tis  past  consid'rint;  time 
When  enter'd  once  the  dangerous  Lists  oi 

Rhime:  .      .     •     • 

Since  none  the  Living-V'Haini  dare  implen«i. 
Arraign  them  in  the  Persons  of  the  Dead. 


The  End  of  the  First  Satyr. 


NOTES  TO  THE   FIRST   SATYR. 


•  Cotini*,  or  it  may  bf.  Cordus.  a  had  Poet  who 
wrote  the  Life  am)  .■\ctlon»  tiTAeutu. 

»  Tekphtte,  the  Name  of*  Trajdy. 

>  Ortslis,  another  Tragedy. 

«  Mars  his  Grave,  ^ine  CommcnUtort  take 
lhi<  Grove  to  Im  a  Ptace  where  Poett  were 
Ji'd  to  rrpeat  their  Work,  to  the  People, 
hut  more  probably  l«th  thi.  atkA  Vulean, 
Groit  or  Cilvc.  a...f  the  rert  erf  the  PI"" '"^ 
Names  here  mentioiiNI.  are  only  meant  j*  »^. 
Cor     an   Place*  of  Homer  m  his  ImiIs   and 

^*n*'bes/  andwrstx  that  fci,  the  liett  and  the 

^'^^^AdvMng  Sylla,  Re.  This  was  one  of  the 
Themes  civrn  in  tho  Schools  of  Rhetoricmns.  m 
,he.telib?rat.vo  kind;  Whrlher  SfUa^MUy 
down  the  Soprem.!  Power  of  Dictatorship,  or  still 

'^"^/H'ei/iui,  thf  first  Satyrist  of  the  Romans, 
who  wrote  long  before  Horau. 
•  Mex'ia,  a  Name  put  for  any  Impu.knt  or 

Mannish  Woman.  .    n  j^     _„.., 

»  Whose  Rasour,  *c.  JuvenoTt  Baib<-r  now 
orown  Wealthy.  .      „,  ,1.1 

••  Criepinus,  an  Egyptian  Slave ;  now  liy  his 
Richestransform'd  into  a  Nobleman. 

«'  Chart'd  milh  light  Summer  Rings,  he. 
The  Romans  were  crown  so  Effeminate  in 
Jttvemats  time,  that  they  wore  light  Rings  m  the 
Summer,  and  heavier  in  \Mnter.       .     , , ,       . 

"  il/dMo,  a  famous  Lawyer,  mention  d  in  other 
Places  by /«t¥«a/ and  A/inrtia/. 

"  At  Lyons;  a  City  in  France,  where  Annual 
Sacrifices  an«l  Uaroes  were  made  In  Honour  of 
Augustus  Casar.       .         .         „        ..      i,_„. 

"Prevailing  Province,  ic.  Here  the  Poet 
complains  that  the  Govemoors  of  Provinces  Ijeing 
accusM  for  their  unjust  Exactions  though  Hiey 
were  condemned  at  their  Tryals,  yet  got  off  l)y 

"i'^  l^orace,  who  w  te  Satyrs :  "Tis  more  Noble, 
saTS  our  Author,  to  imitate  him  in  that  way.  than 
to  write  the  Laiwurs  of  t/ercuUs,  the  Snffenng. 
of  Diomedes  and  his  Followers,  or  the  Fliclit  of 
Dedalus  who  made  the  Labyrinth,  and  the  Ueath 
of  his  Son  A-ari/i. 

'•  His  EunuchLoxie.  Ntro  Marryd  Sforus 
an  Eunuch ;  thou;;h  it  may  be  the  Poet  meant 
NerSs  Mistress  in  Man's  Apparel.         _     , .  . 

•:  Mteenas-Uhe:  Mecenas  is  often  Taxd  by 
S>i»*«  and  others  for  his  Effeminacy.        .   .  ,. 

"  And  hope  to  sleeP :  The  Mcanme  «s.  that  the 
very  consideration  of  such  a  Crime  will  hinder 
a  Virtnous  Man  from  taking  his  Repose. 


'•  neueilioH  am!  /\rrha,  when  the \t  orH  w.ii 
(Irown'd,  escap'd  to  the  top  of  Mount  /tir»MMwj. 
and  were  commanded  to  restore  Mankiml  Uy 
(hrowiiig  Stoneaover  their  Heads:  TheS»loni-.  he 
threw  became  Men,  and  those  she  threw  b«came 
Women.   ,  _  ..■«.,., 

>•  Though  my  tone  Bart  are  »crd:t\te  Ears 
of  all  Slaves  were  lior'd  as  a  Mark  of  ih.ir 
Servitude;  which  Custom  it  still  usual  m  the 
Kasl-Ind'-\  ami  In  other  Parts,  r\ti\  (or  jlmle 
Nations,  who  liorc  Prodigioas  hole*  in  their  bars, 
and  wear  vast  Weights  at  them 
"  The  Poor /htrie/am ;  the  nooT  HMeman. 
"  Mlas  or  Licinint.  Mtat,  a  Stave  freed 
by  Claudius  Casar.  ami  rals'd  by  his  Favour  to 
great  Riches.  Lieiniu*  was  another  Weahhy 
Freedman,  belonging  to  Augustus. 

"  Where  Iht  Storh  on  high,  *c.  Pt-rhiips  llie 
Storks  were  us'd  tohnihl  on  the  lop  of  the  Temple 
dedicated  to  Concord. 

"  Prevented  by  those  Harpies:  He  calN  ilie 
Roman  Knights.  *c..  Harpies,  or  Devourer* :  In 
those  Days  the  Rich  made  Doles  intemleil  for  tin- 
Poor  :  But  the  Great  were  either  to  Covetous,  or 
so  Needy,  that  they  came  in  their  Lillirs  to 
dtman<i  their  shares  of  the  Largess  ;  and  therehy 
prevente<l  and  consequently  starvM  the  Poor. 

»*  'Tit  Galla,  *c.  The  meaning  Is,  that  Noble- 
men wott'd  cause  empty  Litters  to  lie  carrie<l  10 
the  Giver's  Door,  pretending  their  Wi\ej  were 
within  them:  'Tie  Galla,  that  ii,  my  Wife:  the 
next  words  Lei  her  Ladyship  but  peep,  are  of  the 
Servant  who  dittrilmtes  the  Dole ;  Let  me  see  her, 
that  I  may  be  sure  she  it  within  the  Litter.  The 
Husband  answers  she  is  asleep,  and  to  open  the 
Litter  woaW  disturb  her  Rest.  „  ,,  ,, 
"  Next  to  the  Statues,  *c.  The  Poet  her«  tells 
yon  how  the  Idle  past'd  their  time ;  in  toing  first 
to  the  Levee*  of  the  Great,  then  to  tlu-  Half,  that 


is,  to  the  Temple  of  Apollo,  to  hear  the  Lawyor-i 
piead,  then  to  the  \Iarket-ptace  of  Augustus, 
where  the  Statues  of  the  Famous  Romans  were 
set  in  Rank*  on  Pedestals:  Amongst  which 
Statues  were  seen  those  of  Foreigners,  such  as 
Arabs,  *c.  who  for  no  desert,  but  only  ""  'he 
Account  of  their  Wealth,  or  Favour,  were  plae  .1 
amongst  the  Notilest. 

"  Against  bold  Tnrnns.  4c.  A  Poet  may 
safely  write  an  Heroick  Poem,  such  as  that  of 
Virgil,  who  dcscrilies  the  Duel  of  7 iiruusa.<j'l 
Mntas;  or  of  Homer,  who  ^r\u\o(  AM/ts 
and  Hecior;  or  llie  death  of  Hy.'as  tlie  T'  '".'/- 
of  Hercules:  who  stooping  for  A\ater  'Iropt  h:s 
Pitcher,  ami  fell  into  the  W.  H  after  it.  Uut  tis 
dangerous  to  write  Satyr  like  Luciliiis. 
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ARGUMENT  |  oj  the  \  Third  Satyr. 

The  Slory  of  this  Satyr  Mptakt  it  sdl. 
Ujubntiiu,  the  supiws'd  Friend  of  Juvenal, 
and  hinurlf  a  Poet,  is  leaving  Kome  ;  and 
relirittg  to  Cuinw.  Our  Author  aeeompanies 
him  out  of  Town.  Before  they  lahe  leave  of 
each  other,  Umbritius  tells  Ms  Friend  the 
Reasons  which  oblige  him  to  lead  a  private  life, 
in  an  obscure  place.  He  tomplains  that  an 
honest  man  cannot  gel  his  bread  at  Rome. 
That  none  but  Flatterers  mahe  their  Fortunes 
there:  that  Grecians  and  other  Foreigners 
raise  themselves  by  those  sordid  ArU  urhtch  he 
describes,  and  against  which  he  bitterly  inveighs. 
He  reckons  up  the  several  Inconvenienees  which 
arise  from  a  City  life;  and  the  many  Dangers 
which  attend  it.  Upbraids  the  Noblemen  with 
Covelousness,  for  not  Rewarding  good  Poets  ; 
and  arraigns  the  Government  far  starving  them. 
The  great  Art  of  this  Satyr  is  particularly 
shown,  in  Common  Places  ;  and  drawing  in 
as  many  Vices,  as  cou'd  naturally  fall  into 
the  compass  of  it. 

THE  I  THIRD  SATYR, 

Griev'd  tho  I  am,  an  Ancient  Friend  tr  • 

lose, 
I  like  the  av  utary  Scat  he  chose  : 
In  quiet  •  Cuma  fixing  his  Repose :  f 

Where,  far  froai  Noisv  Rome  secure  he  Lives, 
And  one  more  Citizen  to  Sybil  gives  ; 
Tlie  road  to  'Baja,  and  that  soft  Recess 
Which  all  the  Gods  with  all  their  Bounty  bless. 
Tho^  I  in  •  Prochyla  with  greater  ease 
Cou'd  live,  than  in  a  Street  of  Palaces. 
WhatSceneso  Desart.or  so  fullof  Fright,  10 
As  tow'ring  Houses  tumbling  in  the  Night, 
And  Rome  on  Fire  beheld  by  its  own  Blazini; 

Light?  ^ 

But  worse  than  all,  the  clatt'ring  TOes ; 

and  worse 
Than  thousand  Padders,  is  the  Poet's  Curse. 
Rogues  that  «in  Dog-days  cannot  Rhime 

forbtar : 
But  without  Mercy  read,  and  make  you  hear. 
-Now  while  my  Frieud,  just  ready  to 

depart. 
Was  packing  all  his  Goods  in  one  poor  Cart ; 


He  stqm'd  a  little  at  the  Conduit-Gate, 
Where  *  Numa  modeli'd  once  the  Roman 

State,  ao 

In  Mighty  Councels  with  his  Nym|jh  'retir'd: 
Though  now  the  Sacred  Shade*  and  Founts 

arc  hir'd 
By  Banish'd  Jews,  who  their  whole  Wealth 

can  hiy 
In  a  small  Basket,  on  a  Wup  of  Hay  ; 
Yet  such  our  Avarice  is,  tliut  every  Tree 
Pajs  for  his  Head ;   not  Sleep  it  self  is 

free: 
Nor  Place,  nor   Persons  now  are  Sacred 

held. 
From  their  own  Grove  tbc  Muse*  are  ex- 

pell'd. 
Into  this  lonely  Vale  our  StciM  we  bend, 
I  and  my  sullen  discontented  Friend  i     50 
Tlie  Marble  Caves,  and  Aquaducts  we  view ; 
But  how  Adult'rate  now,  and  different  from 

the  true ! 
How  much  more  Beauteous  had  the  Foun- 
tain been 
Embellish' t  with  her  first  Created  Giecn, 
VVht.e  Crystal  Streams  through  living  Turf 

had  run. 
Contented  with  an  Urn  of  Native  Stone  ! 
Then   thus   Utnbricius  (with  an   Angry 

Frown, 
And  looking  back  on  this  degcn'rute  Town,) 
Since  Noble  Arts  in  Rome  have  no  support, 
And  ragged  Virtue  not  a  Friend  at  Court,  40 
No  Profit  rises  from  th'  ungrateful  Stage, 
My  Poverty  encreasing  with  tny  Age, 
'Tis  time  to  give  my  just  Disdain  a  vent, 
And,  Cursing,  leave  so  base  a  Government. 
Where  ^  Dtdalus  his  borrow'd  Wings  laid 
^     by. 

To  that  obscure  Retreat  I  chuse  ♦o  fly : 
While  yet  few  furrows  on  my  Face  are  seen,  \ 
While  I  walk  upright,  and  Old  Age  is  green,  [ 
And  •L/v    esis  has  somewhat  left  to  spin.  ' 


_  spm. 

Now,  now  'tis  time  to  quit   this   cursed 
place,  50 

And  hide  from  Vil  ^ins  my  too  honest  Face  : 
Here  let  *Arlurius  live,  and  such  as  he  ; 
Such  Manners  will  with  such  a  Town  agree. 


■>H  1 


.  *l.^'y"*P^>]  Nymphs  idinj.    The  misprint  is 
implieHly  eortecled in  UryJem's  note. 
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full  AiMmbliet  have  the 


Knavei  who 

kllACK 

01  turiiinj!  Truth  to  Lici,  and  White  to 
BUck;  ^  .    „ 

CiM  iiir-  large  Houses,  and  oppretw  the  Poor 

Uy  furm'd  Excise  ;  can  cleanse  the  Common- 

shoare;  .      ,    j 

•:id  rent  tlic  fishery;  can  l)cur  the  dead; 

And  teach  their  Eyes  dissenibicd  Tears  to 

All  this  for  Gain  ;  for  Gum  they  sell  their 

very  Head.  ^, 

These  Fellows  (see  what  Fortunes  [lOw  r 

can  do) 
Were  once  the  Minstrels  of  a  Country  Show  : 
Follow'd   the  Prizes  through  each  paltry 

Town,  .        ,    _ 

By   Trumpet-Cheeks   and    Blot    d    Faces 

known. 
But  now,  grown  rich,  on  drunken  Holy-days, 
At  their  own  Costs  exhibit  Publick  Plays  ; 
Where  influenc'd  by  the  Rabble's  bloody 

will,  ,  ,    , 

With  »•  Thumbs  bent  back,  they  popularly 

kill.  ,.,  ^ 

From  thence  return'd,  their  sordid  Avarice 

rakes 
In  Excrements  again,  and  hires  the  Jakes.  70 
Why  hire  they  not  the  Town,  not  ev  ry 

tiiingi  ,    . 

.Since  such  as  they  have  Fortune  in  a  string  t 
Who,  for  her  pleasure,  can  her  Fools  ad- 

And  toss  'em  topmost  on  the  Wheel  of 

Chance. 
What's  Rome  to  me,  what  bus  ness  have  1 

there, 
I  who  can  neither  Lye,  nor  falsely  Swear  ? 
Nor    Praise     my     Patron's     undeserving 

Rhimes,  .  .    ,  • 

Nor  yet  comply  with  him,  nor  with  his 

Tim  js ; 
UnskiU'c".  in  Schemes  by  Planets  to  foreshow, 
Like  Cai.tinR  Rascals,  how  the  Wars  will  go : 
I  neither  will,  nor  can  Prognosticate        81 
To   the  young  gaping   Heir    his  Fathers 

Fate :  , , 

Nor  in  the  Entrails  of  a  Toad  have  pry  d, 
Nor  carry'd  Bawdv  Presents  to  a  Bride : 
For  want  of  these  town  Virtues,  thus,  alone, 
I  go  conducted  on  my  way  by  none : 
Like  a  dead  Member  from  the  Body  rent ; 
Maim'd,  and  unuseful  to  the  Government. 


Who  now  i*  lov'd,  but    J  #ho  lovei  the 
Times, 
CoMciouB  of  cloM  Intrigues,  and  dipt  in 
Crimes ;  .  ^    '•'^ 

Lab' ring  with  Secrets  which  hn  Bowm  burn. 
Vet  never  must  to  publick  light  return  ? 
They  get  Reward  alone  who  can  Betray  : 
For'keeping  honest  Counsels  none  will  pay. 
He  who  can  "  Vtrut,  when  he  will,  accuse, 
The  Purse  of  Vtrrts  may  at  Pleasure  use  : 
But  let  not  all  the  Gold  which  '*  Tatm  hides. 
And  pays  the  Sea  in  Tributary  Tides, 
Be  Bribe  lufficicnt  to  corrupt  thy  Breast ; 
Or  viobte  with  breams  thy  peaceful  rest. 
Great  Men  with  jealous  Eyes  the  Friend 
behold,  ^  .^     «oi 

Whose  secrecy  they  purchase  with  their 
Gold. 
I  haste  to  tell  thee,  nor  shall  Shame 


What  Cw^dents  our  Wealthy /?owa»M  chose: 
And  whom  I  most  abhor :   To  speak  my 

Mind,  . 

I  hate,  in  Rome,  a  Grtcian  Town  to  hnd : 
To  see  the  Srum  of  Grttct  transplanted  here, 
Receiv'd  like  Gods,  is  what  I  cannot  btar. 
Nor  Grttks  alone,  but  Syrians  here  abound, 
Obscene  "  Oronlts,  diving  under  Ground,  1 10 
Conveys  'Miis  Wealth  to  Tyhn'i   huiiRry 

Shoars, 
And  fattens  lialy  with  Foreign  Whores : 
Hether  their  crooked  Harjw  and  Customs 

come  ;  , .    „ 

All  find  Receipt  in  Hospitable  Romt. 
The  Barbarous  Harlots  crowd  the  Publick 

Place : 
Go  Fools,  and  purchase  an  unclean  tm 

brace ; 
The  painted  Mitre  court,  and  the  more 

painted  lace. 
Old  >*Rofiul-      nd  Father  A/arJ  look  down, 
Your  Ht4.    ..a.n  Primitive,  your  homely 
Clown  ,     ^    >'9 

Is  turn'd  a  Beau  in  a  loose  tawdry  Gown. 
His  once  unkem'd,  and  horrid  Locks,  Uliold 
Stilling   sweet   Oyl ;     his    Neck   uubamU 

virith  Gold : 
Aping  the  Foreigners,  in  ev'ry  Dress  ; 
Which,  bought  at  greater  cost,  becomes  liim 

less.  ,   .    X  •• 

Mean  time  they  wisely  leave  their  iNatnc 

Land,  . 

From  Sicyon,  Sanios,  and  from  Alabanci, 
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And  Amydtt^    to  Rome  they  Sw«rm 

Shewn: 
So  Sweet  and  Etuic  n  the  Gain  from  FooU. 
Poor  Refugicf  at  first,  they  purchase  here : 
And,  soon  as  Denizcn'd,  they  domineer :  130 
Grow    to    the  Great,  a   flatt'ring   Servile 

Kout : 
Work  themselves  inward,  and  their  Patrons 

out. 
Quick   Witted,   Braxen-fac'd,   with   fluent 

Tongues, 
Patient  of  Labours,  and  dissembling  Wrongs 
Riddle  me  this,  and  j^uess  him  if  you  can, 
>Vho  bears  a  Nation  in  a  single  Man  ? 
A  Cook,  a  Conjuror,  a  Rhetorician,  ) 

A  Painter,  Pedant,  a  Geometrician,  [ 

A  Dancer  on  the  Ropes,  and  a  Physician.  ) 
All  things  the  hungry  Greek  exactly  knows  : 
And  bid  him  go  to  Heav'n,  to  llcav'n  he 

In  short,  no  ocythtan.  Mow,  or  Thraaan 

born. 
But  "in  that  Town  which  Arms  and  Arts 

adorn. 
Shall  he  beplac'd  above  me  at  the  Board, 
In  Purple  CToath'd,  and  lolling  like  a  Lord  ? 
Shall  he  before  me  sign,  whom  t'  other  Day  \ 
A  small-craft  Vessel  hither  did  convey  j    f 
Where,  stow'd  with  Prunes,  and  rotten  [ 

Figs,  he  lay  ?  ) 

How  little  is  the  Priviledge  become 
Of  being  born  a  Citizen  of  Rome  !  150 

The  Greeks  get  all  by  fulson.  Flatteries  ; 
A  mc«t  peculiar  Stroke  they  have  at  Lies. 
They  make  a  Wit  of  their  Insipid  Friend  ; 
Hb  blobber-Lips,  and  beetle-Brows  com- 
mend ; 
His  long  Crane  Neck,  and  narrow  Shoulders 

Preise; 
You'd  think  they  were  describing  Hercules. 
A  creakmg  Voice  for  a  clear  Trebble  goes  ; 
Tho  harsher  than  a  Cock  that  Treads  and 

Crows. 
We  can   as  grosly   praise;    but,   to   our 

Gnef, 
No  Flatt'ry  but  from  Gt^ctans  gains  belief. 
Besides  these  Qualities,  we  must  agree    161 
They  Mimick  better  on  the  Stage  than  we 
The  Wife,  the  Wliore,  the  Shepherdess  they 
,    play. 

In  such  a  Free,  and  such  a  Graceful  way, 
Ihat  we  believe  a  very  Woman  shown. 
And  fancy  something  underneath  the  Gown. 


only 


Hut  not  "Aniiockus,  nor  StratotUs, 

Our  Ears  and  Ravish'd  Eyes  can , 

Diease :  f 

The  Nation  is  compos'd  of  such  as  these.) 
All  Grette  is  one  Comniedian :   Laugh,  and 
they  ,70 

Return  it  louder  than  an  Ass  ran  bray  : 
Grieve,  and  they  Grieve }   if  you  Wee»- 
silently,  . 

There  seems  a  silent  Eccho  in  their  Ey     ^ 
They  cannot  Mourn  like  you ;  but  they        | 

Cry.  ;  . 

Call  for  a  Fire,  their  Winter  Cloaths  they 

take : 
jJegin  but  you  to  shiver,  and  they  shake : 
III  Frost  ar. '  Snow,  if  you  complain  of 

Heat, 
They  rub  th'  unsweating  Brow,  and  Swear 

they  Sweat. 
We  live  not  on  the  Square  with  such  as 

these : 
Such  are  our  Betters  who  can  better  please : 
Who  Day  and  Night  are  like  a  Looking- 
Glass ;  ,{), 

Still  ready  to  reflect  their  Patron's  Face. 
The  Panecyrick  Hand,  and  lifted  Eye, 
Prepar'd  for  some  new  Piece  of  Flattery. 
Ev'n  Nastiness,  Occasions  will  afford  ; 
They  praise  a  belching,  or  well-pissing  Lord 
Besides,  tl  ere's  notliin;;  Sacred,    nhing  free 
From  bold  Attempts  of  their  rank  ji-tachery 
Through  the  whole  Family  their  iaboi'isv 
run;  ) 

The  Daughter  is  debauch'd,  the  '>Vil<>  is ! 
„     *on:  1001 

Nor  scapes  the  Bridegroor .,    >•  the  bloo*     ! 

ing  Son. 
If  none  they  find  for  their  icwd  purpose  fit. 
They    with    the    Walls    and    very    Floors 

commit. 
They  search  the  Secrets  of  the  House,  and  so 
Are  worshipped  there,  and  ftar'd  for  what 
they  know. 
And,  now  we  talk  of  Grecians,  cast  a  view 
On  what,  in  Schools,  their  Men  of  Morals 

do; 
A  rigid  ••  Stoick  his  own  Pupil  slew. 
A  Friend,  against  a  Friend, of  his  own  Cloatb, 
Turn'd   Evidence,   and   murther'd   on   hb 

„.,     O^th.  JOG 

,  wlial  room  is  left  for  Romans,  in  a  T^wn 
Where  Grecians  rule,  and  Cloaks   control 
I         the  Gown  ? 


u 


^ 
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Some  "•  Diphilus,  or  some  Prologenes, 
Look  sharply  out,  our  Senators  to  seize : 
Engross  'em  wholly,  by  their  Native  Art, 
And  fear  no  Rivals  in  their  Bubbles  heart : 
One  drop  of  Poison  in  my  Patron  s  Ear, 
One  slignt  suggestion  of  a  senseless  fear, 
Infus'd  »ith  cunning,  serves  to  ruiac  me  ; 
Disgrac'd,  and  banUh'd  from  the  Family. 
In  vain  forgotten  Services  I  boast ;         2" 
My  long  dependance  in  an  hour  is  lost : 
Look  round  the  World,  what  Country  will 

apiiear,  , 

Where  Friends  are  left  with  greater  ease  than 

here  ?  •  ,         .u 

At   Rome   (nor   think  me    partial  to   tne 

Poor) 
All  Offices  of  ours  are  out  of  Door : 
In  vain  we  rise,  and  to  their  Levees  run  ; 
My  Lord  himself  is  up,  before,  and  gone : 
The  Praetor  bids  his  Lictors  mend  their 

pace. 


Lest  his  Cdlegue  outstrip  hira  in  the  Race: 
The    childless    Matrons    are,    long    since. 

And  for  Affronts  the  tardy  Visits  tuke. 

'lis  frequent,  here,  to  see  a  free-born  Son 
On  the  left-hand  of  a  Rich  Hireling  run : 
Because  the  wealthy  Rogue  can  throw  away, 
For  half  a  Brace  of  Bouts,  a  Tribune  s  pay 
But  you,  poor  Sinner,  tho  you  love   the 

Vice 
And  like  the  Whore,  demurr  upon  the  Price  : 
And,  frighted  with  the  wicked  Sum,  forbear 
To  lend  a  hand,  and  help  her  from  the 

Chair.  ,      ,,     ■^<AV('^° 

Produce  a  Witness  of  uubleraish  d  hie, 
Holy  as  Nunia,  or  as  A'tt»«a'j  Wife, 
Or  "hira  who  bid  th'  unhallow'd  Flames 

retire  * 
And  snatcii'd  the  trembling  Goddess  from 

the  Fire.  , 

The  Question  is  not  put  how  far  extends 
His  Piety,  but  what  he  yearly  sperids : 
Quick,  to  the  Bus'ness  ;  how  he  Lives  and 

E^ts ;  ,    J.J,     , 

How   largely   Gives;    how   splendidly    he 

Treats :  ,     , ,  •   cu 

How  many  thousand  Acres  feed  his  Sheep, 
What  are  his  Rents,  what  Servants  does  he 

keep  ?  ^■*° 

Th'  Account  is  soon  cast  up ;  the  Judges 

rate  _ 

Our  Credit  in  the  Court,  by  our  EsUte. 


Swear  by  our  Gods,  or  those  the  Greeks 

adore, 
Thou  art  as  sure  Forsworn,  as  thou  art  f  oor : 
The  Poor  must  gain  their  Bread  by  Perjury ; ' 
And  even  the  Gods,  that  other  Mean«  deny, 
In  Conscience   must  absolve  '..n,  when 

they  lye.  ...      ^„     . 

Add,  that  the  Rich  have  stiU  a  Gibe  m 

store;  . 

And  will  be  monstrous  witty  on  the  Poor : 
For  the  torn  Surtout  and  the  tatter  d  Vest, 
The  Wretch  and  all  his  Wardrobe  are  a 

Jest :  ,  .25' 

The  greasie  Gown,  sully'd  with  often  turning, 
Gives  a  good  hint,  to  say  The  Man's  in 

Mourning : 
Or  if  the  Shoo  be  ript,  or  patches  put. 
He's  wounded!    see   the  Plaister  on  Ins 

Want  is  the  Scorn  of  ev'ry  Wealthy  Fool ; 
And  Wit  in  Rags  is  turn'd  to  Ridicule. 
Pack    hence,    and    from    the    Cover  d 
Benches  rise, 
(The  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  cries) 
This  is  no  place  for  you,  whose  small  Estate 
Is  not  the  Value  of  the  settled  Rate :     261 
Th>;  Sons  of  happy  Punks,  the  Pandars 

H«'^'  .  u    1 

Are  priviledg'd  to  sit  m  triumph  there. 

To  clap  the  first,  and  rule  the  Theatre. 

Up  to  the  Galleries,  for  shame,  retreat : 

For,  by  the  "  Roscian  Law,  the  Poor  can 

claim  no  Seat.  , 

Who  evir  brought  to  his  rich  Dauglitcrs 

Bed 
The  Man  that  poU'd  but  Twelve-pence  for 

his  Head  ?  ,  •    ,,  • 

Who  ever  nam'd  a  poor  Man  for  Ins  Ucir, 
Or  call'd  him  to  assist  the  Judging  Chair  f 
The   Poor  were  wise,   who  by   the  Kicli 
oppress'd,  -'' 

Withdrew,  and  sought  a  Sacred  Place  ot 

Rest.  ,       , 

Once  they  did  well,  to  free  themselves  from 

Scorn ; 
But  had  done  better  never  to  return. 
Rarely  they  rise  by  Virtues  aid,  who  he 
Plungd  in  the  depth  of  helpless  Poverty. 
At  Rome  'tis  worse  ;  where  House-reiil\ 
by  the  Year,  ,   ,    ,.l 

And  Servants  Belli"S  cost  so  Dev  llish  clear,  v 
And  Tavern  Bills  run   high   for  hungry 
Cbear. 
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To  drink  or  eat  in  Earthen  Ware  we  scorn,. 
Which  cheaply  Country  CupbcKirds  does) 

adorn :  281  f 

And  coarse  bluelloods  onHolydaysare  worn. ' 
Some  distant  parts  of  Italy  are  known, 
Where  "none,  but  only  dead  Men,  wear  a 

Gown : 
On  Theatres  of  Turf,  in  homely  State, 
Old  Plays  they  act,  old  Feasts  they  Cele- 
brate : 
The  same  rude  Song  returns  upon  the  Crowd, 
And,  by  Tradition,  is  for  Wit  allow'd. 
The  Mimick  Yearly  gives  the  same  Delights  ; 
And  in  the  Mother's  Arms  the  Clownish 

Infant  frights.  290 

Their  Habits  (undistinguish'd  by  degree)) 
Are  plain,  alike  ;  the  same  Simplicity,     [ 
Both  on  the  Stage,  and  in  the  Pit,  you  see. ) 
In  hb  white  Cloak  the  Magistrate  appears  ; 
TheCountry  Bumpkin  the  sameLiv'ry  wears. 
But  here,  Attir'd  beyond  our  Purse  we  go. 
For  useless  Ornament  and  flaunting  Show : 
We  take  on  trust,  in  Purple  Robes  to  sliine ; 
And  Poor,  are  yet  Ambitious  to  be  fine. 
This   is  a   common   Vice,   tho  all   things 

here  300 

Are  sold,  and  sold  unconscionably  dear. 
Wliat  will  you  give  that  "Cossus  may  but 

view 
Yoiir  Face,and  in  theCrowd  distinguish  you ; 
May  take  your  Incense  like  a  gracious  God  ; 
And  answer  only  with  a  Civil  Nod  ? 
To  please  our  Patrons,  in  this  vicious  Age, 
We  make  our  Entrance  by  the  Fav'rite  Page : 
Sliave  his  first  down,  and  when  he  Polls  his 

Hair, 
The  Consecrated  Locks  to  Temples  bear : 
Pay  Tributary  Cracknels,  which  he  sells  ;  310 
And,  with  ourOflerings.help  to  raise  his  Vails. 
Who  fears,  in  Country  Towns,  a  House's 

fall. 
Or  to  be  caught  betwixt  a  riven  Wall  ? 
But  we  Inhabit  a  weak  City  here  ; 
Which  Buttresses  and  Props  but  scarcely  bear: 
And  'tis  the  Village  Masons  daily  Calling, 
To  keep  the  World's  Metropolis  from  falling, 
TocleansetheGutters,andthcChinkstoclose; 
And,  for  one  Night,  secure  his  Lord's  Repose. 
At  CiwuE  wc  can  sleep,  quite  round  the 

Year,  320 

Nor  Falls,norFires.norNightly  Dangers  fear; 
While  rolling  Flames  Irom'Roman  Turrets  fly, 
And  the  pale  Citizens  for  Buckets  cry. 

UK. 


Thy  Neighbour  has  remov'd  his  Wretched 

Store, 
(Few  Hands  will  rid  the  Lumber  of  the  Poor) 
Thy  own  third  Story  smoaks  ;  while  thou, 

supine. 
Art  drench'd  in  Fumes  of  undigested  Wine. 
For  if  the  lowest  Floors  already  bum. 
Cock-lofts  and  Garrets  soon  will  take  the  Turn . 
Where**  thy  tame  Pidgconsnext  the  Tiles  were 
_  bred,  330 

Which  in  their  Nests  unsafe,  are  timely  fled. 
•»  Codrus  had  but  one  Bed,  so  short  to  boot. 
That    his    short    Wife's    short  Legs  hung 

dangling  out ; 
His  Cup-board's  Head  six  Earthen  Pitchers 

grac'd. 
Beneath  'em  was  his  Trusty  Tankard  plac'd : 
And,  to  support  this  Noble  Plate,  there  lay 
A  bending  Chiron  cast  from  honest  Clay  : 
His  few  Greek  Books  a  rotten  Chest  ccn- 

tain'd. 
Whose  Covers  much  of  mouldiness  ccm- 

plain'd :  335 

WhcreMiceand  Rats  devour'd  PoetickBread, 
Arid  with  Ilcroick  Verse  luxuriously  were  fed. 
'Tis  true,  poor  Codrus  nothing  had  to  boast, 
And  yet  poor  Codrus  all  that  Nothing  lost ; 
Beg'd  naked  through  the  Streets  of  wealthy 

Rome ; 
And  found  not  one  to  feed,  or  take  him 

home. 
But  if  the  Palace  of  Arlurius  burn. 
The  Nobles  change  their  Cloaths,  the  Matrons 

mourn ; 
The  City  Praetor  will  no  Pleadings  hear  ; 
The  very  Name  of  Fire  we  hate  and  fear : 
And  look  agast,  as  if  the  Gauls  were  here. 
While  yet    it  burns,  th*   officious  Nation 

*''^^'  351 

Some  to  condole,  and  some  to  bring  supplies  : 
One  sends  him  jlarblc  to  rebuild,  and  one 
White  naked  Statues  of  the  Parian  Stone, 
The  Work  of  Polydele,  that  seem  to  live ; 
While  others,  Images  for  Altars  give  ; 
One  Books  and  Skreens,  and  Pallas  to  the 

Brest ; 
Another  Bags  of  Cold,  and  he  gives  best. 
Childless  Arlurius,  vastly  rich  before, 
Thus  by  his  Losses  multiplies  his  Store :  360 
Suspected  for  Accomplice  to  the  Fire, 
That  burnt  his  Palace  but  to  bwild  it  higher. 

But,  cou'd  you  be  content  to  bid  adieu 
To  the  dear  Play-house,  and  the  Players  too, 


il 
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Sweet  Country  Seats  are  purchas'd  ev'ry 

where* 
With  Lands  and  Gardens,  at  less  price,  than 

here  ,   .      , 

You  hire  a  darksom  Doghole  by  the  year 
A  small  Convenience,  decently  prepar  d, 
A  shallow  Well,  that  rises  in  your  yard. 
That   spreads   his   easie   Crystal   Streams 

around,  ,  _        37o 

And  waters  all  the  pretty  spot  of  Ground. 
There,  love  the  Fork  ;  thy  Garden  cultivate, 
And  give  thy  frugal  Friends  "  a  PyWagwraw 

Treat.  ,     ,     ,  it 

■Tis  somewhat  to  be  Lord  of  some  small 

Ground ;  ,  , 

In  which  a  Lizard  may,  at  least,  turn  round. 
'Tis  frequent,  here,  for  want  of  sleep  to\ 

Which  Fumes  of  undigested  Feasts  deny  :  V 
And,   with    imperfect    heat,   m   languid 

Stomachs  fry. 
What  House  secure  from  noise  the  poor  can 

When  ev'n  the  Rich  can  scarce  afford  to 

sleep?  „       .    r,  ^ 

So  dear  it  costs  to  purchase  Rest  in  Kome  ; 
And  hence  the  sources  of  Diseases  come. 
The  Drover  who  his  Fellow-drover  meets. 
In  narrow  passages  of  winding  Streets : 
The  Waggoners,  that  curse  their  standing 

Teams,  .    ^  ,        u- 

Would  wake  ev'n  drowsie  Drusus  from  his 

Dreams.  ,  , 

And  yet  the  Wealthy  will  not  brook  delay  , 
But  sweep  above  our  Heads,  and  make  their 

In  lofty  Litters  born,  and  read  and  write. 
Or  sleep  at  ease:    The  Shutters  make  it 
Night.  390 

Yet  still  he  reaches,  first,  the  Publick  Place : 
The  prease  before  him  stops  theClient  s  pace. 
The  Crowd  that  follows,  crush  his  panting 

sides,  „  .    ..  u 

And  trip  hU  heels ;   he  walks  not,  but  he 

One  Elbows  him,  one  justles  in  the  Shole  | 
A  Rafter  breaks  his  Head,  or  Chairman  s 

Stockin'd  with  loads  of  fat  Town-dirt  he^ 

goes  ;  .  ,   I .    TT  u 

And  some  Ro^ue-Souldier,  with  his  Hob- 

nail'd  Shoos, 
Indents  his  Legs  behind  in  bloody  rows. 


See  with  what  Smoke  our  Doles  we  cele- 
brate: ,       ,.  .        ^°° 
A  hundred  Ghests,  invited,  walk  in  state : 
A  hundred  hungry  Slaves,  with  their  Dutch 

Kitchins  wait. 
Huge  Pans  the  Wretches  on  theu  heads  must 

Which  scarce  "GygantickCoytttfo  cou'd  rear: 
Yet  theymust  walk  upright  beneath  the  load; 
Nay  run,  and  running  blow  the  sparkling 

flames  abroad. 
Their  Coats,  from  botching  newly  brought, 

are  torn: 
Unwieldy  Timber-trees,  in  Waggons  born, 
Stretch'd   at    their   length,   beyond   their 

Carriage  lye ; 
That  nod,  and  threaten  ruin  from  on  high. 
For,  should  their  Axel  break,  its  over-\ 

throw  ,.   ^  '*", 

Wou'd  crush,and  pound  to  dust,  the  Crowd 

below  * 
Nor  Friends  their  Friends,  nor  Sires  their 

Sons  cou'd  know : 
Nor  Limbs,  nor  Bones,  nor  Carcass  wou'd 

remain  :  ,  .    p,  . 

But  a  mash'd  heap,a  Hotchpotch  of  the  Slain. 
One  vast  destruction  ;  not  the  Soul  alone, 
But  Bodies,  like  the  Soul,  invisible  are  flown. 
Mean  time,  unknowing  of  their  Fellows  Fate, 
The  Servants  wash  the  Platter,  scour  the 

Plate 
Then  blow  the  Fire,  with  puffing  Cheeks,' 

and  lay  ,         4?o 

The  Rubbers,  and  the  Bathing-sheets  dis- 

And  oyl  them  first ;  and  each  is  handy  in 

his  way. 
But  he,  for  whom  this  busie  care  they  take, 
PoorGhost,is  wandring  by  the  Stygian  Lake: 
Affrighted  with  "the  Ferryman's  grim  Face ; 
New  to  the  Horrours  of  that  uncouth  place ; 
His  passage  begs  with  unregarded  Pray  r: 
Andwants  two  Farthings  todischargehisFare. 
Return  we  to  the  Dangers  of  the  Night ; 
And,first,beholdour  Houses  dreadful  height: 
From   whence   come    broken   Potsherds^ 

tumbling  down ;  43' 

And  leaky  Ware,  from  Garret  Wmdows 

thrown:  , 

Well  may  they  break  our  Heads.that  mark 

the  flinty  Stone. 

403  heads]  Sam*  tdUonxivt  head 
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'Tis  want  of  Sence  to  sup  abroad  too  late  ; 
Unless  thou  first  hast  settleu  thy  Estate. 
As  many  Fates  attend,  thy  Ste(»  to  meet, 
As  there  are  waking  Windows  in  the  Street. 
Bless  the  good  Gods,  and  think  thy  chance 

is  rare 
To  have  a  Piss-pot  only  for  thy  share. 
The  scouring  Drunkard,  if  he  does  not 

fight  440 

Before  his  Bed-time,  takes  no  rest  that 

Night, 
Passing  the  tedious  Hours  in  greater  pain 
Than  "stem  Aekilles,  when  his  Friend  was 

slain : 
'Tis  so  ridiculous,  but  so  true  withall, 
A  Bully  cannot  sleep  without  a  Braul : 
Yet  tho  his  youthful  Blood  be  fir'd  with 

Wine, 
He  wants  not  Wit,  the  Danger  to  decline : 
Is  cautious  to  avoid  the  Coach  and  Six, 
And  on  the  Lacquies  will  no  Quarrel  fix 
His  Train  of  Flambeaus,  and  Embroider'd 

Coat  4^0 

May  Priviledge  my  Lord  to  walk  secure  on 

Foot. 
But  me,  who  must  by  Moon-light  homeward 

bend. 
Or  lighted  only  with  a  Candle's  end. 
Poor  me  he  fights,  if  that  be  fighting,  where 
He  only  Cudgels,  and  I  only  b:ar. 
He  stands,  and  bids  me  stand :    I  must 

abide ; 
For  he's  the  stronger,  and  is  Drunk  beside. 
Where  did  you  whet  your  Knife  to  Night, 

he  cries. 
And  shred  the  Leeks  that  in  your  Stomach 

rise? 
Whose  windy  Beans  have  stufi't  your  Guts, 

and  where  460 

Have  your  black  Thumbs  been   dipt   in 

Vinegar  ? 
With  what  Companion  Cobler  have  you  fed, 
*n  old  Ox-cheeks,  or  He-Goats   tougher 

Head? 
What,  are  you  Dumb  ?    Quick  with   your 

Answer,  quick. 
Before  my  Foot  Salutes  you  with  a  Kick. 


Say,  in  what  nasty  Cellar,  under  Ground, 
Or  what  Church-Porch,  your  Rogueship  may 

be  found  ? 
Answer,  or  Answer  not,  'tis  all  the  same : 
He  lays  me  on,  and  makes  me  bear  the  blame. 
Before  the  Bar,  for  beating  him,  you  come ; 
This  is  a  Poor  Man's  Liberty  in  Rome.     471 
You  beg  his  Pardon  ;  happy  to  retreat 
With  some  remaining  Teeth,  to  chew  your 

Meat. 
Nor  is  this  all ;  for, when  Retir'd,  you  think 
10  sleep  securely ;  when  the  Candles  wink. 
When  every  Door  with  Iron  Chains  is  barr'd. 
And  roaring  Taverns  are  no  longer  heard  ; 
The  Ruiiian  Robbers  by  no  Justice  aw'd. 
And  unpaid  cut-Throat  Soldiers,  are  abroad  ; 
Those  Venal  Souls,  who,  harden'd  in  each  ill 
Tosave  Complaints  and  Prosecution,  kill.  481 
Chas'd  from  their  Woods  and  Bogs,  the 

Padders  come 
To  this  vast  City,  as  their  Native  Home  ; 
To  live  at  ease,  and  safely  sculk  in  Rome. 
The  Forge  in  Fetters  only  is  employ'd  ; 
Our  Iron  Mines  exhausted  and  destroy'd 
In  Shackles  ;  for  these  Villains  scarce  allow 
Goads  for  the  Teams,  and  Plough-shares  for 

the  Plough. 
Oh  happy  Ages  of  our  Ancestours,  489 

Beneath  ""the  Kings  and  Tribunitial  Pow'rs! 
One  Jayl  did  all  their  Criminals  restrain ; 
Which,  now,  the  Walls  of  Rome  can  scarce 

contain. 
More  I  cou'd  say,rooreCauses  I  cou'd  show 
For  my  departure  ;  but  the  Sun  is  low : 
The  Waggoner  grows  weary  of  my  stay  ; 
And  whips  his  Horses  forwards  on  their  way. 
Farewell ;     and    when,    like    me,    o're- 

whelm'd  with  care. 
You  to  your  own  *^Aquinum  shall  repair^ 
To  take  a  mouthful  of  sweet  Country  air, 
Be  mindful  of  your  Friend ;   and  send  me 

word,  500 

What  Joys  your  Fountains  and  cool  Shades 

afford : 
Then,  to  assist  your  Satyrs,  I  will  come  ; 
And  add  new  Venom,  when  you  write  of 

Rome. 


The  End  of  ihe  Third  Satyr. 
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NOTES  TO  THE  THIRD  SATYR. 


'  Ctima,  a  small  City  in  Campania,  iwm 
Pultoli,  or  PuMBolo  at  it  is  cali'd.  The  Habitation 
of  the  Cumaan  Sybil. 

'  Baja;  Another  little  Town  in  Campania, 
near  the  sea :  A  pleasant  Place. 

*  Proehyla :  A  small  Barren  Island  belonging 
to  the  Kingdom  of  NapU*. 

'  tn  Dog-days.  The  Poets  in  Juvtnat*  time 
uVd  to  rehearse  their  Poetry  in  August. 

>  NutMa.  The  second  King  of  Rami ;  who 
made  their  Laws,  and  instituted  their  Religion. 

'  Nymph.  y£(*na,  a  Nymph,  or  Goddess;  with 
whom'  Numa  feigned  to  converse  by  Night ;  and 
to  lie  instructed  by  her,  in  modelling  his  Super- 
stitions. 

■   Where  Dasdatus,  jic.    Meaning  at  Cuma. 

•  Lachesisx  one  of  the  three  Uestinie^  whose 
Office  was  to  spin  the  Life  of  every  Man  :  as  it 
was  of  Clotho  to  hol.i  the  Distaff,  and  Alropoi  to 
cut  the  Thread.  .        .     ,   „  „ 

»  Ariuriu.1.  Any  debauch'd  wicked  Fellow 
who  gains  by  the  times. 

'•  IVilh  Thumbs heni back.  In  aPrizeof Sword- 
Players,  when  one  of  the  Fencers  had  the  other  at 
his  Mercy,  the  Vanquished  Party  implored  the 
Clemency  of  the  Spectators.  If  they  thought  lie 
deserv'd  it  not,  they  held  up  their  Thumbs  and 
Ijent  them  backwards,  in  sign  of  Death. 

"  Vtrres,  Prietor  in  Sicily,  Contemporary  with 
Cicero;  by  whom  accus'd  of  oppressing  the 
Province,  he  was  Condemned :  His  Name  is  us'd 
here  for  any  Rich  Vicious  Man. 

'•  Tagus ;  a  famous  River,  in  Spain,  which  dis- 
charges it  self  into  the  Ocean  near  Liihone  in 
fbrtugal.  It  was  held  of  old  to  be  full  of  Uolilen 
Sands. 

"  OroHles,  the  greatest  River  of  Syria.  The 
Poet  here  puts  the  River  for  the  Inhabitants  cf 
Syria. 

"  Tyber;  the  River  which  runs  by  Kome. 

"  Hamulus ;  First  King  of  Rome,  son  oiMars, 
as  the  Poets  feign  :  the  first  Roman*  were  origin- 
ally Herdsmen. 

"  But  in  that  Town,  ic.  He  means  Athens; 
of  which  Pallas  the  Goddess  of  Arms  and  Arts 
was  Patroness. 

"  Aniiochus,  and  Siralodes,  two  Famous 
Grecian  Mimicks,  or  Actors  in  the  Poet's  tiini;. 

"  A  Rigid  Stoick,  &c.    Publius  Bgnatius  a 


Stoick  falsly  accus'd  Bareat  Soranus,  ••  Tacitus 
tells  as. 

"  Diphilus  and  Prolagenes,  &c.  Were  Gre- 
cians living  in  Rome. 

"  Or  htm  who  bid,  &c.  Lucius  Mttellus,  the 
High  Priest ;  who  when  the  Temple  of  Vesta  was 
on  Fire  sav'd  the  thlladinm. 

"  For  by  the  Roscian  Law,  &c.  Roscius  a 
Tribune,  who  order'd  the  Distinction  of  Places  In 
Publick  Shows  betwixt  the  Nol>lemen  of  Rome 
and  the  Plebeians. 

"  Where  none  but  only  dead  Men,  &c  The 
meaningis  that  Men  in  some  parts  of //a/y  never 
wore  a  Cjown  (the  usual  Habit  of  the  Romans) 
till  they  were  bury'd  in  one. 

"  CouM*  is  here  taken  for  any  great  Man. 

"  Where Ih*  tame  PSdgeons,hic.  The  Romans 
us'd  to  breed  tneirtamePidgeons  in  their  Garrets. 

»'  Codrut,  a  Learned  Man,  very  poor :  by  liis 
Books  suppos'd  to  lie  a  PoeL  For,  in  all  prolia- 
bility,  the  Heroick  Verses  here  mention'*!,  which 
Rats  anH  Mice  devour'd,  were  Homer's  Works. 

"  A  F^thagorean  Treat:  He  means  Herbs, 
Hoots,  Fruits,  anil  Sallads. 

"  Gwantich  Corbulo.  Corbulo  was  a  Famous 
Generafin  Nero's  time,  who  Conquer'd  Armenia, 
and  was  afterwanU  put  to  death  by  that  Tyrant, 
when  he  was  in  Greece,  in  reward  of  his  great 
Services.  His  Stature  was  not  only  tall  almve 
the  ordinary  Site,  but  he  was  also  proportionably 
strong. 

"  The  Perry-Man's,  kc.  Charon,  \\\e.  Taty 
Man  of  Hell,  whose  Fare  was  a  Half-penny  for 
every  Soul. 

•»  Stern  Achilles.  The  Friend  of  AchilUs  was 
Patroelus  who  was  slain  by  Hector. 

•"  Beneath  the  Kings,  &c.  Rome  was  Origin- 
ally Rul'd  by  Kings;  till  for  the  Rape  of 
Lucretia  Tarfuin  the  proud  was expell'd.  Afur 
which  it  was  Govern'd  by  two  Consuls,  Yearly 
chosen :  but  they  oppressing  the  People,  ih<' 
Commoners  Mutiny'd,  and  procnr'd  Tribunes  to 
be  created;  who  defended  tneir  Priviledges.  and 
often  oppos'd  the  Consular  Authority  and  tlie 
Senate. 

"  Afuinum  was  the  Birth-place  of/uvenitl. 


31)  bidlbad  169s,  but  see  the  text. 
34  thy]  the  j6ij,  but  see  the  text. 
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ARGUMENT  |  of  the  \  Sixth  Satyr. 

This  Satyr,  of  almost  double  length  to  any 
of  the  rest,  is  a  bitter  invective  against  the  fair 
Sex.     'Tis  indeed,  a  Common-place,  from 
whence  aU  the  Moderns  have  notoriously  stollen 
their  shortest  Raileries.    In  his  other  Satyrs, 
the  Poet  has  only  glanc'd  on  some  particular 
Women,  and  generally  scourged  the  Men.    But 
this  he  reserv'a  wholly  for  the  Ladies.    How 
they  had  offended  him  1  know  not :  But  upon 
the  whole  matter  he  is  not  to  be  excused  for 
imputing  to  all,  the  Vices  of  some  few  amongst 
them.    Neither  was  it  generously  done  of  him, 
to  attack  the  weakest  as  well  as  the  fairest  part 
ofpu  Creation :  Neither  do  1  know  what  Moral 
he  cou^d  reasonably  draw  from  it.    It  could  not 
he  to  avoid  the  whole  Sex,  if  all  had  been  true 
which  he  alledges  against  them  :  for  that  had 
been  to  put  an  end  to  Humane  Kind.    And 
to  bid  us  beware  of  their  Artifices,  is  a  kind 
of  silent  acknowledgment,  that  th  y  have  more 
wit  than  Men  :  which  turns  tht  Satyr  upon 
us,  and  part'cularly  upon  the  Poet;    who 
thereby  makes  a  Complement,  where  he  meant 
a  Libel.    If  he  intended  only  to  exercise  his 
Wit,  he  has  forfeited  his  Judgment,  by  making 
the   one  half   of    his  Readers   his   mortal 
Enemies:    And  amongst  the  Men,  all  the 
happy  Lovers,  by  their  own  Experience,  will 
disprove  his  Accusations.    The  whole  World 
must  allow   this  to  be  the  wittiest  of  his 
Satyrs;    and  truly  he  had  need  of  all  his 
parts,  to  nutintain,  with  so  much  violence, 
so  unjust  a  Charge.    I  am  satisfied  he  will 
bring  but  few  over  to  his  Opinion  :  And  on 
that  Consideration  chiefly  I  ventured  to  translate 
him.    Though  there  wanted  not  another  Reason, 
which  was,  that  no  one  else  would  undertahe  it: 
al  least.  Sir  C.  S.  who  cou'd  have  done  more 
right  to  the  Author,  after  a  long  delay,  at  length 
absolutely  refus'd  so   ungrateful  an  employ- 
menl :   And  every  one  will  grant,  that  the 
Work  must  have  been  imperfect  and  lame,  if  it 
had  appeared  without  one  of  the  Principal 
Members  belonging  to  it.    Let  the  Poet  therefore 
hear  the  blame  of  his  own  Invention  ;  and  let 
me  saiisfie  the  World,  that  I  am  not  "I  his 
Opinion.    Whatever  his  Homan  Ladies  were, 
the  Enf-lish  are  free  from  all  his  Imputations. 


They  will  read  with  Wonder  and  Abhorrence 
the   Vices  of  an  Age,  which  rnoj  the  most 
Infamous  of  any  on  Record.    They  will  bless 
themselves  when  they  behold  those  Examples, 
related  of  Domitian's  time:  they  will  give 
back  to  Antiquity  those  Monstets  it  produc'd : 
And  believe  with  reason,  that  the  Species  of 
those  Women  is   extinguished ;    or  at  least 
that  they  were  never  here  propagated.    I  may 
safely  therefore  proceed  to  the  Argument  of  a 
Satyr,  which  is  no  '  ay  relating  to  them : 
And  first  observe,  that  my  Author  makes  their 
Lust  the  most  Heroick  of  their  Vices:    T'  - 
rest  are  in  a  manner  but  digression,    a 
skims  them  over  ;  but  he  dwells  on  this :  when 
he  seems  to  have  taken  his  hit  leave  of  it,  on 
the  sudden  he  returns  to  it :  'tis  one  branch 
of  it  in  Hippia,  u.wtker  in  Messalina,  but 
Lust  is  the  main  Body  of  the  Tree.    He  begins 
with  this  Text  in  the  first  line,  and  takes  it  up 
with  Intermissions  to  the  end  of  the  Chapter. 
Every  Vice  is  a  Loader,  hut  that's  a  Ten. 
The  Fillers,  or  intermediate  Parts,  are  their 
Revenge  ;  their  Contrivances  of  secret  Crimes  ; 
their  Arts  to  hide  them  ;  their  Wit  to  excuse 
them;  and  their  Impudence  to  own  them, 
wbn  they  can  no  longer  be  kept  secret.    Then 
the  Persons  to  whom  they  are  most  addicted, 
and  on  whom  they  commonly  bestow  the  last 
Favours :  as  Stage- Players,  Fidlers,  Singing- 
Boy  r,  and  Fencers.    Those  who  pass  for  Chast 
amongst  them,  are  not  really  so  ;  but  only  for 
their  vast  Do«>ries,  are  rather  suffer'd,  than 
lov'd  by  their  own  Husbands.    That  they  are 
Imperious,   Domineering,   Scolding    Wives: 
Set  up  for  Learning  and  Criticism  in  Poetry, 
but  are  false  Judges.    Love  to  sieak  Greek, 
(which  was  then  the  Fashionrlle  Tongue,  as 
French  is  now  with  us.)    That  they  plead 
Causes  at  the  Bar,  and  play  Prizes  at  the 
Beat-Gcrden.      That  they  are  Gossips  and 
News-Mongers:  Wrangle  with  their  Neighbours 
abroad,  and  beat  their  Servants  at  home.    That 
they  lie-in  for  new  Faces  once  a  Month  ;  are 
sluttish  with  their  Husbands  in  private;  and 
Paint  and  Dress  in  Publick  for  their  Ijmers. 
That  theydealwilk  Jews, Diviners, andFortune- 
tellers :  Learn  the  Arts  of  Miscarrying,  and 
Barrenness.  Buy  Children,  and  produce  them 
for  their  own.    Murlher  their  Husbands  Sons, 
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<7  Ihey  stand  in  their  way  to  his  Estate,  and 
mahe  their  Adulterers  his  Heirs.  From-henee 
the  Poet  proceeds  to  siu:r  the  Occasions  of  all 
these  Vices,  their  Original,  and  how  they  were 
introduced  in  Rome,  hy  Peace,  Wealth,  and 
Luxury.  In  conclusion,  il  we  will  take  the 
word  of  our  malicious  Author ;  Bad  Women 
are  the  general  standing  Rule  ;  and  the  Good, 
but  some  few  exceptions  to  it. 

THE  I  SIXTH   SATYR. 

In* Saturn's  Keign, at  Nature's  Early  Birth, 
There  was  that  Thing  call'd  Chastity  on 

Earth ; 
When  in  a  narrow  Cave,  their  common 

shade, 
The  Sheep  the  Shepherds  and  their  Gods 

were  laid : 
Wiien  Reeds  and  Leaves,  and  Hides  of 

Beasts  were  spread 
By  Mountain  Huswifes  for  their  homely 

Bed, 
And  Mossy  Pillows  rais'd,  for   the  rude 

Husband's  head. 
Unlike  the  Niceness  of  our  Modern  Dames, 
(Affected     Nymphs     with     new    affected 

Nanries :) 
The  Cynthia's  and  the  Lesbia's  of  our  Years, 
Who  for  a  Sparrow's   Death  dissolve   in 

Tears.  1 1 

Those  first  unpolisht  Matrons,  Big  and  Bold, 
Gave  Suck  to  Infants  of  Gygantick  Mold  ; 
Rough  as  their  Savage  Lords  who  Rang'd 

the  Wood, 
And  *fat  with  Akorns  Belcht  their  windy 

Food. 
For  when  the  World  was  Bucksom,  fresh,  and 

young, 
Her  Sons  were  undebauch'd,  and  therefore 

strong ; 
And  whether  Born  in  kindly  Beds  rf  Earth, 
Or  strugling  from  the  Teeming     >aks  to 

Birth, 
Or  from  what  other  Atoms  they  begun,    20 
No  Sires  they  had,  or  if  a  Sire  the  Sun. 
.Some  thin  Remains  of  Chastity  appear'd 
Ev'n  *  under   Jove,   but    Jove   without   a 

Beard  ; 
Before   the   servile   Greeks  had   learnt   to 

Swear 
By  Heads  of  Kings ;  while  yet  the  Boun- 
teous Year 


Her  common  Fruits  in  open  Plains  expos'd, 
E're  thieves  were  fear'a,  or  Gardens  were 

enclos'cl. 
At  length  *  uneasie  Justice  upwards  f e« , 
And  both  the  Sisters  to  the  Stars  withdrew  ; 
From  that  Old  j^ra  Whoring  did  begin,    30 
So  Venerably  Ancient  is  the  Sin. 
Adult'rers  next  invade  the  Nuptial  State, 
And  Marriage-Beds  creak'-l  with  a  Fnielgn 

Weight ; 
All  other  Ills  did  Iron  times  adorn  ; 
But  Whores  and  Silver  in  one  Age  were 
Born. 
Yet  thou,  they  say,  for  Marriage  do'st  pro- 
vide: 
Is  this  an  Age  to  Buckle  with  a  Bride  ^ 
They  say  thy  Hair  the  Curling  Art  b  ta>.  :ht, 
The  Wedding-Ring  perhaps  already  bought : 
A  Sober  Man  like  thee  to  change  his  Life  !«io 
What  Fury  wou'd  possess  thee  with  a  Wife  ? 
Art  thou  of  ev'ry  other  Death  bereft, 
No  Knife,  no  Ratsbane,  no  kind  Halter  left  ? 
(For  every  Noose  compur'd  to  Hers  is  cheap) 
Is  there  no  City-Bridge  from  whence  to 

leap  ? 
Would'st  thou  become  her  Drudge,  who  dost 


enjoy 
A  better  sort  of  Bedfellow, 
He 


Ijy  Boy  ? 


keeps   thee   not   awake   with   nightly 

Brawls, 

Nor  with  a  beg'd  Reward,  thy  Pleasur;  palls; 
Nor  with  insatiate  heavings  calls  for  more, 
When   all   thy   Spirits   were   drain'd   out 

before.  51 

But  still  Ursidius  Courts  the  Marriage-Bait, 
Loiigs  for  a  Son,  to  settle  lus  Estate, 
And  takes  no  Gifts,  tho  l  /ery  gapeing  Heir 
Wo'  'd  gladly  Grease  the  Rich  Old  liatche- 

lou.. 
What  Revolution  can  appear  so  strange. 
As  such  a  Leacher,  such  a  Life  to  change  ? 
A  rank,  notorious  Whoremaster,  to  choose 
To  thrust  his  Neck  into  the  Marriage-Noose ! 
He  who  so  often  in  a  dreadful  fright  60 
Had  in  a  Coffer  'scap'd  the  jealous  Cuckold's 

sight. 
That  he,  to  Wedlock  dotingly  betray'd, 
Should  hope,  in  this  lewd  Town,  to  find 

a  Maid ! 
The  Man's  grown  Mad :  To  ease  his  Frantick 

Pain, 
Run  for  the  Surgeon  ;  breathe  the  middle 

Vein: 
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But  |pt  z  Heyfer  with  gilt  Horns  be  led 
Trjuno,  Regent  of  the  Marriage-Bed, 
And  let  him  every  Dt.ty  adore. 
If  his   new  iJride  prove  not   an   arrant 

Wnore, 
In  Head  and  Tail,  and  every  other  Pore.  70, 
On  *Ceres  feast,  restrain'd  from  their  de- 
light, 
Few  Matrons,  there,  but  Curse  the  tedious 

Night: 
Few  whom  their  Fath  /s  dare  Salute,  such 

Lust 
Their  Kisses  have,  and  come  with  such  a 

Gust. 
With  Ivy  now  Adorn  thy  Doors,  and  Wed  ; 
Such  is  thy  Bride,  and  such  thy  Genial  Bed. 
Thmk'st  thou  one  Man  is  for  one  Woman 

meant  ? 
She,  sooner,  with  one  Eye  wou'd  be  content 
And  yet,  'tis  nois'd,  a  Maid  did  once 

apjjear 
In  some  small  Village,  tho  Fame  says  not 

where :  go 

Tis  possible ;  but  sure  no  Man  she  found  ; 
'Twas  desart,  all,  about  her  Father'sGround : 
And  yet  some  Lustful  God   might  there 

make  bold  ; 
Are  *Jotie  and  Mars  grown  impotent  and 

old  ? 
Many  a  fair  Nymph  has  in  a  Cave  been 

spread. 
And  much  good  Love,  without  a  Feathcr- 

Bcd. 
Whither  wou'dst  thou  to  chiisc  a  Wife  resort, 
The  Park,  the  Mall,  the  rUiy-housc,  or  the 

Court  ? 
Which  way  soever  tliy  Adventures  fall. 
Secure  alike  of  Chastity  in  all.  90 

One  sees  a  Dancing-Master  Capring  high, 
And  Rav^.'s,  and  Pisses,  with  pure  Extasie  : 
Another  docs,  with  all  his  Motions,  move, 
And  Ga|H:s,  and  Grins  as  in   the  feat  of 

Love: 
A  third  is  Charm'd  with  the  new  Opera 

Notes, 
Admires  the  Song,  but  on  the  Singer  Doats : 
The  Country  Lady  in  the  Box  api)cars, 
Softly  She  Warbles  over  all  she  hears  ; 
And  sucks  in  Passion,  both  at  Eyes  and 

Ears. 
The  rest,  (when  now  the  long  Vacation's 

come,  ,00 

The  noisie  Hall  and  Theatres  grown  dumb) 


Their  Memories  to  refresh,  and  chear  their 

hearts, 
III  borrow'd  Breaches  act  the  Players  parts. 
The  Poor,  that  scarce  have  wherewithal 

to  eat. 
Will  pinch,  to  make  the  Singuig-Boy  a  Treat. 
The  R'ch,  to  buy  him,  will  refuse  no  p  \ct ; 
And  stretch  his  Quail-pipe,  till  they  crack 

his  Voice. 
Tragedians,    acting    Love,    for    T.ust    are 

sought : 
(Tho  but  the  Parro.-  of  a  Poet's  lliought.) 
The  Pleading  Lawyer,  tho  for  Counsel  us'd, 
In  Chamber-practice  often  is  refi  'd.      in 
Still  thou  wilt  have  a  Wife,  and  father  Hein ; 
(The  product  of  concurring  Theatres.) 
Perhaps  a  Fencer  did  thy  Brows  adorn. 
And  a  young  Sword-man  to  thy  Lands  is 

born. 
Thus  Hippia  loath'd  her  old  Patrician 

Lord, 
And  left  him  for  p  Brother  of  the  Sword  : 
To  wondring  ^Pharos  with  her  Love  she 

fled. 
To  show  one  Monster  n^ore  than  Africk  bred : 
Forgetting    House    and     Husband,    leftx 
^  behind,  ,jo 

Ev'n  Children  100 ;   sue  sails  before  the 

wind ; 
False  to  'em  all,  but  constant  to  her  Kind., 
But,  stranger  yet  and  harder  to  conceive. 
She  cou'd  the  Pliy-house  and  the  Players 

leave. 
Born  of  rich  Parentage,  and  nicely  bred. 
She  lodg'd  on  Down,  and  in  a  Damask  Bed  ; 
Yet,  daring  now  the  Dangers  of  the  Deep, 
On  a  hard  Mattress  is  content  to  sleep. 
E're  this,  'tis  true,  she  did  her  Fame  expose : 
But  that,  great  Ladies  with  great  Ease  can 

^,     '°*^-  130 

The  tender  Nymph  cou'd  the  rude  Ocean 

bear : 
So  much  her  Lust  was  stronger  than  her 

Fear. 
But,  had  some  honest  Cause  her  Passage 

prest, 
The  smallest  hardship  had  disturb'd  her 

b'^it : 
Each     convenience  ma  kes  their  Virtue  cold ; 
But  Womankind,  in  Ills,  is  ever  bold. 
Were  she  to  follow  her  own  Lord  to  Sea, 
What  doubts  and  scruples  wou'd  she  raise 

to  stay  ? 
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Ucr  Stomach  sick,   and   her  head   giddy 

grows ; 
The  Tar  and  Pitch  are  nauseous  to  her 

Nose.  140 

But  in  Love's  Voyage  nothing  can  offend  ; 
Women  are  never  Sea-sick  with  a  Friend. 
Amidst  the  Crew.she  walks  ui>on  the  boord ; 
She  eats.she  drinks.she  handles  every  Cord : 
And,  if  she  spews,  'tis  thinking  of  lier  Lord. 
Now  ask,  for  whom  her  Friends  and  Fame 

she  lo«t  ? 
What  Youth,  what  Beauty  cou'd  th'  Adul- 

t'rer  beast  ? 
Wliat  was  the  Fa  e,  for  which  she  cou'd 

sustain 
To  be  call'd  Mistress  to  so  base  a  Man  ? 
The  Gallant,  of  his  days  had  known  the 

best:  150 

Deep  Scars  were  s.-cn   indented  on  his 

breast ; 
And  all  his  batter'd  Limbs  rcquir'd  their 

needful  rest. 
A  Promontory  Wen,  with  griesly  {{race. 
Stood  high,  upon  the  Handle  of  Ins  Face : 
His  blear  Eyes  run  in  gutters  to  his  Chin : 
His  Beard  was  Stubble,  and  his  Cheeks 

were  thin. 
But  'twas  his  Fencing  did  her  Fancy  move : 
'Tis  Arms  and  Blood  and  Cruelty  they  love. 
But  should  he  quit  his  Trade,  and  sheath  his 

Sword, 
Her  Lover  wou'd  begin  to  be  her  Lord.    i6o 
This  was  a  private  Crime  ;  but  you  shall 

hear 
What  Fruits  the  Sacred  Brows  of  Monarchy 

bear: 
The  ' gool  old  Sluggard  but  began  to  snore, 
When  from  hii  side  up  rose  th'  Imperial 

Whore : 
She   who   preferr'd    the   Pleasures  of    the 

Night 
To  Pom()s,  that  are  but  impotent  delight ; 
Stro  le  from  the  Palac^;,  with  an  eager  i)ace, 
To  cope  with  a  more  Masculine  Etnbrace  ; 
MufH:d  she  marcli'd,  like  Juno  in  a  Clowd, 
01   all    her   Train    but    one    ijoor    Wench 

allow'd,  1 70 

One  whom  in  Secret  Service  she  cou'd  trust ; 
The  Rival  and  Companion  of  her  Lust. 
To  the  known  Brothel-house  she  takes  her 

way ; 
.  ad  for  a  nasty  Room  gives  double  pay  ; 
That  Room  in  which  the  rankest  Harlot  lay. 


Prepar'd  for  fight,  expectincly  she  lies, 
Witn  heaving  Breasts,  ana  with  detirbg 

Eyes: 
Still  as  one  drops,  another  takes  his  jjlace, 
And  baffled  still  succeeds  to  like  disgrace. 
At  length,  when  friendly  darkness  is  ex- 

pird,  180 

And  everv  Strumpet  from  her  Cell  retir'd, 
She  lags  behind,  and  lingrin^  at  the  Gate, 
With  a  repining  Sigh,  submits  to  Fate : 
All  Filth  without,  and  all  a  Fire  within, 
Tir'd  with  the  ToyI,  unsated  with  the  Sin, 
Old  Casar's  Bed  the  modest  Matron  seeks  ; 
The  steam  of  Lamps  still  hanging  on  her 

Cheeks, 
In  Rop^  Smut :  thus  foul,  and  thus  bedight, 
She  bnngs  him  back  the  Product  of  the 

Night. 
Now  should  I  sing  what  Poisons  they 

provide ;  190 

With  all  their  Trumpery  of  Charms  beside ; 
And  all  their  Arts  of  Death :    it  would  be 

known 
Lust  is  the  smallest  Sin  the  Sex  can  own. 
Cicsinia,  still,  they  say,  is  guiltless  found  ] 
Of  ev'ry  Vice,  by  her  own  Lord  Renown'd :  I 
And  well  she  may,  she  brought  ten  thousand  f 

Pound.  I 

She  brought  him  wherewithal  to  be  call'd 

chaste ; 
His  Tongue  is  ty'd  in  Golden  Fetters  fast 
He  Sighs,  Adores,  and  Courts  her  every 

Hour ; 
Who  wou'd  not  do  as  much  for  sudi  a 

Dower  ?  200 

She  writes  Love-Letters  to  the  Voutli  in 

Grace  ; 
Nay  tips  the  wink  before  the  Cuckold's  Face ; 
And  might  do  more  ;  Her  Portion  niui;e$  it 

good; 
Wealth*  has  the  Privilcdge  of  Widow-hood. 
These  Truths  with  his  Example  you  dis- 
prove. 
Who  with  his  Wife  is  monstrously  in  Love : 
Hut  know  him  better ;  for  I  heard  him  Swear, 
'Tis  not  that  She's  his  Wife,  but  that  Slit's 

Fair.  208 

Let  her  but  have  three  wrinkles  in  her  Face, 
Let  her  Eyes  Lessen,  and  her  Skin  unbruce, 
Soon  you  will  hear  the  Saucy  Steward  ^ay, 
Pack  up  with  all  your  Trinkets,  and  away ; 
You  grow  Offensive  both  at  Bed  and  Board : 
Your  Betters  must  be  had  to  please  my  Lord. 
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Meantime  She's  absolute  U|)Oit  theThrone; 
And  knowing  time  is  Precious,  loses  none : 
She  must  hr  ve  Flocks  of  Sheep,  with  Wool 

more  Fine 
Than  Silk,  and  Vinyurds  of  the  Noblest 

Wine: 
Whole  Droves  of  Pages  for  her  Train  she 

Craves: 
And    sweeps    the    Prisons    for    attending 

Slaves.  330 

In  short,  whatever  in  her  Eyes  can  come, 
Or  others  have  abroad,  she  wants  at  home. 
When  Winter  shuts  the  Seas,  and  fleecy 

Snows 
Make  Houses  white,  she  to  the  Merchant  goes ; 
Rich  Crystals  of  the  Rock  She  takes  up  there. 
Huge  Agat  Vases,  and  old  China  Ware : 
Then  ^Berenice's  Ring  her  Finger  proves, 
MorePrecious  made  by  her  incestuousLoves: 
And  infamously  Dear :   A  Brother's  Bribe, 
Ev'n  God's  Aanointed,  and  of  Judah's  Tribe: 
Where  barefoot  they  approach  the  Sacred 

Shrine,  231 

And  think  it  only  Sin,  to  feed  on  Swine. 
But  L  none  worthy  to  be  made  a  Wife 
III  all  this  Town  ?   Suppose  her  free  from 

strife. 
Rich,  Fair,  and  Fruitful,  of  Unblemish'd 

Life ; 
Chast   as    the   Sabines,   whose    prevailing 

Charms 
Dbmiss'd  their  Husbands,  and  their  Brothers 

Arms. 
Grant  her,  besides,  of  Noble  Blood,  that  ran 
In  Ancient  Veins,  e're  Heraldry  began : 
Suppose  all  these,  and  take  a  Poet's  word, 
A  Black  Swan  is  not  half  so  Rare  a  Bird.  241 
A  Wife,  so  hung  with  Virtues,  such  a  freight, 
What  Mortal  Shoulders  cou'd  support  the 

weight ! 
Some  Country  Girl,  scarce   to  a  Curtsey 

bred, 
Wou'd  I  much  rather  than  "Cornelia  Wed: 
If  Supercilious,  Haughty,  Proud,  and  Vain, 
She  brought  her  Father's  Triumphs  in  her 

Train. 
Away  with  all  your  Carthaginian  State, 
Let  vanquish'd  Hannibal  without  Doors 

wait. 
Too  burly  anci  '00  big  to  pass  my  narrow 

Gate.  250. 

Oh  '*P<ean,  cries  Amphion,  bend  thy  Bow 
Against  my  Wife,  and  let  my  Children  go 
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But  sullen  Paan  shoots  at  Sons  and  Mothen 

too. 
His  Niebe  and  all  hb  Boys  he  lott ; 
Ev'nJIjcr  who  did  her  num'rous  Oflspring 

^u  *^"ir.2?J*  Fruitful  as  the  Sow  that  carry'd 
The  "Thirty  Pigs  at  one  large  Litter 
Farrowd. 
What  Beauty  or  what  Chastity  can  bear 
So  great  a  Price,  if  stately  and  severe 
She  still  insults,  and  you  must  still  adore  ? 
Grant  that  the  Hony's  much,  the  Gall  is 

more.  361 

Upbraided  with  the  Virtues  she  displays, 
Sev'n  Hours  in  Twelve,  you  loath  the  Wife 

you  Praise : 
Some  Faults,  tho  small,  intolerable  grow  ; 
For  what  so  Nauseous  and  Ai!ected"too, 
As  those  that  think  theydue  Perfection  want, 
Who  have  not  learnt  to  Lisp  the  **  Grecian 

Cant  ? 
In    Greece,   their   whole    Accomplishments 

they  seek: 
Their  Fashion,  Breeding,  Language,  must 

be  Greek : 
But  Raw  in  all  that  dov>s  to  Rome  belong. 
They    scorn    to    cultivate    their    Mother 

Tongue.  271 

In  Greek  they  flatter,  all  their  Fears  they 

speak, 
Tell  all  their  Secrets ;   nay,   they  Scold  in 

Greek : 
Ev'n  in  the  Feat  of  Love,  they  use  that 

Tongue. 
Such  Affectations  may  become  the  Young ; 
But  thou.  Old  Hag,  of  Threescore  Years  and 

Three, 
Is  shewing  of  thy  Parts  in  Greek  for  thee  ? 
M  «oJ  H'»xh !    All  those  tender  words 
The  Momentary  trembling  Bliss  affords. 
The   kind   soft   Murmurs   of   the   private 

Sheets,  280 

Are  Bawdy,  while  thou  speak'st  in  publick 

Streets. 
Those  words  have  Fingers  ;  and  their  force 

is  such. 
They  raise  the  Dead,  and  mount  him  with 

a  touch. 
But  all  Provocatives  from  thee  are  vain ; 
No  blandishment  the  slacken'd  Nerve  can 

strain. 
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U  then  thy  Lawful  Spouse  thou  camt  not 

love, 
What  reason  shou'U  thy  Mind  to  Marriage 

move? 
Why  all  the  Charges  of  the  Nuptial  Feast, 
Wine  and   DcMru    and  Sweet-meaU   to 

digest? 
Th*  indoweing  Gold  that  buys  the  dear 

Delight,  390 

Giv'n  for  thy  first  and  onlv  happy  Night  ? 
If  thou  art  thus  Uxoriously  iiiclin'd, 
To  bear  thy  Bondage  with  a  willing  mind, 
Prepare  thy  Neck,  and  put  it  in  the  Yoke  : 
But  fop  no  mercy  from  thy  Woman  look. 
For  tho,  perhaps,  she  loves  with  equal  Fires, 
To  Absolute  Dominion  she  aspires  ; 
Joys  in  the  Spoib,  and  Triumphs  o'er  thy 

Purse; 
The  better  Husband  makes  the  Wife  the 

worse. 
Nothing  is  thine  to  give,  or  sell,  or  buy,  300] 
All  Oflkes  of  Ancient  Friendship  dye  ;      \ 
Nor  hast  t*iou  leave  to  make  a  Legacy.     } 
By  »•  thy  Imperious  Wife  thou  art  bereft 
A  Priviledge,  to  Pimps  and  Panders  left ; 
Thy  Testament's  her  Will;     Where  slie^ 

prefers 
Her  Ruffians,  Drudges,  and  Adulterers, 
Adopting  all  thy  Rivals  for  thy  Heirs. 
Go  >»drag  that  Slave  to  Deatli;  "your 

Reason,  why 
Shou'd   the  poor  Innocent  be  doom'd  to 

Dye? 
What  proofs  ?    for,  when  Man's  Life  is  in 

detate,  3«> 

The  Judge  can  ne're  too  long  deliberate. 
Call'st  "thou  that  Slave  a  Man  ?  the  Wife 

replies : 
Prov'd,  or  unprov'd,  the  Crime,  the  Villain 

Dies. 
I  have  the  Soveraign  Pow'r  to  save  or  kill ; 
And  give  no  other  Reason  but  my  Will. 
Thus  the  She-Tyrant  Reigns,  till  pleas'd 

with  change, 
Her  wild  Affections  to  New  Empires  Range : 
Another  Subject-Husband  she  desires  ; 
Divorc'd  from  him,  she  to  the  first  retires, 
While  the  last  Wedding-Feast  is  scarcely 

o're,  320 

And  Garlands  hang  yet  green  upon  the  Door. 


tq  I  thyl  Some  editors  givt  their 
30S  your]  SoiH*  editors  fiv*  you 


So  still  the  Ueck'ning  rises  ;  pnd  appears 
In  toul  Sum,  Eight  HusbMKb  in  Five  Years. 
The  Title  for  a  Tomb-Stone  miubt  be  fit ; 
But  that  it  wou'd  too  commonly  he  writ. 
Her  Mother  Living,  hope  no  quiet  Day; 
She  sharpens  her,  instrucU  her  how  to 

Flea 
ller  Husband  bare,  and  then  divides  the 

Prey. 

She  takes  Love-Letters,  with  a  Crafty  smile. 
And,  in  her  Daughter's  Answer,  mends  the 
stile.  .330 

In  vain  the  Husband  seU  his  watchful  Spies  ; 
She  Cheats  their  cunning,  or  she  bribes  their 

Eyes, 
The  Doctor's  call'd ;  the  Daughter,  taught 

the  Trick, 
Pretends  to  faint ;  and  in  full  Health  is  Sick. 
The  Panting  Stallion,  at  the  Closet-Door, 
Hears  the  Consult,  and  wishes  it  were  o're. 
Can'st  thou,  in  Reason,  hope,  a  Bawd  so 

known 
Shou'd  teach  her  other  Manners  than  her 

own  ? 
Her  Int'rcst  is  in  all  th'  Advice  she  gives : 
'Tis  on  the  Daughter's  RenU  the  Mother 
lives.  34° 

No  Cause  is  try'd  at  the  Litigious  Bar, 
But  Women  Pl-ntiffs  or  Defendants  are, 
They  form  the  Process,  all  the  Briefs  they\ 
write,  I 

The  Topicks  furnish,  and  the  Pleas  indite  ;|- 
And  teach  the  Toothless  Lawyer  how  to  I 
Bite.  > 

They  turn  Virago's  too ;  the  Wrasiler's 
toyl 
They  try,  and  Smear  their  Naked  Limbs 

with  Oyl : 
Against  the  Post,  their  wicker  Shields  they 

crush. 
Flourish  the  Sword,  and  at  thePlastron  piisli 
Of  every  Exercise  the  Mannish  Crew      350 
Fulfils  the  Parts,  and  oft  Excels  us  too ; 
Prepar'd  not  only  in  feign'd  Fights  t'  engage, 
But  rout  the  Gladiators  on  the  Stage. 
What  sence  of  shame  in  such  a  Breast 

can  lye, 
Inur'd  to  Arms,  and  her  own  Sex  to  fly  ? 
Yet  to  be  wholly  Man  she  wou'd  disclaim  ;  ^ 
To  quit  her  tenfold  Pleasure  at  the  Game,  \ 
For  frothy  Praises,  and  an  Empty  Name. ' 
Oh  what  a  decent  Sight  'tis  to  behold 
All  thy  Wife's  Magazine  by  Auction  sgld ! 
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The  Bell,  the  crested  Plume,  the  Mvenii 
SuiU  361 

Of  Armour,  and  the  Sponbh  Leather  Boot* ! 

Yet  theie  are  they,  tlut  cannot  bear  the  heat 

Of  figur'd  Silks,  and  under  Sarcenet  sweat. 

Behold  the  strutting  Amauniian  Whore, 

She  stands  in  Guard  with  her  right  Foot 
before: 

Her  Coau  Tuck'd  up ;  and  all  her  Motions 

)USt, 

She  Stamps,  and  then  Cries,  hah  at  ev'ry 

thrust : 
But  laugh  to  see  he. ,  tvr'd  with  many  a  bout, 
Call  for  the  Pot,  and  like  a  Man  Piw  out.  370 
The  Ghosts  of  Ancient  Romans,  shou'd  they 

rise, 
Wou'd  grin  to  see  their  Daughten  play 

a  Prise. 
Besides,  what  endless  Brawb  by  Wifes 

are  bred: 
The  Curtain-Lecture  makes  a  Mournful  Bed. 
Tlien,  when  she  has  thee  sure  within  the 

Sheets, 
Her  Cry  begins,  and  the  whole  Day  repeats. 
Conscious  of  Crimes  her  self,  she  teyies  first ; 
Thy  Servants  are  accus'd ;    ti>y  Whore  is 

curst ; 
She  Acts  the  jealous,  and  at  WiP  she  cries  ; 
For  Womens  Tears  are  but  the  sweat  of 

Eyes.  380 

Poor  Cuckold-Fool,  thou  think'st  that  Love 

sincere. 
And  suck'st  between  her  Lips,  the  falling 

Tear: 
But  search  her  Cabinet,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Each  Tiller  there  with  Love  Epistles  lin'd. 
Suppose  her  taken  iu  a  close  embrace 
Tills  you  wou'd  think  so  manifest  a  Ca; 
No  Rhetorick  could  defend,  no  Impudence 

outface : 
And  yet  even  then  she  Crie^  the  Marriage 

Vow  '' 

A  mental  Reservation  must  allow  ; 
And  there's  a  silent  bargain  still  imply'd, 
The  Parties  shou'd  be  picas'd  on  either 

side :  3^, 

And  both  may  for  their  private  needs 

provide. 
The  Men  your  selves,  and  Women  us  you 

call. 
Yet  Homo  is  a  Common  Name  for  all. 


.173  WifesJ  Th* tttHors print  \i\\tt 


There's   nothing   bolder   than   a   Woman 

Caught ; 
Guilt  givu  'em  Courage  to  mainuin  their 
Fault. 
You   ask   from   whence   proceed   these 
monstrous  Crimes  ? 
Once  Poor,  and  therefore  Cbast,  in  former 

times. 
Our  Matrons  were :  No  I.4ixury  found  room 
In  low-rooft  Houscs,and  bare  Walls  of  Lome; 
Their  Hands  with  Labour  hard'ned  while 
twas  Light,  401 

And  Frugal  sleep  supply'd  the  qu;et  Night, 
White  pmch't  with  want,  their  H-inger  hekl 

em  straight  • 
When  **UaHHibal  was  Hov'ring  at  thcTGaUt 
But  wanton  now,  and  lolling  at  our  Ease, 
We  suffer  all  th'  invet'rate  ills  of  Peace, 
And    wastful    Riot;     whose    Destructive 

Charms 
Revenge  the  vanquish'd  World,  of  our  Vic- 
torious Arms. 
No  Crime,  no  Lustful  Postures  are  unknown ; 
Since  Poverty,  our  Guardian-God,  is  gone : 
Pride,  Laziness,  and  ull  Luxurious  Arts,  41 1 
Pour  like  a  Deluge  in,  from  Foreign  Parts : 
Since  Gold  Obscene,  and  Silver  found  the 

way. 
Strange  Fashions  with  strange  Bullion  to 

convey. 
And  our  plain  simple  Manners  to  betray. ' 
What  care  our  Drunken  Dames  to  whom 
they  spread  ? 
Wine  no  distinction  makes  of  Tail  or  Head. 
Who  lewdly  Dancing  at  a  Midnight-Ball, 
For  hot  Eringocs,  and  Fat  Oysters  call : 
Full    Brimmers   to   their   Fuddled    Nosts 
thrust ;  430 

Brimmers  the  last  Provocatives  of  Lust, 
When  Vapours  to  their  swimming  Brains 

advance, 
And  double  Tapers  on  the  Tables  dance. 
Now  think  what  Bawdy  Dialogues  they 
have. 
What  Tullia  talks  to  her  confiding  Slave, 
At  Modesty's  old  Statue  :  when  by  Night 
They  make  a  stand,  and  from  their  Litters 
_     JiRht; 

The  Good  Man  early  to  the  Levee  goes. 

And  treads  the  Nasty  Paddle  of  his  Spouse. 

The  Secrets  of  the  **  Goddess  nam'd  the 

Good,  430 

Are  even  by  Boys  and  Barbe  cood : 
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Where  tlic  Kank  Matrons,  Dancing  to  the 

I'ipc, 
Gig  with  their  Bums,  and  arc  for  Action 

ripe; 
With  Husick  nW6,  th'    tprcad  abroad  their 

Hair ; 
And  toss  their  Heads  hke  an  enainour'd 

Marc : 
Laufella  lays  her  Garland  ;>y,  and  proves 
The  miinick  Leachery  ot  Manly  Loves. 
Kank'd  with  the  Lady,  the  cheap  Sir-- er 

lies ; 
For  here  not  Ulood,  but  Virtue  gives  the 

priie.  439 

Nothing  if  feign'd  in  this  Venereal  Strife  ; 
Tis  downright    Lust,  and  Acted  to  the 

Lifr. 
So  full,  so  fierce,  so  vicoroui,  and  so  strong. 
That,  looking  on,  woird  make  old  "  Ntslor 

Young. 
Impatient  of  delay,  a  general  sound,         | 
An  universal  Groan  of  Lust  goes  round  :    I 
For  then,  and  only  then,  the  Sex  sincere  f 

b  found.  i 

Now  is  the  time  of  Action  ;  now  begin, 
;'hey  cry,  and  l.'t  the  lusty  Lovers  in. 
The  Whoresons  are  asleep  ;  Then  bring  the 

Slaves 
And  Watermen,  a  Race  of  strong-back'd 

Knaves.  45© 

I  wish,  at  least,  our  Sacred  Rite*^  were  free 
From  those  Pollutions  of  Obscen..y  : 
But  'tis  well   known  "what  Singer,  how 

disguis'd, 
A  lewd  auda<  ious  Action  enterpriz'd : 
Into  the  Fair  with  Women  mixt,  he  went, 
Arm'd  with  a  hu;;e  two-handed  Instrument ; 
A  grateful  Present  to  those  holy  Quires, 
Where  the  Mouse  guilty  of  his  Sex  retires : 
And  even  Male-Pictures  modestly  are  valid  ; 
Yet    no   Profaneness    on    that    Age    pre- 

vail'd ;  460 

No  Scoffers  at  Religious  Rites  were  found : 
Tlio  now,  at  every  Altar  they  abound. 
1  h  ar  your  cautious  Counsel,  you  wou'd 

say, 
Kcepclosc  your  Women  under  Lockand  Key: 
But,  who  shall  keep  those  Keepers  ?  Women, 

nurst 
In  Craft,  begin  with  those,  and  Bribe  'em 

first. 
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The  Sex  b  tum'd  all  Whore  ;  they  Love  the 

Game: 
And  MntrciMS,  and  Maidt,  arc  both  the 

tame. 
The  iwor  Ogulnia,  on  the  Poct'i  day, 
Will  borrow  Cloaths,  and  Chair,  to  sec  the 

I'lay :  470 

She,  who  before  had  Mortg(i;;'d  her  Estate, 
And  Pawn'd  the  last  renraming  piece  of 

Plate. 
Some  are  reduc'd  their  utmoat  Shifts  to  try  : 
But  Women  have  no  shame  of  Poverty. 
They  live  beyond  their  stint ;   as  if  their 

store 
The  more  exhausted,  wou'd  increoK  the 

more : 
Some  Men,  instructed  by  the  Lab'ring  Ant, 
Provide  against  th'  Extremities  of  want ; 
But  Womankind,  that  never  knows  a  mean, 
Down  to  the  Dregs  their  sinking  Fortune 

drain :  480 

Hourly  they  give,  and  spend,  and  wast,  and 

wear: 
And  think  no  Pleasure  can  be  bought  too 

dear. 
There  ore,  who  in  soft  Eunuchs  place 

their  Bl'ss ; 
To  shun  the  scrubbing  of  a  Bearded  Kiss  ; 
And  scape  Abor'ion  ;  but  their  solid  joy 
Is  "  when  the  Payc,  already  past  a  Boy, 
Is  Ca|K)n'd  late  ;  and  to  the  Guelder  shown 
With  his  two  Pounders  to  Perfection  grown. 
When    all    the    Navel-string    cou'd    give, 

appears ; 
All  but  the  Beard  ;  and  that's  the  Barber's 

loss,  not  theirs.  490 

Seen  from  afar,  and  famous  for  his  ware, 
He  struts  into  the  Bath,  among  the  Fair : 
Th*  admiring  Crew  to  their  Devotions  fall ; 
And,  kneeling,  on  their  •«new  Priapus  call. 
Kerv'd  for  his  Lady's  use,  and  with  her  lies ; 
And  let  him  drudge  for  her,  if  thou  art  wise, 
Rather  than  trust  him  with  thy  Fav'rite 

Boy; 
He  jiroftcrs  Death  in  proflermg  to  enjoy. 
If  Songs  they  love,  the  Singer's  Voice  tliey 

force  ^ 

Beyond  hb  ComjMiss  till  hb  Quail-Piixs 

hoarse ;  5°" 

Hb  Lute  and  Lyre  with  their  embrace  is 

v'orn ; 
With  Knots  they  trim  it,  and  with  Gems 

ftdoru : 
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Run  ovvr  all  the  Sl...i|{t,  and  Kim  the  due  ; 
And  make  Love  to  it,  in  the  Huter's  place. 

A  certain  Lady  once,  of  high  DcRree, 
To  Janut  Vow'cl,  and  Vesta's  Deity, 
That  *Pollto  might,  in  Singing,  win   the 

Priie ; 
PoUio  the  Dear,  the  Darling  of  her  Eyes : 
She  Pray'd,  and  Brib'd ;   what  cou'd  »he 

more  have  done 
For  a  Sick  Husband,  or  an  onely  Son  ?    510 
With  her  Face  veil'd,  and  heaving  up  her 

hands. 
The    ihameleM    Supplaint    at    the    Altar 

stands ; 
Tlie  Forms  ol  Pray'r  she  solemnly  pursues  ; 
And.  pale  with  Fear,  the  ofler'd  Entrails 

views. 
Answer,  ye  Pow'rs:  For.if  you  heard  her  Vow, 
Your  Godships,  sure,  had  little  else  to  do. 

This  is  not  all ;  for  ••  Actors  they  implore : 
An  Imp  'deuce  unknown  to  Heav'n  before. 
Th*  •»  A>  usptx,  tir'd  with  this  keligious  Rout, 
Is  forc'd  to  rtand  'ong,  he  gets  the  Gout. 
Out  suffer  not  thy  Wife  abroad  to  roam,  521 
n  she  lovf  Nnging,  let  her  Sing  at  home  ; 
Not  strut  •  Streets,  with  Amasonian  pace  ; 
For  that's  ti.  "uckold  thee,  before  thy  Face. 
Their  endless  Itch  of  News  comes  next  in 

play  ; 
Tlicy  Vent  their  own  ;  and  hear  what  others 

say. 
Know  what  in  Thraee,  or  what  in  France  is 

done ; 
Til'  Intrigues  betwixt  the  Stepdam  and  the 

Son. 
Tell  who  Loves  who,  what  Favours  some 

partake : 
And  who  is  Jilted  for  another's  sake.      530 
What  pregnant  Widow,  in  what  month  was 

made ; 
How  oft  she  did,  and  doing,  what  she  said. 
Sl>e,  first,  beholds  the  ragin);  Comet  rise  r 
Knows  whom  it  threatens,  and  what  Ltinds 

destroys. 
Still  for  the  newest  News  she  lies  in  wait ; 
And  takes  Reports,  just  ent'ring  at  the  Gate. 
Wrecks,  Floods,  and  Fires  ;   what-ever  she 

can  meet. 
She  spreads ;    and  is  the  Fame  of  every 

Street. 
This  is  a  Grievance  ;  but  the  next  is  worse  ; 
A   very   Judgment,   and    her    Neighbours 

Curse :  5^0 


For,  if  their  barking  Dog  disturb  her  ease, 
No  Pray'r  can  bind  her,  no  Excuse  appease. 
Th'  unmanner'd  Malefactor  is  Arraign'd ; 
But  first  the  Master,  who  the  Curr  Main* 

tain'd, 
Must  feel  the  scourge :   Dy  Night  she  leaves 

her  Bed ; 
By  Nwht  her  Bathing  Equipage  is  led. 
That  Marching  Armies  a  Icsf  noise  create  ; 
She  moves  in  Tumult,  and  she  Sweat,   in 

Slate. 
Mean  while,  her  Guests  their  Appetites  must 

keep; 
Some  gape  for  Hunger,  and  some  gasp  for 

Sleep.  550 

At  length  she  comes,  all  flush'd,  but  e'rei 

she  sup,  [ 

Swallows  a  swinging  Preparation-Cup  ;  j" 
Andthen,toclearherStomach,spewsitup.j 
The  Deluge-Vomit  all  the  Floor  o'reflows. 
And  the  sour  savour  nauseates  every  Nose. 
She  Drinks  again  ;  again  she  spews  a  Lake  ; 
Her  wretched  Husband  sees,  and  dares  not 

speak: 

But  mutters  many  a  Curse,  against ^is  Wife; 

And  Damns  himself,  for  chusmg  such  a  Li»c. 

But  of  all  Plagues,  the  greatest  is  untold  ; 

The  Book-LeariTd  Wife  in  Gretk  and  Laiin 

bold.  56, 

The  Critick-Dame,  who  at  her  Table  sits  :. 
Homer  and  Virgil  quotes,  and  weighs  :heir  [ 

Wits ;  Y 

And  pities  Didoes  Agonizing  Fits.  ' 

She  has  so  far  th'  ascendant  of  the  Board, 
The  Prating  Pedant  puts  not  in  one  Word  : 
The  Man  of  Law  is  Non-plust,  in  his  Sute  ; 
Nay  every  other  Female  Tongue  is  mute. 
Hammers,  and  beatint^  Anvils,  you  vou'd 

swear. 
And  ••  VuUan  with  his  whole  Militia  there, 
labours"  and  Trumpets  cease;    for  she 

alone  c^i 

Is  able  to  Redeem  the  lab'ring  Moon. 
Ev'n  Wit's  a  burthen,  when  it  talks  too  long : 
But  she,  who  has  no  Continence  of  Tongue, 
Should  walk  in  Breeches,  and  shou'd  wear 

a  Beard ; 
And  mix  among  the  Philosophick  Herd. 
O  what  a  midnight  Curse  has  he,  whose  side 
Is  pester'd  with  a  "Mood  and  Figure  Bride  ! 
Let  mine,  ye  Gods,  (if  such  must  be  mv 
Fate)  ' 

No  Logick  Learn,  nor  Hbtory  Translate  ; 
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But  rather  be  a  quiet,  humble  Fool :      581 
1  hate  a  Wife,  to  whom  I  go  to  School, 
Who  climbs  the  Grammar-Tree,  distinctly 

knows 
Where  Noun,  and  Verb,  and    Participle 

grows 
Corrects  her  Country  Neighbour;  and,  a  Bed, 
For  breaking  **Priscian's,  breaks  her  Hus- 
band's Head. 
The  Gawdy  Gossip,  when  she's  set  agog. 
In  Jewels  drest,  and  at  each  Ear  a  Bob, 
Goes   flaunting  out,  and,  in   her   trim  of 

Pride, 
Thinks  all  she  says  or  does,  is  justifi'd.    590 
When  Poor,  she's  scarce  a  tollerable  Evil ; 
But  Rich,  and  Fine,  a  Wife's  a  very  Devil. 
She  duely,  once  a  Month,  renews  her  Face ; 
Mean  time,  it  lies  in  Dawb,  and  hid  in 

Grease ; 
Those  are  the  Husband's  Nights ;  she  craves 

her  due. 
He  takes  fat  Kisses,  and  is  stuck  in  Glue. 
But,    to    the   Lov'd  Adult'rer   when    she 

steers. 
Fresh   from  the   Bath,  in  brightness  she 

appears: 
For  him  the  Rich  Arabia  sweats  her  Gum ; 
And  precious  Oyls  from  distant  Indies 
come :  600 

How  Haggardly  so  e're  she  looks  at  home. , 
Th'  Eclipse  then  vanishes ;  and  all  her  Face 
Is  open'd,  and  restor'd  to  ev'ry  Grace, 
The  Crust  remov  J,  her  Cheeks  as  smooth 

as  Silk, 
Are  polish'd  with  a  wash  of  Asses  Milk ; 
And,  shou'd  she  to  the  farthest  North  be 

sent, 
A  train  "of  these  attend  her  Banishment. 
But,  hadst  thou  seen  her  Plaistred  up  before, 
'Twas  so  unlike  a  Face,  it  seem'd  a  Sore. 
'Tis  worth  our  while  to  know  what  all 
the  day  610 

They  do,  and   how  they  pass   their   time 

away. 
For,  if  o're-night  the  Husband  has  been 

slack. 
Or  counterfeited  Sleep,  and   turn  d    his 

Back, 
Next  day,  be  suie,  the  Servants   go  to 
wrack.  , 

The  Chamber-Maid  and  Dresser,  are  call'd 

Whores ; 
The  Page  is  stript,  and  beaten  out  of  Doors 


The  whole  House  suffers  for  the  Master's 

Crime : 
And  he  himself  is  warn'd  to  wake  another 

time. 
She  hires  Tormentors,  by  the  Year ;  she 

Treats 
Her  Vusitours,  and  talks  ;  but  still  she  beats. 
Beats  while  she  Paints  her  Face,  surveys 

her  Gown,  621 

Casts  up  the  days  Account,  and  still  beats 

on: 
Tir'd  out,  at  length,  with  an  outrageous 

Tone, 
She  bids  'em,  in  the  Devil's  Name,  begone. 
Compar'd   with  such   a   Proud,    Insulting 

Dame, 
Sicilian**    Tyrants    may    renounce    their 

Name. 
For,  if  she  hasts  abroad  to  take  the  Ayr, 
Or  goes  to  his  Church  (the  Bawdy-House 

of  Pray'r) 
She  hurries  all  her  Handmaids  to  the  Task ; 
Her  Head,  alone,  will  twenty  Dressers  ask. 
Psecas,  the  chief,  with  Breast  and  Shoulders 

bare,  631 

Trembling,  considers  every  Sacred  Hair ; 
If  any  Stragler  from  his  Rank  be  found, 
A  pinch  must,  for  the  Mortal  Sin,  compound. 
Psecas  is  not  in  Fault :  But,  in  the  Glass, 
The  Dame's  Offended  at  her  own  ill  Face. 
That  Maid  is  Banish'd  ;  and  another  Girl 
More  dextrous,  manages  the  Comb,  and  Curl: 
The  rest  are  summon' J,  on  a  point  so  nice ; 
And   first,   the   Grave  Old   Woman  gives 

Advice.  640 

The  next  is  call'd,  and  so  the  turn  goes 

round, 
As  each  for  Age,  or  Wisdom,  is  Rcnown'd: 
Such  Counsel,  such  delib'rate  care  they  take, 
As  if  her  Life  and  Honour  lay  at  stake : 
With  Curls  on  Curls,  they  build  her  Head 

before 
And  mount  it  with  a  Formidable  Tow'r". 
A  Gyantess  she  seems  ;  but,  look  behind. 
And  then  she  dwindles  to  the  Pigmy  kind. 
Duck-leg'd,    short-wasted,    such   a   Dwarf 

she  is. 
That  she  must  rise  on  Tip-toes  for  a  Kiss. 
Mean  while,  her  Husband's  whole  Estate 
is  spent ;  651 

He  may  go  bare,  while  she  receives  his  Rent, 
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She  minds  him  not ;  she  lives  not  as  a  Wife, 
But  like  a  KawlinR  Neighbour,  full  of  Strife : 
Near  him,  in  this  alone,  that  she  extends 
D  »**'/** ""  **''  Servants  and  his  Friends. 
Bellona's  Priests,  an   Eunuch   at   their 
Head, 
About  the  Streets  a  mad  Procession  lead  ; 
The  «  Venerable  Guelding,  large,  and  high, 
O  relooks  the  Herd  of  his  infcriour  Fry.  66c 
His  awkward  ClergyMcn  about  him  prance  ; 
And  beat  the  Timbrels  to  their  Mystick 

Dance. 
Guiltless  of  Testicles,  they  tear  their  Throats, 
And  squeak,  in  Treble,  their  Unmanly  Notes. 
Mean  while,  his  Cheeks  the  Myter'd  Prophet 

swells, 
And  Dire  Presages  of  the  Year  foretels 
Unless  with  Eggs  (his  Priestly  hire)  they 

hnst 
To  Expiate,  and  avert  th*  Autumnal  blast. 
And  *  add  beside  a  murrey-colour'd  Vest, 
Which,  in   their  places,  may  receive  the 
Pest !  670 

And,  thrown  into  the  Flood,  their  Crimes 

may  hear. 
To  purge  ih*  unlucky  Omens  of  the  Year. 
Th'  Astonisht  Matrons  pay,  before  the  rest ; 
Thnt  Sex  is  still  obnoxious  to  the  Priest, 
llirough  yce  they  beat,  and  plunge  into 
the  Stream, 
If  so  the  God  has  warn'd  'em  in  a  Dream. 
Weak  in  their  Limbs,  but   in  DevotionX 

strong, 
On  their  bare  Hands  and  Feet  they  crawl  I 
along  r 

A  whole  Fields  length,  the  Laughter  of  the 
Throng.  J 

S'loiikl  lo  (h's  Priest  I  mean)  Command  680 
A  Pilgrimage  to  Meroe's  burning  Sand, 
Tlirough  Desarts  they  wou'd  seek  the  secret 

Spring; 
And  Holy  Water,  for  Lustration,  bring. 
How  can  they  pay  their  Priests  too  much 

respect, 
Who  Trade  with  Heav'n,  and  Earthly  Gains 

neglect  ? 
With  him,  Domestick  Gods  Discourse  by 
Night;  ^ 

By  Day,  attended  by  his  Quire  in  white. 
The  Bald-pate  Tribe  runs  madding  throuch 

theStrwr,  ^ 

And  Smile  to  see  with  how  much  ease  they 
Cheat, 
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The  Ghostly  Syre  forgives  the  Wife's  De- 
lights, ^ 

Who  Sins,  through  Frailty,  on  forbidden 

Nights ; 
And  Tempts  her  Husband  in  the   Holy 
Time,  ' 

When  Carnal  Pleasure  is  a  Mortal  Crime. 
The  Sweating  Image  shakes  its  Head ;  but  he 
With  Mumbled  Pray'rs  Attones  the  Deity. 
The  Pious  Priesthood  the  Fat  Goose  receive. 
And  they  once  Brib'd  the  Godhead  must 
forgive. 
No  sooner  these  remove,  but  full  of  Fear, 
A  Gypsie  Jewess  whispers  in  your  Ear, 
And  begs   an  Alms:    An    High-priest's. 
Daughter  she,  700' 

Vers'd  in  their  Talmud,  and  Divinity  ; 
And  Prophesies  beneath  a  shady  Tree. 
Her  Goods  a  Basket,  and  old  Hay  her  Bed, 
She  strouls,  and,  Telling  Fortunes,  gains  her 

Bread : 
Farthings  and  some  small  Monys,  are  her 

Fees ; 
Yet  she  Interprets  all  your  Dreams  for 

these. 
Foretels  th'  Estate,  when  the  Rich  Unckle 

Dies, 
And  sees  a  Sweet-heart  in  the  Sacrifice.  708 
Such  Toys,  a  Pidgeons  Entrails  can  disclose : 
Which  yet  th'  Armenian  Augur  far  outgoes : 
In  D(^s,  a  Victim  mora  ob»%ne,  he  rakes ; 
And  Murder'd  Infants,  for  Inspection,  takes : 
For  Gain,  his  Impious  Practice  he  pursues ; 
For  Gain,  will  his  Accomplices  accuse. 

More  Credit,  yet,  is  to  "^^  Chaldeans  giv'n  ; 
What  they  foretell,  is  deem'd  the  Voice  of 

Hcav  n. 
Their  Answers,  as  from  HammnCs  Altar, 

come ; 
Since  now  the  Delphian  Oracles  are  dumb. 
And  Mankind,  ignorant  of  future  Fate, 
Believes  what  fond  Astrologers  relate.     720 
Of  these  the  most  in  vogue  is  he,  who  sent 
Beyond  Seas,  is  return'd  from  Banishment, 
His  Art  who  to  ••  Aspiring  Olho  sold  ; 
And  sure  Succes^on  to  the  Crown  foretold. 
For  his  Esteem  is  in  his  Exile  plac'd  ; 
The  more  Believ'd,  the  more  he  was  Dis- 

grac'd. 
No  Astrologick  Wizard  Honour  gains, 
Wlio  has  not  oft  been  Banisht,  or  in  Chains. 
He  gets  Renown,  who,  to  the  Halter  near. 
But  narrowly  escapes,  and  boys  it  dear.   730 
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From  him  your  Wife  enquires  the  Planets 

Will, 
When  the  black  Jaundies  shall  her  Mother 

Kill: 
Her  Sister's  and  her  Unckle's  end,  wou'd 

know: 
But,  first,  consults  his  Art,  when  you  shall  go. 
And,  what's  the  greatest  Gift  that  Heav'n 

can  give. 
If,  after  her,  th'  Adulterer  shall  live. 
She  neither  knows  nor  cares  to  know  the 

rest ; 

If  '*Mars  and  Salurn  shall  the  World  infest; 

Or  Jove  and  Venus  with  their  Friendly  Rays, 

Will  interpose,  and  bring  us  better  days.  740 

Beware  the  Woman,  too,  and  shun  her 

Sight, 
Who  in  these  Studies  does  her  self  Delight. 
By  whom  a  greasie  Almanack  is  born. 
With  often  handling,  like  chaft  Amber, worn: 
Not  now  consulting,  but  consulted,  she 
Of  the  Twelve  Houses,  and  their  Lords,  is 

free. 
She,  if  the  Scheme  a  fatal  Journey  show, 
Stays  safe  at  Home,  but  lets  her  Husband  go. 
If  but  a  Mile  she  Travel  out  of  Town, 
The  Planetary  Hour  must  first  be  known,  750 
And  lucky  moment ;  if  her  Eye  but  akes 
Or  itches,  its  Decumbiture  she  takes. 
No  Nourishment  receives  in  her  Disease, 
But  what  the  Stars  and  "Ptolomy  shall 

please. 
The  middle  sort,  who  have  not  much 

to  spare. 
To  Chiromancers  cheaper  Art  repair. 
Who  clap  the  pretty  Palm,  to  make  the 

Lines  more  fair. 
But  the  Rich  Matron,  who  has  more  to  give. 
Her   Answers   from   the  *'  Brachman   will 

receive : 
Skill'd  in  the  Globe  and  Sphere,  he  Gravely 

stands,  760 

And,  with  his  Compass,  measures  Seas  and 

Lands. 
The  Poorest  of  the  Sex  have  still  an  Itch 
To  know  their  Fortunes,  equal  to  the  Rich. 
The  Dairy-Maid  enquires,  if  she  shall  take 
The  trusty  Taylor,  and  the  Cook  forsake. 
Yet  these,  tho  Poor,  the  Pain  of  Child-bed 

bear; 
And,  without  Nurses,  their  own  Infants  rear : 
You  seldom  hear  of  the  Rich  Mantle  spread 
For  thi  Babe  born  in  the  great  Lady's  Bed. 


Such  is  the  Pow'r  of  Herbs ;    such  Arts 

they  use  770 

To  make  them  Barren,  or  their  Fruit  to  lose. 
But  thou,  whatever  Slops  she  will  have 

bought, 
Be  thankful,  and  supply  the  deadly  Draught: 
Help  her  to  make  Manslaughter ;    let  her 

bleed. 
And  never  want  for  Savin  at  her  need. 
For,  if  she  holds  till  her  nine  Months  be  run, 
Thou  may'st  be  Father  *•  to  an  Mthiop's  Son. 
A  Boy,  who  ready  gotten  to  thy  hands. 
By  Law  is  to  Inherii  all  thy  Lands : 
One  of  that  hue,  that  s'  lu'd  he  cross  the 

way,  780 

His  "Omen  wou'd  discolour  all  the  day. 

I  pass  the  Foundliuj  by,  a  Race  unknown. 
At   Doors  expos'd,  whom   iJatrons   make 

their  own : 
And  into  Noble  Families  advance 
A  Nameless  Issue,  the  blind  work  of  Chance. 
Indulgent  Fortune  does  her  Care  employ, 
And,  smiling,  broods  upon  the  Naked  Boy : 
Her  Garment  spreads,  and  laps  him  in  the 

Fold, 
.\nd  covers,  with  her  Wings,  from  nightly 

Cold : 
Gives  him  her  Blessing  ;  puts  him  in  a  way ; 
Sets  up  the  Farce,  and  laughs  at  her  own 

Play.  791 

Ilim  she  promotes  ;  she  favours  him  alone, 
And  makes  Provision  for  him,  as  her  own. 
The  craving  Wife  the  force  of  Magick 

tries, 
And  Philters  for  th'  unable  Husband  buys : 
The  Potion  works  not  on  the  part  design'ti ; 
But  turns  his  Brain,  and  stupifies  his  Mind. 
The  sotted  Moon-Calf  gapes,  and  starinj;  on, 
Sees  his  own  Business  by  another  done : 
A  long  Oblivion,  a  benumning  Frost,  800 
Constrains  his  Head  ;  and  Yesterday  is  lost : 
Some  nimbler  Juice  would  make  him  foam, 

and  rave. 
Like  that  Ctesonia  *•  to  her  Caius  gave : 
Who,  plucking  from  the  Forehead  of  the  Pole 
His  Mother's  Love,  infus'd  it  in  the  Bowl: 
The  boiling  Blood  ran  hissing  in  his  Veins, 
Till  the  mad  Vapour  mounted  to  his  Drains. 
The  *•  Thund'rer  was  not  half  so  much  on 

Fire, 
When  Juno's  Girdle  kindled  bis  Desire. 


797  Brain]  Some  edUtrs  wrongly  give  Brains 
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^'^^^^Woman  will  not  use  the  Poys'ning 

When    Ct^sar's    Wife    the    Precedent    has 
made  ? 

Ut-Agrippina's  Mushroom  be  forcot, 
Giv  n  to  a  Slav'ring,  Old,  unuseful  Sot ; 
That   only  dos'd   the   driveling   Dotard's 
Eyts, 

And  sent  his  Godhead  downward  to  the 
•     akies. 

But  this  fierce  Potion  calls  for  Fire  and 
aword ; 

Nor  spares  the  Commons,  when  it  strikes 

the  Lord : 
So  many  Mischiefs  were  in  one  combin'd  : 
So  much  one  single  Poys'ner  cost  Mankind. 
If  btepdames  seek  their  Sons  in  '  aw  to 
kill,  g^^ 

"^'*  ,Y5!1**'  Trespass ;   let  them  have  their 
Will: 

But  let  the  Child,  entrusted  to  the  Care 
Of  his  own  Mother,  of  her  Bread  beware : 
Beware   the   Food  she  reaches   with    her 

Hand  ; 
The  Morsel  is  intended  for  thy  Land. 
Thy  Tutour  be  thy  Taster,  e're  thou  Eat ; 
There  s  Poyson  m  thy  Drink,  and  in  thy 

Meat.  •' 

You  think  tWs  feign'd;    the  Satyr  in 

a  Rage 
Struts  in  the  Buskins  of  the  Tragick  Stage, 
Forgets  his  Business  is  to  Laugh  and  Bile ; 
And  will,  of. Deaths,  and  dire  Revenges 

Write.  g°j 

Wou'd  it  were  all  a  Fable,  that  you  Read  : 
S\it«D,ymon's  Wife  pleads  Guilty  t..  tl>e 

Deed. 
I  (she  confesses,)  in  the  Fact  was  caught : 
°Drau"  h  '^'^P***''''"^.    at    one    deadly 


The  End  of  the  Sixth  Satyr. 


S6i 

What  Two,  Two  Sons,  thou  Viper,  in  one 
day? 

Y^J  **,^'ll'/''*  '^""'  "^  *«v'n  were  in  my  way. 
Aledea  s  -  Legend  is  no  more  a  Lye  : 
Our  Age  adds  Credit  to  Antiquity. 
Ureat  Ills,  we  grant,  in  former  times  did 

Reign,  g 

And  Murthers  then  were  done:    but  not 

for  Gain. 
«f^  Admiration  to  great  Crimes  is  due. 
Which  they  Through  Wrath,  or  through 

Revenge  pursue. 
For,  weak  of  Reason,  impotent  of  Will,     , 
The  Sex  IS  hurn'd  headlong  into  III : 
And,  like  a  Cliff  from  its  foundations  torn. 
By  raging  Earthquakes,  into  Seas  is  born, 
those  are  Fiends,  who  Crimes  from 
thought  begin. 
And,  cool  in  Mischief,  meditate  the  Sin. 
They  Read  th'  Example  of  a  Pious  Wife,  8so 
Redeeming,  with  her  own,  her  Husband's 

Life ; 
Yet,  if  the  Laws  did  that  Exchange  afford. 

Lor^^^  ^^'^  '**""  *''*"  '''"' 

Where  e're  you  walk,  the  *»  Belides  you 
meet ;  j  wu 

And  '•Clytemnestra's  grow  in  ev'ry  Street : 

Wife'  ^•'f"'"";    ylg<tme»n,on's 

Was  a  grws  Butcher,  with  a  bloody  Knife  ; 
But  Murther,  now,  is  to  perfection  grown. 
And  subtle  Poysons  are  employ'd  alone  • 
UnlcM     some     Antidote     prevents     their 

And  lines  with  Balsom  all  the  Noble  parts  • 
In  such  a  case,  reserv'd  for  such  a  netd. 
Rather  than  fail,  the  Dagger  does  the  Deed. 

«6i  Noble]  The  editors  wroMgl3givt-^^\Kt 


)\IvLTtd"'i^'"'-  Aco™swere  the  Bna.l  of 
?  , r"'V>  '•^'ore  t-orn  was  foun<J. 

into  R^tff/'^:  ^''"•./'«*  '"»'•  Ji-'ven  his  Father 

^A'ka'f'y^'^"'"'  *=•    .Tl"'  Poet  makes  Justice 
fiMven  together,  and  left  Earth  for  ever 


NOTES  TO   THE  SIXTH  SATYR. 


r  ,'i  ^T" '■'«*'•,  When  the  Roman  Women  were 
forbuld.n  to  be<l  with  their  Huslxands 

Si^/J^  ""''  ,("'?■    ^^  *•"""  more  Forniratine 

Stor^  are  tphi   than  any  of  the  other  Go<h        ^ 

■    mHdr.YPioros.    ShcflcdtoEifypt    ihirh 

'  Weoltk  has  the  PrMledge,  &c.     His  meaning 
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is,  that  a  Wife  who  hriiiKS  a  Urge  IJowry  may  tin 
what  she  pttisea,  and  has  all  the  Priviledges  of 
a  Widow. 

"  Bertniee's  King.  A  Ring  of  great  Price, 
yi\\\c)\ftefotiAgri0a  g^vetoh.*  SiMer  Acrm/cr. 
He  was  King  of  the  J*ws,  hvi  Tributary  to  the 
HoinaMS. 

"  Cornelia.  Mother  to  the  Gracchi,  of  the 
Family  of  the  Corntlii ;  from  whence  Scifio  the 
Affritan  wai  descended,  who  Triumph  d  over 
Hannibal. 

■^  OPaan.Sic.  He  alludes  to  the  known  Fable 
of  Xioie  in  Ovitt.  Arnhhion  was  her  Husband  : 
Pctan  is  A^t>,  who  with  his  Arrows  killed  her 
Children,  because  she  boasted  that  she  was  more 
fruitful  than  Laloua,  A^oUo'*  Mother. 

"  Th*  l/iirlv  Pies,  &c.  He  allmles  to  the 
white  Sow  in  Virgtl,  who  farrowM  thirty  Pigs. 

"  Tkt  Grecian  Cant:  Women  then  learnt 
Greek,  as  ours  speak  French, 

"  All  the  Romans,  even  the  most  Inferiour,  and 
most  Infamous  Sort  of  them,  had  the  Power  of 
making  Wills. 

■"  Go  drag  thai  Slave,  SiC  These  are  the 
words  of  the  wife. 

"  Your  Reason  why,  &c.  The  Answer  of  the 
Hnslmnd. 

'•  CalFst  thou  that  Slave  a  Man?  The  Wife 
again. 

■'  Hanniba '  A  Famous  Carthaginian  Cap- 
tain ;  who  was  upon  the  point  of  Conquering  the 
Romans. 

»"  The  good  Goddess.  At  whose  Feasts  no 
Mrn  were  th  be  present. 

"  Nestor.    W  ho  lived  three  hundred  Years. 

"  What  Singer,  iic.  He  alludes  to  the  Story 
of  P.  Clodius,  who,  disguis'd  in  the  Habit  of  a 
Singing  Woman,  went  into  the  House  of  Cctsar, 
where  the  I'oast  of  the  Gooil  Godiless  was  Cele- 
brated ;  to  find  an  opportunity  with  Ccesar's  Wife 
fitmpeia. 

^^  He  taxes  Women  with  their  loving  Eunuchs, 
whocanget  noChililren;  but  adds,  that  they  only 
love  such  Ennuclis,  as  are  guelded  when  they  are 
already  at  the  .Age  of  Manhood. 

»•  Priapus.    The  Go<l  of  Lust. 

'"'  fbltio.    A  Famous  Singing  Buy. 

'*  That  such  an  Actor  wliom  they  love  might 
obtain  the  I'riie. 

'"  Th'  Aruspex.  He  who  inspects  the  En- 
trails of  the  Sacrilic'.-,  and  from  thence,  foretel? 
the  Successor. 

»   Vulcan.    The  God  of  Smiths. 

"  Tabours  and  Trnmf>els,  S:c.  The  Ancients 
thought  that  with  such  sounds  they  cou'd  bring 
the  Moon  out  of  her  Eclipse. 

'"  A  mood  and  figure  bride.  A  Woman  who 
has  learn'd  Logick. 

^'  A   Wom.niiGrammarian,   who  corrects  her 


a^  Aruspex]  Auruspex  idqtj. 


Husband  for  speaking  false  Latia,  which  is  call'd 
breaking /V/JC/'un'*  Head. 

"  A  Train  of  these.    That  is,  of  she  Asset. 

"  Sicilian  Tyrants.  Are  grown  to  a  Proverb 
in  Latin,  for  their  Cruelty. 

"  This  dressing  op  the  Head  so  high,  which  we 
call  a  Tow'r,  was  an  Ancient  way  amongst  the 
Romans. 

"  Bellona't  Priests  were  a  sort  of  Fortune- 
tellers; and  the  High  Priest  an  Eunuch. 

^  And  add  beside,  &c,  A  Garment  was  given 
to  the  Triest,  which  he  threw  into  the  River;  and 
that,  they  thought,  bore  all  the  Sins  of  the  People, 
which  were  drown  d  with  it. 

''  Chaldejns  are  thought  to  have  been  the  first 
Astrologers. 

"  Otho  succeeded  Galba  in  the  Empire ;  which 
was  foretold  him  by  an  Astrologer. 

"  Mart  and  Saturn  are  the  two  Unfortunate 
Planets;  Jupiter  m\  Ktmim,  the  two  Fortunate. 

*"  Ptolemy.  A  Famous  Astrologer,  an  i^///a». 

"  The  Brachmans  are  Indian  Philosopher^ 
who  remain  to  tnis  day :  and  hold,  after  /V/in. 
goras,  the  Translation  of  Souls  from  one  body  to 
another. 

"  to  an  iEthiop's  son.  His  meaning  is,  help 
her  to  any  kind  of  Slopi,  which  may  cause  her  to 
miscarry ;  for  fear  she  may  be  brought  to  Bed  of 
a  black-moor,  which  thou,  being  her  Husband,  art 
bound  to  Father ;  and  that  Bastard  may  by  Law, 
Inherit  thy  Estate. 

''  Hit  OnuH,  &.C.  The  Romans  thoaght  it 
ominous  to  see  a  Black-moor  in  the  Morning,  it 
he  were  the  first  Man  they  met. 

"  Ccesenia,  Wife  to  Cains  Caligula,  the  jr.-.n! 
Tyrant;  'TIs  said  she  gave  him  a  Love-Potioii, 
which  flying  up  into  his  Head,  distracted  him; 
and  was  tlic  occasion  of  his  committing  so  many 
Acts  of  Cruelty. 

"  The  Thunderer,  &c.  The  Story  is  in 
Homer;  where  Juno  boirow'd  the  Girdle  of 
Venus,  call'd  Cestos;  to  m\ka  /ui>iter  in  love 
with  her,  while  the  Grecians  and  Trojans  ueri' 
fighting,  that  he  might  not  help  the  latter. 

"  Agrippina  was  the  Mother  of  the  Tyrant 
Nero,  who  Poyson'd  her  Husband  Claudius,  that 
Nero  mijrht  Succeeil,  who  was  her  Son,  and  not 
Brilanntcus,  who  was  the  Son  of  Claudius,  by 
a  former  Wife. 

''  The  Widow  of  Drymott  PoisonM  her  Sons 
that  she  might  Succeed  to  their  Estate :  This  was 
done  either  in  the  Poet's  time,  or  just  before  it. 

"  Medea,  out  of  Revenge  to  Jason,  who  had 
forsaken  her,  kill'il  the  Children  which  she  hail 
by  him. 

"  the  Belides.  Who  were  fifty  Sisters,  Marry'il 
to  fifty  young  Men,  their  Cousm-Geriii.ins;  .ind 
kill'd  them  all  on  their  Wcdding-Nisht,  exciptin^' 
Hiperinnesira,  who  sav'd  her  Husl).-in<l  l.iiins. 

"•"  Clylemnestra.  The  Wife  of  Anamcmimi, 
who,  in  favour  to  her  adulterer  Egyslhus,  was 
consenting  to  his  Murther, 
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ARGUMENT  |  of  the  |  Tenth  Satyr. 

The  Poet's  Design,  in  this  Divine  Satyr,  is 
to  represent  the  various  Wishes  and  Desires 
of  Mu-ktHd  ;  and  to  set  out  the  Folly  ol  'em. 
1*  .'■«""  ihrough  all  the  several  Heads  of 
Jitches,  Honours,  Eloquence,  Fame  for  Martial 
Atehtevemenls,  Long-Life,  and  Beauty;  and 
gtves  Instanus,  in  Each,  how  frequenUy  they 
have  prov  d  the  Ruin  of  those  that  Oum'dthent. 
He  concludes  therefore,  that  since  we  generally 
chuse  so  lU  for  our  selves,  weshou'd  do  better 
to  leave  U  to  the  Gods,  to  make  the  choice  for 
tti-All  we  can  safely  ask  of  Heaven  lies 
wtlhma  verys'-nU  Compass.  ^Tis  but  Health 
of  Body  and  Y  nd.-/t«d  if  „^  Have  these. 
Us  not  much  uiatter  what  we  want  besides: 
tor  we  have  already  enough  to  make  us  Happy. 

THE  I  TENTH  SATYR. 

Look  round  the  Habitable  World,  how  few 
Know  their  own  Good  5    or  knowinc  it. 
pursue. 

Ho-    void  of  Reason  are  our  Hopes  and 
Fears ! 

What  in  the  Conduct  of  our  Life  appears 
So  well  design'd,  so  lu<    ily  begun, 
But,  when  we  have  our  wish,  we  wish  un- 
done ? 

Whole   Houses,,  of  their  whole   Desires 

possest, 
Are  often  Ruin'd,  at  their  own  Request. 
In  Wars,  and   Peace,  things  hurtful   we 

require, 

ixr^^T*'*  Obnoxious  to  our  own  Desire.  10 
With  Laurels  some  have  fatally  been> 
Crown'd ; 
Some  who  the  depths  of  Eloquence  have 

found, 
In^at  unnavigaWe  Stream  were  Drown'd.  / 
The  'Brawny  Fool,  who  did  his  Vigour 
boast. 
In  that  Preiunneing  Confidence  was  lost : 
Uut  more  have  been  by  Avarice  opprest, 

V     ■,'T^J^^  ^°^^y  "o»^e^  in  the  Chest : 
Unwieldy  Sums  of  Wealth,  which   hi"' 

mount 
ThanFiles  of  Marshall'dFigures  can  ace 


WonVn'*  'l!  r?*°r  ?^  ^"'"*''  *n  the  Scale, 
Wou^Jook  hke  httle  Dolphins,  when  they' 

^"fJM"*  ^^'^'',  "^  ^^^  British  Whale!, 
wl°l  'i?*:  •"  ^''"^  Arbitrary  time, 

Crimel"'  *"  *  '  ""^  ^~"*'  « 

^  ^  Hifi  ^"*-'^'**  Guard,  were  sent, 
Th«  SS  ?"'  G.«^'.^nd  g"t  their  Palaces : 

Th!  fS T.  S  ^'  ^""P'y  G«"«'  sent- 
The  Fearfu   Passenger,  who  Travels  late, 

Plate!  ^''""^'   ""*   "  ^"^'^y 

Shakes  at  the  Moonshine  shadow  of  a  Rush*^ 

The  Beggar  Sings,  ev'n  when  he  lets  the 

pmC6 

^fan'lK'*''''''u"l"^^*"««^"*»'«pace. 
ntlu  *^^VoJvs  the  first  and  chief  Request 
Of  each,  IS  to  be  Richer  than  the  rest : 
And  yet  no  doubts  the  Poor  Man's  Draught 

controul,  ^ 

He  dreads  no  Poison  in  his  homely  Bowl, 

Divfne         ^'""^^^  ^'"^'  ''*"'"  ^'""^ 

EnchasetheCup.andsparkleintheWine.    40 
Will  you  not  now,  the  pair  of  Sages  praise. 

Ways?*"""      "'^  P"'*"''''  ^y  ^^««» 

One    pity'd,    one    contemn''  Woful 

iimcs : 
One  laugh'd  at  Follies,  one  lame ,      .  Crimes  • 
Uughter  is  easie  ;  but  the  WonOer  lies,     * 
What^  Stores  of  Brine  supplyd  the  Weej^rs 

Def^crilus  cou'd  feed  his  Spleen,  and  shake 
His  sides  and  shoulders  till  he  felt  'em  ake  : 
Tho  in  his  Country  Town  no  Lictors  were, 
NorRodsnorAxnorTribunedidappear:     u 
Nor  all  the  Foppish  Gravity  of  sWw, 
Which  cunning  Magistrates  on  Crowds  be- 
stow: 
What  had  he  done,  had  he  beheld,  on  high 
pur  Prator  seated,  in  Mock  Majesty ; 

iu.      "'?*  I°'*'''"R  «''«  the  nusty  place 
While,  with  dumb  Pride,  and  a  set  formal 
Face, 


1^' 


li^ 
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He  moves,  in  the  dull  Ceremonial  track, 
With  Jove's  Embroyder'd  Coat  upon  his 

back: 
A  Sute  of  Hangings  had  not  more  opprest 
His  Shoulders,  than  that  long,  Laborious 

Vest.  ^ 

A  heavy  Gugaw,  (call'd  a  Crown)  that  spred 
About  his  Temples,  drown'd   his   narrow 

And  wou'd  have  crush'd  it,  wUh  the  Massy 

Freight, 
But  that  a  sweating  Slave  sustain  d  the 

weight : 
A  Slave  in  the  same  Chariot  seen  to  ride. 
To  mortifie  the  mighty  Madman's  Pride. 
Add  now  th'  Imperial  Eagle,  rais'd  on  high, 
With  Golden  Beak  (the  Mark  of  Majesty) 
Trumpets  before,  a  id  on  the  Left  and  Right, 
A  Cavalcade  of  Nobles,  all  in  White :       70 
In  their  own  Natures  false,  and  flatt'ring 

Tribes 
But  made  his  Friends,  by  Places  and  by 

Bribes. 
In  his  own  Age,  Democritus  cou'd  find 
Sufficient  cause  to  laugh  at  Humane  kind  : 
Learn  from  so  great  a  Wit ;  a  Land  of  Bog< 
With  Ditches  fenc*d,a  Heaven  Fat  with  F<^s, 
May  form  a  Spirit  to  sway  the  State  ; 
And  make  the  Neighb'ring  Monarchs  fear 

their  Fate. 
He  laughs  at  all  the  Vulgar  Cares  and  Fears ; 
At  their  vain  Triumphs,  and  their  vainer 

Tears :  80 

An  equal  Temper  in  his  Mind  he  found, 
When  Fortune  flatter'd  him,  and  when  she 

frown'd. 
•Tis  plain  from  hence  that  what  our  Vows 

request, 
Are  hurtful  things,  or  Useless  at  the  best. 
Soii»e  ask    for    Envy'd    Pow'r ;     which 

publick  Hate 
Pursues,  £.nd  hurries  headlong  to  their  Fate: 
Down    go    the    Titles;     and    the    Statue 

Crown'd, 
Is  by  base  Hands  in  the  next  River  Drown  d. 
The  Guiltless  Horses,  and  the  Chariot  Wheel, 
The  same  Effects  of  Vulgar  Fury  feel :     90 
The  Smith  prepares  his  Hammer  for  the 

Stroke, 
While    the    Lung'd    Bellows    hissing    Fire 
provoke  ; 


Sejanus,*  almost  first  of  Rotnan  Names, 
The  great  Sejanus  crackles  in  the  Flames 
Form'd  in  the  Forge,  the  Pliant  Brass  is 

laid 
On  Anvils ;  and  of  Head  and  Limbs 

made 
Pans,  Cans,  and  Pispots,  a  whole  Kitchin 
Trade. 
Adorn  your  Doors  with  Laurels ;    and 
a  Bull 
Milk  white,  and  large,  lead  to  the  Capitol ; 
Sejanus  with  a  Rope  is  drag'd  along,        100 
The  Sport  andLaughter  of  the  giddy  Thronp! 
*Good  Lord,  they  Cry,  what  Elhiop  Lips 

he  has, 
How  foul  a  Snout,and  what  a  hangingFace! 
By  Heav'n,  I  never  cou'd  endure  his  siglit ; 
But  say,  how  cane  his  Monstrous  Crimes 

to  Light  ? 
What  is  the  Charge,  and  who  the  Evidence 
(The  Saviour  of  the  Nation  and  the  Prince  ?) 
Nothing  of  this  •;  but  our  Old  Casar  sent 
A  Noisie  Letter  to  his  Parliament : 
Nay,  Sirs,  if  Ccesar  writ,  I  ask  no  more,  no 
He  s  Guilty:  and  the  Question's  out  of  Door. 
How  goes  the  Mob  ?   (for  that's  a  Mighty 

thing.) 
When  the  King's  Trump,  the  Mob  are  for 

the  King : 
They  follow  Fortune,  and  the  Common  Cry 
Is  still  against  the  Rogue  Condemn'd  to  Dye. 
But  the  same  very  Mob,  that  Rascal  crowd. 
Had  cry'd  Sejanus,  with  a  Shout  as  loud ; 
Had  his  Designs  (by  Fortune's  favour  Blest) 
Succeeded,  and  the  Prince's  Age  opprest. 
But  long,  long  since,  the  Times  have  chang  d 
their  Face,  "o 

The  People  grown  Degenerate  and  base ; 
Not  suffer'd  now  the  Freedom  of  their  choice, 
To  make  their  Magistrates,  and  sell  their 
Voice. 
Our  Wise  Fore-Fathers,  Great  by  Sea  and 
Land, 
Had  once  the  Pow'r  and  absolute  Commanil ; 
All  Offices  of  Trust,  themselves  disims'd ; 
Rais'd  whom  they  pleas'd,  and  whom  they 

pleas'd,  Depos'd. 
But  we,  who  give  our  Native  Rights  away, 
And  our  Inslav'd  Posterity  betray. 
Are  now  reduc'd  to  beg  an  Alms,  and  go  i» 
On  Holidays  to  see  a  Puppet  show. 


76  Heaven)  Heav'n  1697. 
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There  was  a  Damii'd  Design,  crys  one,  no 
doubt ; 
For  Warrants  are  already  Issued  out : 
I  met  Brulidius  in  a  Mortal  fright ; 
He's  dipt  for  certain,  andplays  least  in  sight : 
I  fear  the  Kage  of  our  offended  Prince, 
Who  thinks  the  Senate  slack  in  his  defence ! 
Come  let  us  haste,  our  Loyal  Zeal  to  show. 
And  spurn  the  Wretched  Corps  of  Casar's 

Foe :  i^f, 

But  let  our  Slaves  be  present  there,  lest  they 
Accuse  their  Masters,  and  for  Gain  bctrav. 
Such  were  the  Whispers  of  those  jealous 

Times, 
About  Sejanus  Punishment,  and  Crimes. 
Now  tell  me  truly,  wou'dst  thou  chance 

thy  Fate 
To  be,  like  him,  first  Minister  of  State  ? 
To  have  thy  Levees  Crowded  with  resort 
Of  a  depending,  gaping,  servile  Court : 
Dispose  all  Honours  of  the  Sword  and  Gown, 
Grace  with  a  Nod,  and  Ruin  with  a  Frown : 
To  hold  thy  Prince  in  Pupill-Age,  and  sway 
That  Monarch,  whom  the  Master'd  World 

obey  ?  j-i 

VVhile  he,  intent  on  secret  Lusts  alone. 
Lives  to  himself,  abandoning  the  Throne  ; 
Coopt'  ii;  a  narrow  Isle,  observing  Dreams 
With    flattering     Wisards,     and    erecting 

Schemes ! 
Iwellbclieve.thouwou'd'st  be  Great  as  he; 
For  every  Man's  a  Fool  to  that  Degree  ; 
All  wish  the  dire  Prerogative  to  kill ; 
Ev'n  they  wou'd  have  the  Pow'r,  who  want 

the  Will : 
But  wou'dst  thou  have  thy  Wishes  under- 

stood,  ,5o 

To  take  the  Bad  together  with  the  Good  ? 
Woudst  thou  not  rather  choose  a  small 

Renown, 
To  be  the  May'r  of  some  poor  Paltry  Town, 
uigly  to  Look,  and  Barb'rously  to  speak  ; 
To  pound  false  Weights,  and  scanty  Measures 

break  ? 
Then,  grant  we  that  Sejanus  went  astrav, 
In  ev  ry  Wbh,  and  knew  not  how  to  pray  : 
*or  he  who  grasp'd  the  World's  exhausted 

Store, 
Yet  never  had  enough,  but  wish'd  for  more. 
Kais  d  a  Top-heavy  Tower,  of  monst'rous 

height,  ,  -Q 

^^■'■'^t  Mouldr'ing,  rrush'd  him  underneath 

the  Weight. 


VVhat  did  the  mighty  Pompeys  Fall  beget? 
And  rum'd  'him,  who  Greater  than   the 

Great, 
Tlie  stubborn  Pride  of  Roman  Nobles  broke  ; 
And   bent  their   Haughty   Necks  beneath 

his  Yoke  ? 
What  else  but  his  immoderate  Lust  of 

Pow'r, 
Pray'rs  made,  and  granted  in  a  Luckless 

Hour? 
For  few  Usurpers  to  the  Shades  descend 
Hy  a  dry  Death,  or  with  a  quiet  End. 
The  Boy,  who  scarce  has  paid  his  Entrance 

down  ,80 

To  his  proud  Pedant,  or  declin'd  a  Noun, 
(So  small  an  Elf,  that  when  the  days  are 

foul. 
He  and  his  Satchel  must  be  born  to  School,) 
Vet  prays,  and  hopes,  and  aims  at  nothing 

To  'prove  a  Ttilly,  or  Demosthenes -. 

But  both  those  Orators,  so  much  renown'd, 

In  their  own  Depths  of  Eloquence  were 

Drown'd : 
The  Hand  and  Head  were  never  lost,  of 
those  jgg 

Who  dealt  in  Dogrel,  or  who  punn'd  in  Prose: 
Portune  •  joretun'd  the  dying  Notes  of  Rome : 
Till  I,  thy  Consul  sole,  consoVd  thy  doom. 
His  Fate  had  crept  below  the  lifted  Swords, 
Had  all  his  Malice  been  to  Murther  words. 
I   rather   would   be   Meevius,   Thrash   for 

Rhimes 
Like  his,  the  scorn  and  scandal  of  the  Times, 
Than  'that  Philippique,  fatally  Divine, 
Which  is  inscribed  the  Second,  should  be 
Mine. 
Nor  he,  the  Wonder  of  the  Grecian  throng. 
Who  drove  them  with  the  Torrent  of  his 

Tongue, 
Who  shook  the  Theaters,  and  sway'd  the 
State  200 

Of  Athens,  found  a  more  Propitious  Fate. 
Whom,  born  beneath  a  boding  Horoscope, 
His  Sire,  the  Blear-Ey'd  Vulean  of  a  Shop, 
From  Mars  his  Forge,  sent  to  Minerva's 

Schools, 
To  learn  th'  unlucky  Art  of  wheedling  Fools. 
With  Itch  of  Honour,  and  Opinion,  Vain, 
All  things  beyond  their  Native  worth  we 

strain : 
The»Spoils  of  War.brought  to  Feretrian  Jove. 
An  empty  Coat  of  Armour  hung  above 
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The  Conquerors  Chariot,  and  in  Triumph 
born,  aio 

A  Streamer  from  a  boarded  Gaily  torn, 
A  Chap-fain  Beaver  loosely  hanging  by 
The  cloven  Helm,  an  Arch  of  Victory, 
On  whose  high  Convex  sits  a  Captive  Foe, 
And  sighing  casts  a  Mournful  Look  below  ; 
Of  ev'ry  Nation,  each  Illustrious  Name, 
Such  Tojrs  as  these  have  cheated  into  Fame : 
Exclianging  solid  Quiet,  to  obtain 
Tl>e  Windy  satisfaction  of  the  Brain. 
So  much  the  Thirst  of  Honour  Fires  the 
Blood ;  220 

So  many  wou'd  be  Great,  so  few  be  Good. 
For  who  wou'd  Virtue  for  her  self  regard, 
Or  Wed,  without  the  Portion  of  Reward  ? 
Vet  this  Mad  Chace  of  Fame,  by  few  pursu'd. 
Has  drawn  Destruction  on  the  Multitude : 
This  Avarice  of  Praise  in  Times  to  come, 
Those  long  Inscriptions,  crowded  on  the 

Tomb, 
Shou'd  some  Wild  Fig-Tree  take  her  Native 

bent. 
And  heave  below  the  gaudy  Monument, 
Wou'd  crack  the  Marble  Titles,  and  dis- 
perse 230 
Tlie  Characters  of  all  the  lying  Verse. 
For  Sepulchres  themselves  must  crumbling 

In  Times  Abyss,  the  common  Grave  of  all. 
Great  Hannibal  within  the  Ballance  lay  ; 
And  tell  how  many  Pounds  his  Ashes  weigh  ; 
Whom  Affrick  was  not  able  to  contain, 
Whose  length  runs  Level  with  th'  Atlantick 

main. 
And  wearies  fruitful  Nilus,  to  convey 
His  Sun-beat  Waters  by  so  long  a  way  ; 
Which  Ethiopia's  double  Clime  divides,  240 
And  Elephants  in  other  Mountains  hides. 
Spain  first  he  won,  the  Pyraneans  past. 
And  steepy  Alps, the  Mounds  that  Nature  cast: 
And  with  Corroding  Juices,  as  he  went, 
A  passage  through  the  living  RoAs  he  rent. 
Then,  like  a  Torrent,  rowling  from  on  high, 
He  pours  his  head-long  Rage  on  Italy ; 
In  three  Victorious  Batteb  overrun  ; 
Yet  still  uncasie.  Cries,  There's  nothing  done. 
Till,  level  with  the  Ground,  their  Gates  arc 

And  PuwV*  Flags  on  Roman  Tow'rs  displaid. 


ass  Tinietltlmes  i6q3. 

a40  Cries,  There's]  Cries  there's  1693. 


Ask  wliat  a  Face  bclong'd  to  this  high 
Fame ; 
His  Picture  scarcely  wou'd  deserve  a  Frame : 
A  Sign-Post  Dawber  wou'd  disdain  to  point 
The  onc-£y'd  Heroe  on  his  Elephant. 
Now  what's  his  End,  0  Charming  Glory,  say 
What  rare  fifth  Act,  to  Crown  thb  huffiiiir 
Plav?  ^ 

In  one  deciding  Battel  overcome, 
He  flies,  is  banisht  from  his  Native  home : 
UtgsrefuEeinaForcignCourt.andthcre    260 
Attends,  his  mean  Petition  to  prefer  ; 
Repuls'd  by  surly  Grooms,  who  wait  before 
Tlie  sleeping  Tyrant's  interdicted  Door. 
What  wondrous   sort    of   Death   has 
Heav'n  design'd, 
Distinguish'd  from  the  Herd  of  Humane 

Kind, 
For  so  untam'd,  so  turbulent  a  Mind  !      , 
Nor  Swords  at  hand,  nor  hissing  Darts  afar, 
Are  doom'd  t'  Avenge  the  tedious  bloody 

War, 

But  Poyson,  drawn  through  a  Rings  hollow 

plate,  2(x) 

Must  finish  him  ;  a  sucking  Infant's  Fate. 

Go,  climb  the  rugged  Alps,  Ambitious  (col, 

To  please  the  Boys,  and  be  a  Theme  at 

School. 

One  World  suflSs'd  not  Alexander's  Mind ; 

Coop't  ui),  he  sccm'd  in  Earth  and  Seas  con- 

fin'd: 
And,  strugling,  stretch'd  his  r<;stlcss  Limbs 

about 
The  narrow  Globe,  to  find  a  passage  out. 
Vet,  enter'd  in  the  •Brick-built  Town,  he 

try'd 
Tlie  Tomb,  and  found  the  strait  dimensions 

wide : 

"£|«atb  only  this  Mysterious  Trutli  iinfoWs, 

Tlie  mighty  Soul,  how  small  a  Body  holds. 

Old    Greece »   a   Tale    of   Athos  wou'd 

make  out,  281 

Cut  from  the  Continent,  and  Sail'd  about ; 

Seas  hid  with  Navies,  Chariots  passing  o're 

The  Channel,  on  a  Bridge  from  siiore  to 

shore. 
Rivers,  whose  depth  no  sharp  btlioUler  sees, 
Drunk  at  an  Annies  Dinner,  to  the  I.ees ; 
\Vith  a  long  Legend  of  Roinantick  things, 
Which,  in  his  Cups,  the  Bowsy  Poet  sings. 
But  how  did  he  return,  this  hauglit\  Lrave 
Who  whipt  the  Winds,  and  made  the  Sea 
his  Slave  ?  290 
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(Iho  Aeptunt  took  unkindly  to  be  bound  ; 
i„  t   1?'^  "*y."  »"«^''  ^'^  "«8e  found 

So  MercUtM  'a  Tyrant  to  Obey ! 
But  how  return'd  he,  let  us  ask  aoain  ?     \ 
'"  »  K?'  Sm  he  pass'd  the  bloJJy  Main, 
hi.T«L   "^^  •^"8«""'d  aidie.  off 

^"dwEre*"'  ''"'''*''  •*"*  '''*  "*'  ^^''"^ 

He  had  no  mighty  pcnn' worth  of  his  Prav'r 

^Z:J'T  '"*'  ''"8th  of  LUe,  and  Years" 
good  store 

Heap  on  my  bending  Back,  I  ask  no  mow. 

«!."''•■"''  "«'»Mul,  OU  and  Young, 
contpue  ** 

M-.^if  '^i*'"/'  rai^hievous  desire. 
Slistaken  Blessmg,  which  Old  Age  they  call 
T«  a  long,  nasty,  darksom  Hospital^ 
A  ropy  Cham  of  Rhumes  ;  a  Vikge  Vouch 
?'S™w'  ,V"*~»«*d.  and  a  Skinrf  Buff  ' 

^"*  Wrinckles,  as  a  skillful  Hand  wou'd 
^"'On^^  ^""^'"»  Ape,  when,  with" 

^'"  ria*^  "*"**'  *"''  "^'"^  '*"  Leathern 

In  Youth,  distinctions  infinite  abound  ; 
tLfT\V  ^^'T'r^^  alike  are  fou.d  ; 

liroig^*     ^^'  '•"  ^""^^  ''"d  "'«^ 
But  the  same  foulness  does  to  Age  belong. 

ToSg'^r  '  ^^^  ^  ^^^'  ""d 

The  Skull  and  Forehead  one  Bald  Barrel 
plain  f 

And^Gums  unarm'd  to  Mumble  Meat  in 

Besides  th'  Eternal  Drivel,  that  supplies  «o 
The  droppmg  Beard,  from  K^*.iU^.Av* 
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"'  Ss^L"'"''^"  '^^'^  »•-•  -<'' 

tewforiif  f *'"''■"*'  ^'"°"  Curse  ! 
mttjre  forsake  him  too ;  for  who  would 

Himself,  to  be  Remembred  in  a  Will  > 


The  limber  Nerve,  in  vain  provok'd  to  rise 

lL«^       •*•*••«*«•  «x>  Wi  brofcS 
Add,  that  endeavouring  itiU  without  eflert* 

Th.^i^TJ'?*'  **•«>"  »  new*fe«t, 
JTie  S«,|,  dulodring  from  another  k."  ' 

yit*  *^}»'?^!.«'>d»n»in?Voice,  am  cheat 
A  Stupid,  Old,  Impenet«ae  Ear  ? 

0?»^V'n  JJV*'**  ?•■«*'  0'  *»»»  Degree 
Of  the  full  Theater  he  sits  to  see  j 

nS*  "^  T"!'°E'*«  """«*  '~c»>  his  Ear  j 
HU  2i  A<^*«'  »  ^«f  he'*  never  near.   34, 

•ta^  ""  '  *°  "^'  ''''°  "»*'• 

'^  S^d:"'  *'*'  ^^'  "  •"*  *  ^^''  ■» 
Tlie  little  Blood  that  creeps  within  his  Vebs. 

fe  ti  T  ''"'"^  i"  "^  ^'  leaver?  S 
In  fine,  he  wears  no  Limb  about  him  sound 

round?  ^'""""^    bekaguer'd 

Ask  me  their  Names.  I  sooner  cou'd  relate 
How  inany  Drudges  on  Salt  Hippia  waf 

kiHsr  ^"''""^  '^'  ^°*"  ^^ 
Or  how.  last  faU.  he  rais'd  the  Weekly  B^° 
wt"     H''';i""*x''?  ^""'"^  were  sSr^* 

H^w  ^^"^  ^"*'  "  P^y  ♦•»«»  Bitch  has  try'd ; 
WhatT!::^  ^^r'^"'  Pedagogue  can  rWe 
kiw^  and  Lordships  for  their  Owners 

My  Quondam  Barber,  but  his  worship  now. 

One  his  Legs  fail,  and  one  his  ShiuWer 
pains :  vuwci 

AnotW  is  of  both  his  Eyes  bereft;        360 
AFlf.w!^.'***\*i?*  ^'^  *«"  Aiming  left^ 

As^ilirhHHT""«^''?^A^l^« 
AsmhMChild-hood,cram'd  by  others  hands 
One.  who  at  sight  of  Supper  open'd  wid?/ 
H.S  Jaws  before,  and  wlietted  Grinden  I 
tryd ;  f 

Now  only  Yawns,  and  waits  to  be  supply'd  •  J 
Vinjr"^  Swallow,  when  wilK^ 
Expected  Food  her  fasting  Mother  brings. 


ii! 
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His  loM  of  Memben  is  a  heavy  Curse, 
But  all  his  Faculties  decay'd,  a  worse !    370 
His  Servants  Names  he  has  forgotten  quite  : 
Knows  not  his  Friend  who  supp'd  with  him 

last  Night. 
Not  ev'n  the  Children,  he  Begot  and  Bred  ; 
Or  liis  Will  knows  'em  not :    For,  in  their 

stead. 
In  Form  of  Law,  a  common  Hacknev  Jade, 
Sole  Heir,  for  secret  Services,  is  made : 
So  lewd,  and  such  a  battcr'd  Brothel  Whore, 
That  she  defies  all  Commera,  at  her  Door. 
Well,  yet  suppose  his  Senses  are  his  own. 
He  lives  to  be  chief  Mourner  for  hu  Son :  380 
Before  his  Face  his  Wife  and  Brother  burns  ; 
He  Numbers  all  his  Kindred  in  their  Urns. 
These  are  *he  Fines  he  pays  for  livinf;  long  ; 
And    dragging   tedious   Age,    in   his   own 

wrong : 
Griefs  always  Green,  a  House-hold  still  in  \ 

Tears, 
Sad  Pomps,  a  Threshold  throng'd  with 

daily  Biers ;  1 

And  Liveries  of  Black  for  Length  of  Years.  / 
Next  to  the  Raven's  Age,  the  Pylian"  King 
Was  longest  liv'd  of  any  two  leg'd  thing  ; 
Blest,  to  Defraud  the  Grave  so  long,  to 

Mount  390 

His  ■'Numbred  Years,  and  on  his  Right  Hand 

Count ; 
Three  Hundred  Seasons,  guzling  Must  of 

Wine : 
But,  hold  a  while,  and  hear  himself  Repine 
At  Fates  Unequal  Laws  ;  and  at  the  Clue 
Which,  '*  Merciless  in  length,  tne  midmost 

Sister  drew. 
When  his  Brave  Son  upon  the  Fun'ral  Pyre 
He  saw  extended,  and  nis  Beard  on  Fire  ; 
He  turn'd,  and  Weeping,  ask'd  his  Friends, 

what  Crime 
Had  Curs'd  his  Age  to  this  unhappy  Time  ? 
Thus   Mourn'd   old   PeUus  for   Achilles 

slain,  400 

And  thus  Ulysses's  Father  did  complain. 

How  Foitunate  an  End  had  Priam  made. 
Among  his  Ancestors  a  mighty  shade. 
While  Troy  yet  stood ;  When  Hector  with 

the  Race 
Of  Royal  Bastards,  might  his  Funeral  Grace: 
Amid«t  the  Tears  of  Trojan  Dames  inurn'd. 
And  by  hb  Loyal  Daughters  truly  mourn'd. 

386  Poinpa,  a]  Pomps :  A  idgtJ, 


Had  Heaven  so  Blest  him,hehadDy'd  before 
The  fatal  Fleet  to  Sfmrla  Paris  bore. 
But  mark  what  Age  produc'd ;    he  liv'd 
to  see  410 

His  Town  in  Flames,  his  falling  Monarchy : 
In  fine,  the  feeble  Syie,  reduc'd  bv  Fate, 
To  change  his  Scepter  for  a  Swora,  too  late, 
His  ••  last  Effort  b-fore  Jove's  Altar  tries 
A  Souldier  half,  anc  half  a  Sacrifice : 
Falls  like  an  Oxe,  tiiat  waits  the  coming 

blow ; 
Old  and  unprofitabU;  to  the  Plough. 
At  **  least,  he  Dy'd  a  Man,  nis  Queen 

surviv'd. 
To  Howl,  and  in  a  barking  Body  liv'd. 

I  hasten  to  our  own  ;  Nor  will  relate  420 
Great "  Milhridates,and  Rich  '•  Crassus  Fate ; 
Whom  Solon  wisely  Counsell'd  to  attend 
The  Name  of  Happy,  till  he  knew  his  End. 
That  Marius  was  an  Exile,  that  he  fled, 
Was  ta'ne,  in  Ruin'd  Carthage  beg'd  his 

Bread, 
All  these  were  owing  to  a  Life  too  long : 
For  whom  had  Rome  beheld  so  Happy, 

Young ! 
High  in  his  Chariot  and  with  LawrelCrown'd, 
When  he  had  led  the  Cimbrian  Captives 

round 
The  Roman  Streets ;   descending  from  his 

State,  430 

In  that  Blest  Hour  he  should  have  bcg'd 

his  Fate ; 
Then,then,he  mighthavedy'dof  alladmir'd, 
And    his    Triumphant    Soul    with    Shouts 

expir'd. 
Campania}*  Fortunes  Malice  to  pre  cnt, 
To  Pompey  an  indulgent  Feavour  sent ; 
But  publick  Pray'rs  impos'd  on  Ileav'n, 

to  give 
Their  much  Lov'd  Leader  an  unkind  Re- 
prieve. 
The  Cities  Fate  and  hb,  conspir'd  to  save 
The  Head,  reserv'd  for  an  Egyptian  Slave. 
Cethegus,**  tho  a  Traytor  to  the  State,  4^0 
And  Tortur'd,  scap'd  this  Ignominious  Fate : 
And  Sergius**  who  a  bad  Cause  bravely 

try'd, 
All  of  a  Piece,  and  undiminish'd  Dy'd. 

To  Venus,  the  fond  Mother  makes  a  Pray'r, 
That  all  her  Sons  and  Daughters  rnay  be 

Fair : 
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^"*'  ^%  ^  ^'  *  *''"n'>'in«  Vow  ibe 
But,  for  thi  Girl.,  the  Vaulted  Temple  rends : 
They  ««jt  be  finish-d  Piece...  'TilaUoVd 
All'  ^"'y  ™"*«  ^'^M  Proud  : 
Aml^lewd,  toKe  the  Wood'rij  ,,,!« 

To  the  Newrising  Suter  of  the  Day.       *'" 
Aad  yet  LutrtUa's  Fate  wou'd  bar  that 

And  fair  ■  Fir«„»a  wo^'d  her  Fate  bettow 

On  Awii,;  and  change  her  Faultlew  Make 

But     °"'  k'^"'&'*  ?^"  Camel  back. 

""  nSS  '"'"  ^^  '  ■'  *•"'  ^«'«"» 

Form  Join'd  with  Virtue  i.  a  .ight  too  n.-e : 
rhast  IS  no  Epithete  to  sute  with  Fair. 
nf''iK^u*""*Tn">itionary  strain     460 
Of  Algid  Mannen  in  the  Ilouie  remain  : 

SuDpoje  that  Nature,  too,  ha.  done  her  part ; 
Infus  d  mto  his  Soul  a  sober  Grace, 
And  blusht  a  Modest  Wood  into  his  Face. 
(For  Nature  is  a  better  Guardian  far, 
Ver.S^*»?'  ^v  ""l''  °'  •'""  Tutors  are :) 

Man  •  """  "*'"  ""*'  "* 

(So  much  Almighty  Bribes  and  Presents  can:) 

aZT\  ^  ^^''"''  *!•""  Perswasions  fail 

Mony  IS  impudent,  and  will  prevail.       471 

We  never  Read  of  such  a  tvrant  KinR; 

Wor  ^w,  m  his  more  Luxurious  Rage, 
t  re  made  a  Mistress  of  an  ugly  Pace : 
i>porus,  Yx-i  Spouse,  nor  Crooked  was,  nor 

Lame,  ' 

"^•"ijjountain  Back,  and  Belly,  from  the  , 

Cross-barr'd:    But  both   his  &xes  wellf 


S69 

And^froro  Revengeful  HuOMUid.  oft  b«vt 

^Tidt*T*"*'  ***"  "**""*  '**"  P"»* 

SakS  CrfiJIIfi?  "^  I  °?,«'  *•'»'  C™*'  Art, 
«am  Cflton  .uflcr  for  the  Peccant  part.  400 

Unrivall'd^.fcn  a  Beauteou.  Dame  enjoy : 
O^  W,i.  °°*  fr  S«I"ciou.,  Rich,  and  Old, 


became.  ■ 

Tot  n^^'^K^^iT^'  •'l  •'•^  ^"»y  f "«' 

nl   For™     *^'"''  ^  '^r^  ^'^'^'"'^  *»"^  ^OJ^t : 

JS   P'*^"'"   him   Journey- Work : 

a  strife  o, 

^'*^«  Town-Madams  and  the  Merchant's 

Ru^s  when  he  undertakes  this  publick  War, 
Wfat  funous  Beasts  offended  Cuckolds  are! 

Borni     ,?"  ""'^^  ^""B<^"  '0"nd  beset ; 
Born  under  Afo^,,  they  cannot  sc.pe  the  Net 


^*'*aXl'''"  "*•••  ^  ^*'"''*«*'  "«* 

5'^^^'fu*"^  •>"  J''*«'«'  "nd  her  Rich  Attire, 
IliJJT?"  Workman  worthy  of  hU 

In  all  things  else  immoral,  stingy,  mean  ; 
cV '"  •""  ^"*'»'  *  Conscionable  Quean,  m 
Sh^may  be  handsom,  yet  be  Chast,  >^ 

Good  Observator,  not  so  fast  away : 
Who  .r  ^V'.**"  "?'<^«''  Youth  bis  Life, 

'^"'^tofl'  "°*  "''otl*"   Stripling  forc'd 
Who,  coldly  did  his  Patron's  Queen  deny 
And  pleaded  Laws  of  Hospitality  ?        ^' 
th^Tail'  "^''^  'em  home,  and  turn'd 

,^'' Rri^iLf*^  ''^"**''  ""'^  *''*•  ^P'Sht 

Tis  Dang'roua  to  deny  the  longing  Dame  : 

She  loses  Pity,  who  has  lost  her  Shame,  5!,' 

AdyTcf'-     *  »ants   thy  Counsel,  give 

Wed  Casar^'s  Wife,  or  Dye ;  the  Choice  is 
nice. 

Iler  Comet-Eyes  she  darts  on  ev'ry  Grace  : 
And  takes  a  fatal  liking  to  his  Fac^. 
Adorn  d   with    Bridal   Pomp  she  siu  in 

Mate ; 
The  Publick  Notaries  and  Ausptx  wait : 
The  Genial  Bed  is  in  the  Garden  drest :     . 

wif-  1?"'°"^'*^'  ""^  «^^''y  R'te  expressed,! 
Whichin  a  Roman  Marriage  is  profest.  520 ) 


i'  : 


\  \ 


5«>8  Tail  i.e.  Tale. 


at 


,«L^"*^-'l^''?'  "fi'ors,  ignoring  Juvtuai 
t  wHm*  DrydtHs  Itxt.giv,  Ilaruspfx 
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'T»  no  (torn  WcddinK,  thl'. ;  rejectins  awe, 
She  scorns  to  Marry,  but  in  Form  o(  Law  : 
In  this  moot  case,  your  Judgment:    To 

refuse 
Is  present  Death,  bctidefl  the  Night  you  lose. 
If  you  consent,  'tis  hardly  worth  your  pain  ; 
A  day  or  two  of  Anxious  Life  you  gain  : 
Till  iowd  Reports  through  all  the  Town 

have  past, 
And  reach  the  Prince:  For        '-olds  hear 

the  kut. 
Indulge  thy  Pleasure,  Youth,  and  luke  thy 

swing ; 
For  not  to  take,  it  but  the  self  same  thing  ; 
Inevitable  Death  before  thee  lies  ;  cji 

But  looks  more  kindly  through  a  Ladies 

Eyes. 
What  then  remains  ?    Are  we  depriv'd 

of  Will, 
Must  we  not  Wish,  for  fear  of  wishing  III  ? 
Receive  my  Counsel,  and  securely  move  ; 
Intrust  thy  Fortune  to  the  Pow'rs  above. 
Leave  them  to  manage  for  thee,  nud  to  grant 
What  their  unerring  Wisdom  sees  thee  want : 
In  Goodness  as  in  Greatness  they  excel ; 
Ah  that  wu  lov'd  our  selves  but  half  so 

well !  540 


We,  blindly  by  our  headstrong  Passions  led. 
Are  hot  for  Actkm,  and  desire  to  Wed  ; 
Then  wish  for  Heirs:    But  to  the  Goil!i\ 

ak>ne 
Our  future  Oflspring,  and  our  Wives  are 

known ; 
Til'  audacious  Strumpet,  and  ungracious 

Son. 
Yet  not  to  rob  the  Priests  of  [>ious  Gain, 
Tliat  Altars  be  not  wholly  built  in  vain  ; 
Forgive  the  Gods  the  rest,  and  sUnd  ctmfin'd 
To  Health  of  Body,  and  Content  of  Mind : 
A  Soul,  that  can  securely  Death  defie,    550 
And  count  it  Nature's  Friviledge,  to  Dye ; 
Serene  and  Manly,  harden'd  to  sustain 
The  load  of  Life,  and  Exerds'd  in  Pain : 
Guiltless  of  Hate,  and  Proof  against  Desire ; 
That  all  things  weighs,  and  nothing  can 

admire : 
That  dares  prefer  the  Toils  of  Hercules 
To  Dalliance,  Banquet,  and  Ignoble  ease. 
The  Path  to  Peace  is  Virtue:    What  I 

show. 
Thy  Self  may  freely  on  Thy  Self  bestow : 
Fortune    was    never    Worshipp'd    by    the 

Wise ;  560 

But,  set  aloft  by  Fools,  Usurps  the  Skiis. 


Th*  End  of  the  Tenth  Satyr. 


NOTES  TO  THE  TENTH  SATYR. 


I  Mila,  of  Ctoton»,  who,  Tor  a  Trynl  of  hi* 
■Irpiifrth,  Coin|r  to  rend  an  Oak,  perisnM  in  the 
Attempt :  ror  nil  Arms  were  caufrht  in  the  Trunk 
of  it,  and  he  wa*  devour'il  by  Wild  Beaiti. 

'  Sfhnus  wa*  Tiberius't  '  ■  favourite,  and 
while  he  continu'il  10  had  Mark*  of 

Honour  bestow 'd  on  him .  <  'umphal 

Chariots  wrre  every  where  >        - ;   bat 

as  soon  as  he  felt  into  Diserace  Tor, 

these  were  all  immediately  disni>.  the 

Senate  and  Common  People  insalti.  -  him 

as  meanly,  as  they  had  fawn'd  on  him  before. 

'  The  island  of  Caprta,  which  lies  about  a 
Lea  "ie  out  at  Sea  from  the  Campanian  Shore, 
wa*  the  Scene  of  Tibtriiu's  Pleasures  in  the  latter 
part  of  his  Reien.  There  he  liv'd  for  some  Years 
with  Diviners,  Soothsayers,  and  worse  Company— 
And  from  thence  dispatch'd  all  his  Orders  to  the 
Senate. 

*  fulius  Casar,  who  jrot  the  better  of  Ptmpty, 
that  was  stil'd  iMe  Great. 

'  DemostheHes  and  7>«//>  both  dyed  for  their 
Oratory.  Dtmoslhtnei  gave  himself  Povson  to 
avoid  Dei;ifr  carrie<l  to  Anti'Pater,  one  of  Alex- 
ander's Captains,  who  had  then  made  himself 
Master  of  Alhtiu.     TuUy  was   Murther'd   by 


M.  Antony's  Order,  In  Return  for   those  Invec- 
tives he  had  maile  against  him. 

*  The  Latin  of  this  Couplut  is  a  Famous  Verse 
of  Tully's,  in  which  he  sets  out  the  Happiness  of 
his  own  Consulship ;  Famous  for  the  Vanity,  ami 
the  ill  Poetry  of  it.  For  TuUy  as  he  ha<l  a  good 
deal  of  the  one,  so  he  had  no  great  share  of  the 

OtiMT. 

'  The  Orations  of  Tulh  a|;ainst  iV.  Anioiiy 
were  stil'd  by  liim  Pkihppiee,  in  iinllation  of 
DemoeHUnie,  who  had  given  that  name  U-lore  10 
those  he  made  against  ntilip  al  Maeedon. 

*  This  is  a  Mock-account  of  a  Roman  Triamph. 

*  Saiytm,  where  Alexander  dy'd. 

'•  Xerxes  is  representeil  in  History  after  a  very 
Romanticic  Manner,  affecting  Fame  brromi 
Measure,  and  doing  the  most  Extravagant  tilings 
to  compass  it.  Mount  Alkos  made  a  Frodigious 
Promontory  in  the  Mgaan  Sea :  He  is  said  :a 
have  cut  a  Channel  through  it,  and  to  have  Sail'd 
round  it.  He  made  a  Bridge  o(  Boats  over  the 
HcUcst'Ortl  «hrrc  if  was  thrcr  Miles  hxaxi  '.  Am 
order'd  a  Whipping  for  the  Winds  ami  Seas, 
because  they  had  once  crossed  his  Uesicns,  as  we 
have  a  very  solemn  account  of  it  in  Herodotus. 
But,  after  all  these  vain  Boasts,  he  was  .shamefully 


THE  TENTH  SATYR. 


Md  wSSKTir'*  •?•  &  God  oJ  the  lowi»t  Kfe. 

old.  i«^.. '.!L'<7'  '^  *■»  **•  .♦»>  Ycr. 
£*//lfe«Ai'itl'5^"'*?«'R'*'''''^''«-  Their 
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-mJ^iu.  *£?<•''"■  •'••e^whkh  Iwd  .n 
■"«•   pcr«H«r    bvaJnvas   a*  irii'd   •am    bv    th. 

indtlSvMu?'  ^-^'^  -f*"  '^  Th«J! 

vi"  ^#^i'?'  ^J"*"  Sackinir  by  the  t^rMM  Old 
Kinf  /y,am  i,  hM   to  h.v"B«ckled  o5  hi, 

UojH!,  Ut  he  was  met  by  /Srrk$u  and^in 
l«-fo|re  the  AH.r  of  /«/W^  InTuTown  pTlacSTat 
!««aI['  ^  Stor/£,ely'told  In   W™^,^|rf 

cLam^h.!  ™^*7l?**P.'"*  '•«'  Swordi  or  the 


^  .he-  •irid.ToV7orty"K«';:!  IKr.":.';;?';^' 


lb(«  Answer  from  ?»»  Wl«e  Man  i  That  no  Om 
nm  niH]  lAoiiM  be.    The  I  null  of  tfcia  CrmMut 

h^rSS^iiTr^"™^*^^^ 


S^fSL  vl  ifJUi^  '^  ••«!  Glory,  Ml  bile 


/v-1  "t^*«  *"•  ?!!•  "««  coo(H>lr'd  with  QM. 

rri  ding  aotne  time  at  the  Court  of  ^/«/Kin» 
of  the  Arg^xtt,  the  Queen.  Slhtnob^'MX^n 
Love  wuhTiim.    But  he  rrfwinR  her.  .h^  tJrn'd 

.nfam^fl^r^^&Snl?:!  ^sT'^t  ^^^r"^^ 
upon  C  ^/^«,.  a  Sne  Yoa.h  j  forc'd  him  to  q'uU 
hi»  own  W  If-  and  Marry  her  with  all  the 
Formalities  of  a  Wrd.lin,{.  wTliLt  CUHdtuVc.tr 

put  lH>th  .S»//V«  and  her  to  Death.  ^ 


THE  SIXTEENTH  SA/YR. 


ARGUMENT  |  *,/  rt<  |  5i:c/««/A  Salyr. 

The  Pvt  in  Ms  Salyr  proves,  that  the  Con- 
Mum  of  a  Souldier  is  much  better  than  that 
»/  a  Countryman.  First,  because  a  Country, 
mn,  however  Agronled,  Provoked,  and  Struck 
Htmself,  dares  not  strike  a  Souldier:  Who  is 
fy  to  be  judg'd  by  a  Court-Martial:  And 
iythe  Law  of  Camillas,  which  obliges  him 
net  to  Quarrel  without  the  Trenches,  he  is 

iisp<Uch ;  Whereas,  the  Townsman  or  Peasant 
•sdclatd  mhts  suit  by  frivolous  Pretences, and 

Z  I^n^"'^^"'  "  '^0  PriviUdg'd  to 
»«fe  a  Wttt,and  to  give  away  his  Estate, 
«M  he  got  in  War,  to  whom  he  pUases, 


without  Consideration  of  Parentage  or  Rela- 
tions, which  is  deny'd  to  all  other  Romans. 
Ihts  StUyr  was  wriUen  by  Juvenal  when  he 
was  a  Commander  in  Egypt :  'tis  certainly 
his,  thol  think  it  not  finish'/.  And  if  it  be  u-ll 
observ  d,  you  will  find  he  intended  an  InvecU^e 
against  a  standing  Army. 

THE  I  SIXTEENTH  SATYR. 

What  vast  Prerogatives,  my  Callus,  are 
Accrewing  to  the  mighty  Man  of  War ! 
For,  if  into  a  lucky  Camp  1  light, 
Tho   raw   in  Arms,  and  yet   afraid    to 

Fight, 
Befriend  me,  m>-  good  Stars,  and  all  goes 

right :)  *•      , 


i  I 
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One  Happy  Hour  is  to  a  Souldier  better, 
Than  Mother  'Juno's  recommending  Letter, 
Or  Venus,  when  to  Mars  she  wou'd  prefer 
My  Suit,  and  own  the  Kindness  done  to  Her. 
See  what  Our  Common  Priviledges  are:  lo 
As  first  no  Sawcy  Citizen  shall  dare 
To  strike  a  Souldier,  nor  when  struck,  resent 
The  wrong,  for  fear  of  farther  Punishment : 
Not  tho  his  Teeth  are  beaten  out,  his  Eyes 
Hang  by  a  String,  in  Bumps  bis  Fore-head 

rise. 
Shall  He  presume  to  mention  his  Disgrace, 
Or  Beg  amends  for  his  demolish'd  Face. 
A  Booted  Judge  shall  sit  to  try  his  Cause, 
Not  by  the  Statute,  but  by  Martial-Laws  ; 
Which  old  Camilltis*  order'd,  to  confine   20 
The  Brawls  of  Souldiers  to  the  Trench  and 

Line : 
A  Wise  Provision ;    and  from  thence  'tis 

clear, 
That   Officers    a   S  Cause    shou'd 

hear : 
And  taking  cognizan  rVrongs  receiv'd, 

An  Honest  Man  may  iiojje  to  be  reliev'd. 
So  far  'tis  well :   But  with  a  General  cry, 
Tlie  Regiment  will  rise  in  Mutiny, 
The  Freedom  of  Their  Fellow  Rogue  demand. 
And,  if  refus'd,  will  threaten  to  Disband. 
Withdraw    thy    Action,    and    depart    in 

Peace ;  3° 

The  Remedy  is  worse  than  the  Disease : 
This  Cause  is  worthy  »him,  who  in   the 

Hall 
Wou'd    for  his   Fee,  and    for  his   Client 

bawl : 
But  wou'dst  Thou  Friend  who  hast  two  Legs 

alone, 
(Which  Hcav'n  be  prais'd.  Thou  yet  may'st 

call  Thy  own,) 
Wou'dst  Thou  to  run  the  Gauntlet  these 

expose 
To  a  whole  Company  of*  Ilob-nail'd  Shoos  ? 
Sure  the  good  Breeding  of  Wise  Citizens 
Shou'd    teach  'em  more  good  Nature  to 

their  Shins. 
Besides,    whom   can'st   Thou    think   so 

much  thy  Friend,  40 

Who  dares  appear  thy  Business  to  defend  ? 
Dry  up  thy  Tears,  and    Pocket  up  th' 

Abuse, 
Nor  put  thy  Friend  to  make  a  bad  excuse : 
The  Judge  cries  out,  Your  Evidence  pro- 
duce. 


Will  He,  who  saw  the  Souldier's  Mutton 

Fist, 
And  saw  Tliee  maul'd,  appear  within  tlie 

List ; 
To  witness  Truth  ?    When  I  fee  one  so 

brave, 
The  Dead,  think  I,  are  risen  from  the  Grave  ; 
And   with  their  long  Spade   Beards  and 

Matted  Hair, 
Our  honest  Ancestors  are   come  to  take 
the  Air.  50 

.\Rainst  a  Clown,  with  more  security, 
A  Witness  may  be  brought  to  swear  a  Lye, 
Than,  tho  his  Evidence  be  Full  and  Fair, 
To  vouch  a  Truth  against  a  Man  of  War. 
More   Benefits   remain,  and  claim'd  as 
Rights, 
Which  are  a  standing  Armies  Perquisites. 
If  any  Rogue  vexatious  Suits  advance 
Against  me  for  my  known  Inheritance, 
Enter  by  Violence  my  Fruitful  Grounds, 
Or  take  the  Sacred  Land-Mark  from  my 
Bounds,  (xi 

Those  Bounds  which  with  Procession  and 

with  Pray'r, 
And  •Ofler'd  Cakes,  have  been  my  Annual 

care: 
Or  if  my  Debtors  do  not  keep  their  day, 
Deny  their  Hands,  and  then  refuse  to  pay ; 
I  must  with  Patience  all  the  Terms  atttnd, 
Among  the  common  Causes  that  depend 
Till  mine  is  call'd  ;    and  that  long  look'd 

for  day 
Is  still  encumber'd  with  some  new  delay : 
Perhaps  •  the  Cloath  of  State  is  only  spred, 
Some  of  the  Quorum  may  be  Sick  a  Bed  ;  70 
That  Judge  is  Hot,  and  do'fis  his  Gown, 

while  this 
O're  night  was  Bowsy,  and  goes  out  to 

Piss: 
So  many  Rubs  appear,  the  time  is  gone 
For  hearing,  and  the  tedious  Suit  goes  on : 
But  Buff,  and  Belt-Men  never  know  these 

Cares, 
No  Time,  nor  Trick  of  Law,  their  Action 

Bars: 
Their  Cause  They  to  an  easier  Issue  put ! 
They  will  be  heard,  or  Tliey  lug  out,  and  cnt. 
Another  Branch  of  their  Revenue  still  \ 
Remains  beytrad    their  boundless  Right. 
to  kill,  80 

Thsir  'Father  yet  alive, impow'r'd  to  make 
a  WUl.  ' 


THE  SIXTEENTH  SATYR. 


For,  what  their  Prowess  Gain'd,  the  Uw 
declares 

Is    to    themselves    alone,    and    to    their 

Heirs : 
No  share  of  that  goes  back  to  the  bcgettor, 

bitter^  ^       *'"'  *"*^  ^*""^<=" 

Like  stoat  Coranus,  his  old  shaking  Sire 
Does  a  Remembrance  in  his  Will  desire : 
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The  End  of  the  Sixteenth  Satyr. 


Inquisitive  of  Fights,  and  longs  in  vain 
To  find  him  in  the  Number  of  the  Slain : 
«ut  still  he  lives,  and  rUing  by  the  War.  go 
Enjoyes  h.^  >.:  .s.  and  has  enough  to  sp^rH 

T«  i!  '\'\y'V'-  ••^'"-■~''«  prudent  part 
10  ch.  i.>h  Valour,  and  r<  *ard  Desert : 
Let  h    lb;    uawb'd  wl  a  Lace,  live  High. 

ai  I  \i.  hore  :  ° 

Sometir 's  b>  Lo  vzy,  but  be  never  Poor. 


U- 


I 


'  J*"">  «;?  Mother  to  Mars  the  God  of  War  • 

Veuui  was  his  Mistress. 

'  ^fyy*!*  (who  beine;  Erst  Banish'>!  by  his 
nngrateful  Countiymen  tlie  Komans,  af  e™ar.h 
rctum'd.  and  freed  them  from  the  iSiXTHnade 

Q-if^-i„j\'!'thr;l:^'^^aS  ^'i7^. 

v!  J**"  '-""/J*!  "  twr/Ajr  him,  &c  The  Poet 
Namrs   a    Afo^euese    Lawyer.  Whom    hn    caU, 

nAVclt,""^^  ''"P-^""'  «'"«  he  would 
or  Fm?  '     *^     ""^  *■"'"«''  *'""""  Shame 

n^f^ShV'^'*^*^-  T*"  ■'?<"*««  Souldlprs  wore 
riates  of  Iron  under  their  Shoos,  or  stuck  them 
with  Nails :  as  Countrymen  do  ncVw. 

Land-Mark,   were    ns'd    by   the    /io,»a«s, 
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a^^^t '"  v°  "Pe jnanncr  as  now  :   An.l  as  we 
Ro  once  a  Year  in  Procession,  about  the  Bounds 

u!.^.?Vhifto^;*'o7m':Aravr'^ 

■  The  Koman  Souldiers  had  the  Privil»#la.  «r 
Father,  to  make  him  his  Heirl  ^  " 
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Sapius  in  Libra  menwralur  Persius  una 
Quam  levis  in  tola  Marsits  Amazonide.    MART. 


ARGUMENT  |  OF  THE  |  PROLOGUE  | 
TO  THE  I  FIRST  SATYR 

The  Design  of  the  Aulhour  was  to  conceal 
his  Name  and  Quality.  He  liv'd  in  the 
dangerous  Times  of  the  Tyrant  Nero  ;  and 
aims  particularly  at  him,  in  most  of  his 
Satyrs.  For  which  Reason,  though  he  was 
a  Roman  Knight,  and  of  a  plentifid  Fortune, 
he  would  appearin  this  Prologue  but  aBeggarly 
Poet,  who  Writes  for  Bread.  After  this,  he 
breaks  into  the  Business  of  the  first  Satyr;  which 
is  chiefly  to  decry  the  Poetry  then  in  Fashion, 
and  the  Impudence  of  those  who  were  en- 
deavouring /    pass  their  Stuff  upon  the  World. 

PROLOGUE  I  TO  THE  I  FIRST  SATYR. 

I  NEVER  did  on  cleft  ■  Pernassus  dream, 
Nor  taste  the  sacred  Heliconian  Stream ; 
Nor  can  remember  when  my  Brain  inspir'd, 
Was,  by  the  Muses,  into  madness  fir'd. 
My  share  in  Pale  •  Pyrene  I  resign  ; 
And  claim  no  part  in  all  the  Mighty  Nine. 
Statues,'  with  winding  Ivy  crown'd,  belong 
To  nobler  Poets,  for  a  nobler  Song : 
Heedless  of  Verse,  and  hopeless  of  the\ 

Crown, 
Scarce  half  a  Wit,  and  more  than  half 
a  Clown,  10 

Before  the  *  .Shrine  I  lay  my  rugged  Num- 
bers down. 
Who  taught  the  Parrot  Human  Notes  to  try. 
Or  with  a  Voice  endu'd  the  chatt'ring  Pye? 


Persius.  Test  from  the  original  edition,  169V 
The  current  texts  have  divers  errors,  the  worst  In 
V.  II. 


'Twas  witty  Want,  fierce  Hunger  to  appease; 
Want    taught    their    Masters,    and    their 

Masters  these. 
Let  Gain,  that  gilded  Bait,  be  hung  on  \\\^, 
The  hungry  Witlings  have  it  in  their  Eyu ; 
Pies,  Crows,  and  Daws,  Poetick  Presents 

bring : 
You  say  they  squeak  ;  but  they  will  swear 

they  Sing. 

ARGUMENT  |  OF  THE  |  FIRST  SATYR, 

/  need  not  repeat,  that  the  chief  aim  of  thi 
Authuiir  is  against  bad  Poets,  in  this  Sahr. 
But  I  must  add,  thai  he  includes  also  bid 
Orators,  who  began  at  that  Time  (as  Petronius 
in  the  beginning  of  his  Book  tells  us)  li 
enervate  Manly  Eloquence,  by   Tropes  and 
Figures,    ill    plac'd,    and    worse    applyi. 
Amongst  the  Poets,  Persius  covertly  slrikis 
at  Nero ;    some  of  whose  Verses  he  rtcila 
with  Scorn  and  Indignation.    He  also  takts 
notice  of  the  Noblemen  and  their  abominaUe 
Poetry,  who,  in  the  Luxury  of  their  Forlme, 
set  up  for  Wits,  and  Judges.    The  Satyr  U| 
m  Dialogue,  betwixt  the  Authour  and  kill 
Friend  or  Monitor  ;  who  dissuades  him  lrm\ 
this   dangerous   attempt   of  exposing  Grial 
.Men.    But  Persius,  who  is  of  a  free  Spirit, 
and  has  not  forgotten  that  Rome  was  onu 
a  Commonwealth,  breaks  through  all  those 
difficulties,   and  boldly   Arraigns  the  jfilst 
Judgment  of  the  Age  in  which  he  Liits. 
The  Reader  may  observe  that  our  Poet  iw 
a  Sloick  Philosopher ;  and  that  all  his  ilMJ 
Senlenees,  both  here  and  in  all  the  rest  of  his 
Satyrs,  are  drawn  from  the  Dogma's  0}  (fcrf 
Seel. 


THE  FIRST  SATYR. 


Its 


THE 
FIRST  SATYR. 

In  Dialogue  betwixt  the  Poet 
and  his  friend  or  Monitor. 

Persics. 
How  anxious  are  our  Cares,  and  yet  how 

TKe  bent  of  our  desires  ! 

Friend. 

17  ...  '^''y  Spleen  contain  • 

tor  none  will  read  thy  Satyrs. 

™ .  Persius. 

This  to  me  ? 

Friend. 

^Tthree. '"*''*'''  "'"'  '°  "'""^'  *'"*  *«° 
•lis  hard,  I  grant. 

Persius. 
'Tis  nothing ;   I  can  bear 
That  paltry  Scriblers  have  the  Publick  Ear  • 
That  '.i,s  vast  universal  Fool,  the  Town 
Shou^d^cry  up.  I.W,  Stuff,  and  c:;'n,e 

^'''^descTnV''""''''''  '  "°'  *'"  ""y  M' "  ' 

To  clap  with  such,  who  Fools  and  K.it. 

commend : 
Their^Smiles  and  Censures  are  to  me  the 

'  '"blame.''''''*  ""^  P'^"'^'  °'  ^'"'^  ^^ey 
In  fuU  Assemblies  let  the  Crowd  prevail  • 
I  weigh  no  Merit  by  the  common  sSle    * 
The  Conscience  is  the  Test  of  ev'ry  Mind  • 
St^  not  thy  self  without  thy  self,  t^ fi„d     ' 

^"'giJr;;;^'  ^'"' '''  °"«' »°  Truth 

TnitS  lends  the  Stoick  Courage :  when  I  loo'k 

F^oST"!  ^'S'^"**  ''^^  in  Nature'sBTk 
From  the  first  Pastimes  of  our  Infant  ^e 
To  elder  Cares,  and  Man's  severer  £e^' 

TheM„  r*^"P'''  ""'^  '^'=''«"d  the  Ward . 
B«f  Jk    "  '  say,-or  wou'd  say,  if  I  duKtl 
»ut  thus  provok'd    T  »...»   •''"/auKt— 

burst.  '  ^  ^P**''  0"t'  or 


575 


Friend. 
Once  more  forbear. 

Persius. 
I  cannot  rule  my  Spleen  ;  ,o 

Fi'rst'^nt*^'''  '"^  *•''''«  "«  ^'thin- 
first,  to  begin  at  Home,  our  Authors  write 

Vh^rh '^  .^^'"^'  ^^-^"^'d  from  puSsight ; 
Whether  in  Prose,  or  Verse,  'tis  all  the  same 

AH  N^  "  ^T'"''  ^"^  ^''^  Numbers  lame 

words',^       ""P'^  ^"""P'  "^  «°™  of 

Their^F^K  '""'J'^'''''^'  »itt>e  Sence affords. 

^  ^"ZV"""  ^*'''^' "'  ^""''J  »o  whiteness.  . 
A  Birthday  Jewel  bobbing  at  their  Ear 

prfpafd  "'"  ''"'  ^'''^^^  ' "  "^"hus 
Th.y  mount,'a  God's  Name,  to  be  seen  an'd 

^""chiek!  ^'^^  ^"'^°^^'  ^''^  "  '^'"'"P** 

^"^^ak"'^  '"    '•''''  '^"•^''""  ^''«  th«y 

The  nauseous  Nobles,  ev'n  the  Chief  of  Rome 

'        co^T"^  ^'""^''^  '°  »hese  ReheaS 

^K**  *"h  Pleasure,  when  some  lusty 

^..e  Marrow  pierces,  and  invades  the  Chine 
At  open  fulsom  Bawdry  they  rejoice  To 
And  slimy  Jests  applaud  with  broken Voict^ 

B^:T?"'''  "'""  ^'"^  '''°"  6ain  Ihy 
Thus  dost  thou  feed  their  Ears,  and  thus  art 
At  his  own  filthy  stuff  he  grins  and  brays  • 

S.^"  ^«»  *here  he  expects  ^^heir 

c^nfiniV  ^""''^' '"^''' ''•""' '^ '''"^ 
I  choak  the  Noble  Vigour  of  my  Mind  ? 
Know,  my  wild  ^Fig-Tree,  whic'h^RL, 

^'"^^'ho  Quarry,  and  shoot  out  the 
Fine^FVuits  of  Learning!    Old  Ambitious 

?s  l^\&h^?^  *'"'V^1.«g«  "^  'he  Sch  J! 
AnA  c  y        V '"S  *°"h  that  lies  conceai'd 
And  Science  Is  not  Science  tiU  ReveavTf 


I 
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Oh,  but  'tis  Brave  to  be  Admir'd,  ;o  see 
The   Crowd,   with   pointing   Fingers,   cry. 

That's  he : 
That's  he,  whose  wondrous  Poem  b  become 
A  Lecture  for  the  Noble  Youth  of  Rome  ! 
Who,  by  their  Fathers,  is  at   Feasts   Re- 

nown'd ; 
And  often  quoted,  when  the  Bowls  go  round. 
Full   gorg'd    and   flush'd,    they   wantonly 

Rehearse ; 
And  add  to  Wine  the  Luxury  of  Verse.    70 
One,  clad  in  Purple,  not  to  lose  his  time, 
Eats,  and  recites  some  lamentable  Rhime : 
Some  Senceless  Phyllis,  in  a  broken  Note, 
Snuffling  at  Nose,  or  croaking  in  his  Throat : 
Then  Graciously  the  mellow  Audience  Nod  : 
Is  not  th'  Immortal  Authour  made  a  God  ? 
Are  not  his  Manes  blest,  such  Praise  to  have  ? 
Lies  not  the  Turf  more  lightly  on  his  Grave  ? 
And  Roses(whilehislowd  Applause  they  Sing) 
Stand  ready  from  his  Sepulcher  to  spring  ? 
All  these,  you  cry,  but  light  Objections 

are ;  81 

Meer  Malice,  and  you  drive  the  Jest  too  far. 
For  does  there  Breathe  a  Mai  A^ho  can  reject 
A  general  Fame,  and  his  own  Lines  neglect  ? 
In  *  Cedar  Tablets  worthy  to  appear. 
That  need  not  Fish,  or  Franckincense  to 

fear? 
Thou,  whom  I  make  the  adverse  part  to 

bear, 

Be  .nswer'd  thus :  If  I,  by  chance,  succeed 
In  what  I  Write,  (and  that's  a  chance  i  ideed;) 
Know,  I  am  not  so  stupid,  o"-  so  hard,     90 
Not  to  feel  Praise,  or  Fame'sdeserv'd  Reward: 
But  this  I  cannot  grant,  that  thy  Applause 
Is  my  Works  ultimate,  or  only  Cause. 
Prudence  can  ne're  propose  so  mean  a  prize ; 
For  mark  what  Vanity  within  it  lies. 
Like  Labeo's  Iliads,  in  whose  Verse  Is  found 
Nothing  but  trifling  care,  and  empty  sound  : 
Such  little  Elegies  as  Nobles  Write, 
Who  wou'd  be  poets,  in  Apollo's  spight. 
Them  and  their  woful  Works  the  Muse  defies: 
Products    of    Citron    •  Beds    and    C  Mden 

Canopies.  loi 

To  give  thee  all  thy  due,  thou  hast  the^ 

Heart 
To  make  a  Supper,  with  a  fine  dessert ; 
And  to  thy  threed-barc  Friend,  a  cast  old 

Bute  impart. 


74  or]  7%t  eti/fors  /ritte  and 


Thus  Brib'd,  thou  thus  bes|)eak'st  him. 

Tell  me  Friend 
(For  I  love  Truth,  nor  can  plain  Speech 

offend,) 
What  says  the  World  of  me  and  of  my  Muse  ? 
The  Poor  ^lare  nothing  tell  but  natt'ring 

News : 
But  shall  I  speak  ?   thy  Verse  is  wretched 

Rhyme  ; 
And  all  thy  Labours  are  but  loss  of  time.  1 10 
Thy  strutting  Belly  swells, thy  Paunch  is  higli; 
Thou  Writ'st  not,  but  thou  Pissest  Poetry. 
All  Authours  to  theirowndefectsare  blind; 
Iladst  thou  but,  Janus  *  like,  a  Face  behind, 
To  see  the  people,  what  splay-Mouths  tlicy 

make  ; 
To  mark  their  Fingers,  pointed  at  thy  bark : 
Their  Tongues  loll  d  out,  a  foot  beyond  tlie 

pitch, 
When  most  athirst,  of  an  Apulian  Bitch : 
But  Noble  Scriblers  are  with  Flatt'ry  fed  ; 
For  none  dare  find  their  faults,  who  Eat 

their  Bread.  120 

To  pass  the  Poets  of  Patrician  Blood, 
What  is't  thecommon  P.eadertakesforgood? 
The  Verse  in  fashion  is,  when  Numbers  flow, 
Soft  without  Sence,  and  without  Spirit  slow; 
So  smooth  and  equal,  that  no  sight  can  find 
The  Rivet,  wherethe  polish'd  piece  was  join'd. 
So  even  all,  with  such  a  steady  view. 
As  if  he  shut  one  Eye  to  level  true. 
Whether  the  Vulgar  Vice  his  Satyr  stings, 
The  Peoples  Riots,  or  the  Rage  of  Kings,  130 
The  gentle  Poet  is  alike  in  all ; 
His  Reader  hopes  no  rise,  and  fears  no  fall. 

Friend. 
Hourly  we  see  some  Raw  Pin-feathcr'd 

thing 
Attempt  to  mount,  and  Fights,  and  Ilcroc? 

sing; 
Who,for  false  quantities, waswhiptat  School 
Butt'otherday.and  breakingGrammarKule, 
Whose  trivial  Art  was  never  try'd,  above 
The  bare  description  of  a  Native  Grove : 
Who  knows  not  how  to  praise  the  Country^ 

store. 
The  Feasts,  the  Baskets,  nor  the  fatted 

Bore ;  140 

Nor  paint  the  flowry  Fields,  that  paint 

themselves  before. 


105  Till]  tell  i6q3. 
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Where/?m«iMxwa«Bred,and'e«i«/ii«Born, 
Whose  shining  Plough-share  was  in  Furrows 
worn, 

Met  by  his  trembling  \     ^  returning  Ifome, 
And  Rustically  Joy'd,  as  Chief  of  Hone: 
She  wip  d  the  Sweat  from  the  Dictator's 
Brow; 

^""^  throw''-'''  ^''^'  ''"  ^°^  ^^^  '"*^^'y 
The  Lictors   bore,  in  State,  their  Lord's 
Triumphant  Plough.  , 

Some  love  to  hear  the  Fustian  Poet  roar ; 
And  some  on  Antiquated  Authours  pore : 
Rummage  for  Sense  ;  and  think  those  only 

Who  labour  most,  and  least  are  understood! 
When  thou  shall  see  the  Blear-Ey'd  Fathers 

teach 
Their  Sons,  this  harsh  and  mouldy  sort  of 

Speech ; 
Or  others  new  affected  ways  to  try. 
Of  wanton  smoothness,  Female  Poetry  ; 
One  would  enquire,  from  whence  this  motley 

Did  first  our  Roman  Purity  defile  : 

For  our  Old  Dotards  cannot  keep  their  Seat : 

BiU  leap  and  catch  at  all  that's  obsolete.  160 

Others  by  Foolish  Ostentation  led, 
When  call  d  before  the  Bar,  to  save  their 

Head, 
Bring  trifling  Tropes,  instead  of  solid  Sence : 
And  mind  their  Figures  more  than  their 

Defence, 
Are    pleas'd    to    hear    their    thick-scuH'd 

Judges  crv. 
Well  niov'd,  oh  finely  said,  and  decently  I 
Theft  (says  th"  Acoiser)  to  thy  Charge  I  lay. 
0  ?^</,,«  !  What  does  gentle  Pedius  say  / 

w-^hT  ■ZJ^^r^.^^"'  ^*"'"«  o^  the  Times, 
With  Periods,*  Points,  and  Tropes,  he  slurs 
^^     his  Crimes:  1-0 

'He  Robb'd  not,  but  he  Borrow'd  from  the 
Poor; 

'^And  took  but  with  intention  to  restore. 
He  lards  with  flourishes  his  long  Harangue; 
Tisfine.say'st  thou;  What, to  be  Prais'd 
and  Hang  ? 

wSllfrf 'I'J'"?"  A"^»'  Stuff,  prevail 
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11.  »•  1 1     .  >  •"•""  "utii  oiun  prevail 

[  10  tickle  thee,  and  make  thee  wag  thy  Tail  ? 

&y,shou'daShipwrack'dSaylorsingLwoe, 
VVou  dst  thou  be  mov'd  .0  pity,  or  bestow 

'74  What,  to]  what  to  tdoj. 
vs. 


^"  liTec    ^^^'^  """"  Prepost'rous  than 
A  Merry  Beggar  ?  Mirth  in  misery  ?         ,80 
Persius. 
He  seems  a  Trap,  for  Charity,  to  lay : 
And  cons,  by  Night,  his  Lesson  for  the  day. 
Friend. 
But  to  raw  Numbers,and  unfinished  Verse 
Sweet  sound  is  added  now,  to  make  it  Terse  I 
Tis  tagg  d  ^,th  Rhyme,  like  * Btrecynthiau 
■^tys, 

"  The  mid  part  chimes  with  Art,  which  nev^r 
iiat  IS. 

'^'^Waw'^*''''  ''™^^'  ^^^  ''"*  **"*  ''^I"'*^ 
"Or  He  who  in  his  line,  can  chine  the  long- 
nb  d  Apenmne. 

Persius. 
AH  this  is  Dogrel  Stufi : 

Friend. 

What  if  I  bring  , 

A  Nobler  Verse?  Armsand  lfieMan^»  Ising. 

Persius. 

^ tlLT"'*  ^ °"  ^"'^'^  ^'^^  *'""'•*  ^"l"^  " 
He's  truly  great,  and  must  for  ever  please. 
Not  fierce,  bu.  awful  is  his  Manly  Page ; 
Bold  IS  his  Strength,  but  sober  is  his  Rage. 
Friend. 

What  Poems  think  you  soft .'  and  to  be 
read 

Withlanguishingregards.and  bending  Head  ? 

Persius. 

"  Their  crooked  Horns  »  the  Mtmallonian 
Lrew 

"With  Blasts  inspir'd;  and  Ba«am  who 
slew 

"  The  scornful  Calf,  with  Sword  advanc'd  on 
high,  " 

"  Made  from  his  Neck  his  haughty  Head  to 
iiy. 

"And    Ma-tias,    when    with    Ivy-bridles\ 
bound,  I 

"She  led  the  spotted  Lynx,  then  Evion 
rung  around  ; 

"^vion  fron  Woods  and  Floods  repair- 
ing' tcchos  sound.  ' 

'87  cut]  Editors  give  tM.% 
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Cou'd  such  rude  Lines  a  Roman  Mouth 

become, 
Were  any  Manly  Greatness  left  in  Rome  ? 
Mtenas"  and  Atys  in  the  Mouth  were  bred  ; 
And  never  hatch'd  within  the  lab'ring  Head : 
No  Blood,  from  bitten  Nails,  those  Poems 

drew: 
But  chum'd,  like  Spettle,  from  the  Lips 

they  flew.  3io 

Friend. 
'Tis  Fustian  all ;  'tis  execrably  bad : 
But  if  they  will  be  Fools,  must  you  be  mad  ? 
Your  Satyrs,  let  me  tell  you,  are  too  fierce  ; 
The  Great  will  never  bear  so  blunt  a  Verse. 
Their  Doors  are  barr'd  against  a  bitter  flout : 
Snarl,  if  you  please,  but  you  shall  snarl 

without. 
Expect  such  Pay  as  railing  Rhymes  deserve, 
Y'are  in  a  very  hopeful  way  to  sterve. 

Persfus. 

Rather  than  so,  uncensur'd  let  *em  be 

All,  all  is  admirably  well,  for  me.  220 

My  harmless  Rhyme  shall  scape  the  dire 

disgrace 
Of  Common-shores,  and  ev'ry  pissing-place. 
Two   "painted   Serpents    shall,   on   high, 

appear ; 
Tis  Holy  Ground  ;  you  must  not  Urine  here. 
This  shall  be  writ  to  fright  the  Fry  away. 
Who  draw  their  little  Bawbles.  when  they 

play. 
'•  Yet  old  Lueilius  never  fear'd  the  times, 
But  lash'd  the  City,  and  dissected  Crimes. 
Mutius  and  Lupus  both  by  Name  he  brought ; 
He  mouth'd  em,  and  betwixt  his  Grinders 

caught.  230 

Unlike  in  method,  with  conceal'd  design, 
Did  crafty  Horace  his  low  Numbers  joyn : 
And,  with  a  slv  insinuating  Grace, 
Laugh'd  at  his  Friend,  and  look'd  him  in 

the  Face  : 
Would  raise  a  Blush,  where  secret  Vice  he 

found ; 
And   tickle,   while   he   gently   prob'd   the 

Wound. 
With  seemLjg  Innocence  the  Crowd  beguil'd  ; 
But  made  the  desperate  Passes,  when  he 

smil'd. 
Could  he  do  this,  and  is  my  Muse  con- 

troird 


By  Servile  Awe?    Bom  free,  and  not  be 

bold  ?  240 

At  least,  I'll  dig  a  hole  within  the  Ground  ; 
And  to  the  trusty  Earth  commit  the  sound : 
The  Reeds  shall  tell  ycu  what  the  poet  Fears, 
King  »•  Midas  has  a  Snout,  and  Asses  Ears. 
This  mean  conceit,  this  darling  Mystery, 
Which  thou  think'st  nothing.  Friend,  thou 

shalt  not  buy. 
Nor  will  I  change,  for  all  the  flashy  Wit, 
That  flatt'ring  Labeo  in  his  Iliads  writ. 

Thou,if  there  l>e  a  thou,inthis  base  Town, 
Who  dares,  with  angry  Eupolis}*  to  frown ; 
He,  who,  with  bold  Cratinus,  is  inspir'd  251 
With  Zeal,  and  equal  Indignation  fir'd  ; 
Who,  at  enormous  ViUany,  turns  pale. 
And  steers  against  it  with  a  full-blown  Sail, 
Like  Aristophanes ;  let  him  but  smile 
On   this   my   honest   Work,   tho   writ  in 

homely  Stile : 
And  if  two  Lines  or  three  in  all  the  Vein 
Appear  less  drossy,  read  those  Lines  again. 
May  they  perform  their  Author's  just  Intent, 
Glow  in  thy  Ears,  and  in  thy  Breast  fer- 
ment. 26a 
But  from  the  reading  of  my  Book  and  me. 
Be  far  ye  Foes  of  Virtuous  Poverty  : 
Who  "Fortune's  fault  upon  the  Poor  ran 

throw ; 
Point  at  the  tatter'd  Coat,  and  ragged  Shooe: 
Lay  Nature's  failings  to  their  Charge,  and 

jeer 
The  dim  week  Eye-sight,  when  the  Mind 

is  clear. 
When  thou  thy  self,  thus  insolent  in  State, 
Art  but,  perhaps,  some  Country  Magistrate ; 
Whose  Pow'r  extends  no  farther  than  to 

speak 
Big  on  the  Bench,  and  scanty  W  ights  to 

break.  270 

Him,  also,  for  my  Censor  I  disdain, 

Who  thinks  all  Science,  as  all  Virtue  vain ; 

Who  counts  Geometry,  and  Numbers,  Toys ; 

And    "with    his    Foot    the    Sacred   Dust 

destroys : 
Whose  Pleasure  is  to  see  a  Strumpet  tear 
A  Cynicks  Beard,  and  lug  him  by  the  Hair. 
Such,all  the  Morning,  to  the  Pleadings  run ; 
But  when  the  Bus'ness  of  the  Day  is  done. 
On  Dice,  and  Drink,  and  Drabs,  they  spend 

their  Afternoon. 
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EXPLANATORY  NOTES. 


PROLOGUE. 

\P/;rMasfus,Md  Hilicon,  wen  Hills  Conse. 
crateil  to  the  Musea;  and  the  tnppos'd  place  of 
their  abode.  Ptrnassus  wan  forked  on  t>ie  top : 
and  from  H*Ii€oh  ran  a  Stream ;  the  Spring  W 
which  waa  caJI'd  the  Miue*  Well.  *     * 

»  nrtnt.%  Poantain  in  Corinth  ;  Coniecratt  : 
auo  to  the  Muies. 

•Statues,  4c.  The  Statues  of  the  Poets  wer- 
Crown'd  with  Ivy  about  their  Brows. 

/  5!5r'!^  ??'•¥!  "•.■'  '*•  •'•rfo'-ethe  Shrine 
A/«/M»      '"         Temple  at  Horn*,  calld  the 
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'Z«Wj  Stuff.  Nothing; is  remaining  of  .4///«<* 
Ifbto  (so  he  IS  call'd  by  the  Learned  Cmauboti) 
Nor  IS  he  mention'd  by  any  other  Poet  besides 
"rsiui :  Casanbon  from  an  old  Commentator 
on  PrrstMS  says  that  he  made  a  very  Foolish 
Translation  of  Homtr'a  Iliads. 

\^*^  ^"J*^'  gc.  He  describes  a  Poet  pre- 
pannjr  himself  to  Rehearse  his  Works  in  Publick  • 
which  was  commonly  perform'd  in  August.  A 
Room  was  hir  d  or  lent  by  some  Friend :  a  Scaffold 
was  rajs  d  and  a  Pulpit  plac'd  for  him,  who  was 
to  hold  forth:  who  tiorrow'd  a  new  Gown  or 
scour  d  his  old  one ;  and  Adom'd  his  Ears  with 
Jewels,  &c. 

\MywmFitr.Trte:  Trees  of  that  kind  grow 
wild  in  many  parts  of //a(y,  and  make  their  way 
through  Rocks :  Sometimes  splitting  the  Tomb- 
stones. 


^  VT''"  .^'"*''*'*.  *^«>*«  O"  Cedar,  and  Cypiess 
Tables,  in  regard  of  the  duration  of  the  Wood : 
III  Verses  might^nstly  be  afraid  of  Franckincense  • 
for  the  Papers  in  which  they  were  Written  wire 
fit  for  nothing  but  to  wrap  it  np. 
^Produclaof  Citron  Beds,  *c.  Writings  of 
Noblemen,  whose  Bedsteds  were  of  the  Wood  of 
Citron. 

•  Jantu  likt,  kc.  Janus  was  the  first  King  of 
llaly ;  who  refag'd  Saturn,  when  he  waa  expdiM 

''•1  .*  5?"  fi't**"'  '^'*""  Crttt;  (or  as  we  now 
call  It  Candia)  From  his  Name  the  first  Month 
of  the  Year  is  c»\VA  January.  He  waa  Pictur'd 
with  two  Faces,  oneliefore,  and  one  Iiehind  ;  as 
regarding  the  past  time  and  the  future.  Some  of 
the  Mythplogists  think  he  was  Noah,  for  the 
Reason  given  above. 

'  Whtrt  Romulus,  4c.  He  speaks  of  the 
Country  in  the  foregoing  Verses,  the  Praises  of 
which  are  the  most  easie  Theme  for  Poets,  but 


which  a  bad   Poet  cannot  Naturally  describe  ■ 

Tn,  *^.^  ^"^^  who  had  a  Rustical  Education, 
bL^?}V^.  "P°7   Q^intins   CinHnnatuaTl 

f^&Tjil^'* ""  ••  ^'°'" "»  «-'«»• 

a!/?    '*»•'■«'*.     *c.      Ar«W    here    names 
Antitheses,  or  seeming  Contradictions:  which  in 

nhi!;Lnith''sr«'i:  '""'°"=*'  "°«""»^  •• 

»  Btrecynikian  Alys;  or  Attin,  4c.  Foolish 
Verses  of  AV»-„  which  the  Poet  repeats;  and 
which  cannot  betranslale.l  properly  into  AW/, A. 

"  TA*ir  Crooktd  Horns,  4c.  Other  Verses 
?if  ffr^'i'"*'  y?""'  "*«'  bombast:  I  only  n2J? 
if'vJl^  Repet'tion  of  these  and  the  formc/verses 

el's:?  h?s'&r"'  «""  "^  ^'^'  »  ""'°"  '» 

"  Mana.^  and  Atys.    Poems  on  the  Matiadts 

who  were  Priestesses  of  Baethus;  and  of  Atys 

who  made  himself  an  Eunuch,  to  attend  on  the 

P^,l'^";  *^  ^-rf'''^  '•"'**  Btr.cyntkia  by  the 
Poets:  she  was  Mother  of  the  Gods. 

V  Tiuo  Painted  Serpents,  4c.    Two  Snakr* 
twin  d  with  each  other  were  painted  on  the  WalU 
by  the  Ancients,  to  shew  the  place  was  Holy. 
\JiLXu'''''  ^"'•'''"?.  .*c-    Lttcilius  wrote  long 


. ...  ..„„,^    „,,„  iiiiiiaies  II 

but  far  excels  him,  in  the  design 
iit/^"if-  MWas.  &c.     The  #to. ,  , 
Midas,  K\ngo( Pkrygia,  was  made 


tory  is  vulgar,  that 

i'r~,j'  ""VNi"  '  "V«'"i  ""=•  made  judge  betwixt 

Apollo  M^H,  who  was  the  best  Mulfician 7 he 

gave  the  Prue  to  hin ;   and  Ai'ollo  in  revenge 

Sf^'^.i  "■  ^?^  F.'"2:  ."«  ^Of*"  h'S  Hair  long  to 
hide  them  ;  but  his  Barber  discovering  them,  and 
not  daring  to  divulge  the  secret,  dug  a  hole  in  the 
ground,  and  whisper'd  into  it :  tHe  place  was 
marshy,  anu   when   the    Reeds   grew  up,   they 

fii^hlf*  P^A^w*^"  r^iS''  *"•■  Spoken 'by  the 
,JPS'-    fy  ^'''''*  «liP  Poet  meant  AVro. 

Eupolis  and  Cralinus,  as  also  Aristophanes 
mention  d  afterwards,  were  all  Athenian  Poets 
who  wrote  that  sort  of  Comrdy,  which  was  call'd 
the  old  Comedy,  where  the  Pi-ople  were  Nam'd 
who  were  Satyrii'd  by  those  Authors.  ' 

"  Who  Fortunes  fault,  ic.  The  People  of 
lionu  m  the  time  of  Ptrsius  were  apt  to  scorn 
^  J  o '^'f  Philosophers,  particularly  the  Cinicks 
and  Stoicks,  who  were  the  poorest  of  them. 

And  wilk  kis  /cot,  &c.  Arithmetick  and 
Geometry  were  Taught  on  floors  which  were 
strew  d  with  dust  or  sand,  in  which  the  Numbers 
anti  Diagrams  were  made  and  drawn,  which  thev 
might  strike  out  again  at  Pleasuie. 
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THE 
SECOND   SATYR 


Dedicated  to  his  Friend  Plotius  |  Macrinus,  m  his  Binh-day. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

This  Satyr  t.  -tains  a  most  Grave,  and 
Philosophical  Argument,  concerning  Prayers 
and  Wishes.    Undoubtedly  it  gave  occasion 
to  Juvenal's  Tenth  Satyr  ;  And  both  of  them 
had   their    Original   from   one    of    Plato's 
dialogues,  tailed  the  second  Alcibiades.    Our 
Autlwr  has  indue'd  it  vHth  great  mastery  of 
Art,  by  taking  his  rise  from  the  Birth-day  of 
his  Friend;    on  which  occasions.  Prayers 
were    made,    and   sacrifues   offer  d  by    the 
Native.    Persius  commending  the  Purity  of 
his  Friend's  Vows,  descends  to  the  Impious 
and  Immoral  Requests  of  others.    The  Satyr 
is  divided  into  three  parts.    The  first  is  the 
Exordium    to    Macrinus,    which    the    Poet 
confines  within  the  compass  of  four  Verses. 
The  second  relates  to  the  matter  of  the  Prayers 
and  Votes,  and  an  enumeration  of  those  things, 
wherein  Men  commonly  Sinn'd  against  right 
Reason,   and   Offended   in    their   Requests. 
The    Third  part   consists   in   shewing   the 
repugnancies  of  those  Prayers  and  Wishes, 
to  those  of  other  Men,  and  inconsistencies, 
with  thetnselves.    He  shews  the  Original  of 
these   Vows,  and  sharply  inveighs  against 
them  :  and  Lastly,  not  only  corrects  the  false 
Opinion  of  Mankind  concerning  them,  but 
gives  the  True  Doctrine  of  all  Addresses  made 
to  Heaven,  and  how  they  may  he  made  accept- 
able to  the  Pow'rs  above,  in  excellent  Precepts, 
and  more  worthy  of  a  Christian  than  a  Heathen 


Let  this  auspicious  Morning  be  exprest 
With  a  white  'Stone,  distinguish'd  from 


rest: 


tlie 


White  as  thy  Fam«,  and  as  tliy  Honour 

clear; 
And  let  new  Joys  aitend  on  thy  new  added 

year. 
Indulge  thy  Genius,  and  o'reflow  thy  Soul, 
Till  thy  Wit  sparkle,  like  the  chearful  Bowl. 
Pray ;   for  thy  Pray'rs  the  Test  of  Heav'n 

will  bear ; 
Nor  need'st  thou  take  the  Gods  aside,  to 

hear: 


While  others,  ev'n  the  Mighty  Men  of  Rome, 
Big  SHcil'd  with  >   schief,  to  the  Temples 
come ;  ip 

And  in  low  Murmurs,  and  with  costly  Smoak, 
Heav'ns  Help,  to  prosper  their  black  Vows, 

invoke. 
So  boldly  to  the  Gods  Mankind  reveal, 
What  from  each  other  they,  for  shame,  con. 
ccal. 
Give  me  Good  Fame,  ye  Pow'rs,  and  make 
me  Just : 
Tlius  much  the  Rogue  to  Publick  Ears  will 

trust : 
In  private  then :— When  wilt  thou,  mighty 

love, 
My  Wealthy  Uncle  from  thb  World  remove  ? 
Or— 0  thou  Thund'rer's  son,  great  'Hercules. 
That    once    thy    bounteous   Deity    wou'd 
please  ^g 

To  guide  my  Rake,  upon  the  chinking  sound 
Of    some    vast    Treasure,    hidden    under- 
ground ! 
0  were  my  Pupil  fairly  knock'd  o'  th' 
head  ; 
I  should  possess  th'  Estate,  if  he  were  dcnd ! 
He's  so  far  gone  with  Rickets,  and  with  tli' 

Evil, 
That  one  smal'  Dose  wou'd  send  him  to 
the  Devil. 
This  is  my  Neighbour  Nerius  his  tliird 
Spouse, 
Of  whom  in  happy  time  he  rids  his  House. 
But  my  Eternal  Wife!— Grant  Heav'n  I  may 
Survive  to  see  the  Fellow  of  his  Day  !       30 
Thus,  that  thou  may'st  the  better  brii'ig 

about 
Thy  Wishes,  thou  art  wickedly  devout : 
In  Tiber  ducking  thrice,  by  break  of  dav. 
To  wash  th'  Obscenities  of » Night  away. 
But  prithee  tell  me,  ('tis  a  small  Reqiiist) 
With  what  ill  thoughts  of  Jove  art  thou 

possest ? 
Woudst  thou  prefer  him  to  some  Man? 

Suppose 
I  dip'd  among  the  worst,  and  Stains  cliose  ? 


^o  his]  Some  editors  wrongly gh>e  this 
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two  wou'd  thy  wise  Head 


Which  of  the 

declare 
•^he  trustier  Tutor  to  an  Orphan  Heir  ?  40 
'r.  put  It  thus  j-Unfold  to  Status,  straight, 
.Vhat  to  Jove's  Eii  thou  Jidst  impart  of  lite : 
He  Jl  stare,  and,  O  Good  Jufnler  !  will  cry  ; 
Un  »t  thou  uidulge  him  in  this  Villany  ? 
Ai  '    think  St    thou,    Jove   himself,    with 

patience,  then. 
Can  hear  a  Pray'r  condemn'd  by  wicked 

men  ? 
That,  void  of  Care,  he  lolls  supine  in  state. 
And  leaves  his  Bus'ness  to  be  done  by  Fate  ? 
Beause  his  Thunder  spliu  some  burly  Tree, 
And  u  not  darted  at  thy  House  and  Thee  ? 
Ur  that  his   Vengeance  fulls  not  at  the 

tunc. 
Just  at  the  Perpetration  of  thy  Crime  : 


And  makes  Thee  a  sad  Object  of  our  Eyes, 
Fit  for  « EnennJs  Pray'r  and  Sacrifice  ? 
What  welljfed  Ofl'ring  to  appease  the  God, 
What  pow  rful  Present  to  procure  a  Nod, 
Hast  thou  m  store  ?  What  Bribe  hast  thou 

prepar'd. 
To  pull  him,  thus  unpunish'd,  by  the  Beard? 

Our  Superstitions  with  our  life  begin : 
Th    Obscene  old  Grandam,  or  the  next  of 
'  60 

The  New-born  Infant  from  the  Ciadle  takes. 
And  first  of  S|x;ttle  a  •  Lustration  makes  : 
[hen  in  the  Spawl  her  Middle  Fini'er  dips, 
Annnts  the  Temples,  Forehead,  and  the 
Lips, 

I  retending  force  of  Witchcraft  to  provent 
Bv  vu-tue  of  her  nasty  Excrement. 
1  hen  dandles  him  with  many  a  mutter'd 
Pray'r, 

That  Heav'n  wou'd  make  him  some  ricli 
Miser's  Heir, 

^^1  *°  ^'^'"'  *"*'•  •»  time,  a  King, 
Which  to  insure,  she  adds  a  length  of  Navel- 
string,  -jj 
But  no  fond  Nurse  is  fit  to  make  i.  Pray'r : 
And  Jwe,  it  Jove  be  wise,  wil'  never  hear  ; 
Mot  tho    she  prays  in  white,  with  lifted 

hands: 
A  Body  made  of  Brass  the  Crone  demands 
For  her  lov  d  Nurselmg,  strung  with  Nerves 

of  Wire, 
Tough  to  the  last,  and  with  no  toil  to  tire : 


Unconscionable  Vows  I  which  when  we  use. 
We  teach  the  Gods,  in  Reason,  to  refuse. 
Suppose  They  were  indulgent  to  thy  Wbh  : 
ret  the  fat  Entrails,  in  the  spatious  Dish,  80 
Wou  d  stop  the  Grant :  The  very  overcare. 
And  nauseous  pomp,  wou'd  hinder  half  th« 

Pray  r. 
Thou  hop'st  with  Sacrifice  of  Oxen  slain 
To  compass  Wealth,  and  bribe  the  God  of 

Gain, 
To  give  thee  Flocks  and  Herds,  with  larce 

increase  ; 
Fool !     to   exi«ct    'em   from   a   Bullock's 

Grease ! 
And  think'st,  that  when  the  fatten'd  Flameg 

aspire. 
Thou  secst  th'  accomplishment  of  thy  desire  ! 
Now,  now,  my  bearded  Harvest  gilds  thcx 

plain. 
The  scanty  Folds  can  scarce   my  Sheep 
contain,  ' 

And  show'rs  of  Gold  come  pour-ne    in 
amain  1  / 

Thus  dreams  the  Wretch,  and  vainly  thus 

dreams  on. 
Till  his  lank  Purse  declares  his  Money  gone. 
Shou  d  I  present  thee  with  rare  figur'd 
Plate,  '• 

Or  Gold  as  rich  in  Workmanship  as  Weight ; 
O  how  thy  rising  heart  wou'd  throb  and  beat. 
And  thy  left  side,  with  trembling  pleasure, 
sweat ! 

Thou   measur'st   by   thy  self  the   Pow'rs 
Divine ; 

Thy  Gods  are  burnish'd  Gold,  and  Silver  is 
their  Shrine. 

Thy  puny  Codlings  of  inferior  Race,       100 

Whose  humble  Statues  an    content  with 
Brass, 

Should  some  of  These,  in  » Visions  purp'd 
from  fleam, 

Foretel  Events,  or  in  a  Morning  Dream  ; 

Ev  n  those  thou  wou'dst  in  Veneration  hold  ; 

And,  if  not  Faces,  give  'em  Bej.rds  of  Gold. 

The  Priests,  in  Temples,  now  no  longer  care 

For  ^Saturn's  Brass,  or  *Numa's  Earthen- 
ware; 

Or  Vestal  Urns,  in  each  Religious  Rite : 

This  wicked  Gold  has  put  'em  all  to  flight. 

O   Souls,   in   whom   no   heav'nly   Fire   is 
found,  ,,0 

Fat  Minds,  and  ever  groveling  on  the  ground ! 

We  bring  our  Manners  to  the  blest  Abodes, 
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And  think  what  pleases  us,  must  please  the 

Gods. 
Of  Oyl  a  I     Casta  one  th'  Ingt.dienU  takes, 
And,  of  the  Mixture,  a  rich  Ointment  makes : 
Another  finds  the  way  to  dye  in  Grain : 
And    make  'Calabrian  Wool    receive   the 

Tyrian  Stain : 
Or  from  theShellstheirOrientTrvasure  takes, 
Or,  for  their  golden  Ore,  in  Rivers  rakes  ; 
Then  melts  the  Mass :    All  these  are  Vani* 

ties!  I30 

Yet  still  some  Profit  from  their  Pains  may 

rise: 
But  tell  me,  Priest,  if  I  may  be  so  bold. 
What  are  the  Gods  the  better  for  this  Gold  ? 


The  Wretch  that  ofiersfrom  hiswealtbyStorc 
These  Presents,  bribes  the  Pow'rs  to  give 

him  more : 
As  maids  **  to  Venus  offer  Babj^'Toys, 
Tobless  the  Marriage-BedwitliGirlsond  Boys. 
But  let  us  for  the  Gods  a  Gift  prepare, 
Which   the  Great   Man's   great   Chargers 

cannot  bear : 
A  Soul,  where  Laws  both   Humane  and 

Divine,  ijo 

In  Practice  more  than  Speculation  shine : 
A  genuine  Virtue,  of  a  vigorous  kind. 
Pure  in  the  last  recesses  of  the  Mind : 
When  with  such  Ofi' rings  to  the  Gods  I  como, 
A  "  Cake,  thus  giv'n,  is  worth  a  Hecatomb. 


The  End  of  the  Second  Satyr. 
NOTES  TO  THE  SECOND  SATYR. 


■  WkittSlOHt.  The  ^0M«tn«  were  ua'dio  mark 
their  Fortunal>-  Davt,  or  any  thing  that  luckily 
berdl  'em,  with  a  White  Stone  which  they  hail 
from  the  Island  Crtia  ;  and  their  Unrortunaie 
with  a  Coal. 

•  Htreults  was  thought  to  h  ve  the  Key  and 
I\>wer  of  bestowing  all  hidden  1         Are. 

•  The  Antients  •hought  tl.-m-'  tainted  and 
polluted  by  Night  it  self,  as  wti.'  .;..i  lutd  Dreams 
III  the  Night,  and  thorLfore  ptirifiM  themselves  by 
washing  their  Hk.iiIj  and  Hands  every  Morn- 
ing ;  which  Custom  the  Turks  observe  to  this 
day. 

^  When  any  one  was  Thnnderstruclc,  the  Sooth- 
sayrr  (who  is  here  call'd  Brginna)  immediately 
rt-pair'tl  to  the  place  to  expiate  the  displeasure  of 
tli^  God't,  by  sacrificing  two  Sheep. 

'  The  Foot  laughs  at  the  saptrrstiiious  Cere. 
monie.4,  which  the  Old  Women  nia<le  use  of  in 
thL-ir  '.ustration  or  Purification  Days,  when  they 
nam  .'  their  Children,  which  was  done  on  the 
Eighth  day  to  Females  and  on  the  Ninth  to 
Males. 

•  Jh  Visions  purt^d  from  Fleam,  4c.  It  was 
the  Opinion  both  of  Grecians  and  Romans  th.-it 
the  Gods,  in  Visions  or  Drraint  often  leveal'd  to 
their  Favourites  •  Cure  fur  their  Diseases,  and 
sometimes  those  of  others.  Thus  Alexander 
dreamt  of  an  Herb  which  rur'd  llolomy.  These 
Gods  were  principally  Apollo  and  Esculapius : 
but,  in  after  times,  the  same  Virtue  and  Good-will 
was  attributed  to  Jsis  and  Osiris.  Which  brings 
to  my  remembrance  an  odd  passage  in  Sir  Tno. 
Brown's  Religio  Medici,  or  in  his  vulgar  Errours  ; 
the  sense  whereof  is,  That  we  are  behMing^  for 
fnany  of  our  Discoveries  in  Physick,  lo  th* 
courteous  Revelation  of  Spirits.  By  the  Expres- 
sion of  Visions  purji^d from  PkUgnt  our  Author 
means  such  Dreams  or  Visions  as  proceed  not 
from  Natural  Causes,  or  Humours  of  the  Body  ; 
but  such  as  arv  sent  from  Heaven,  and  are  there- 
fore certain  Remedies. 

'  For  Saturn's  Brass,  &c.    Braxcn  Vessels,  in 


which  the  Publick  Treasure  of  the  Romans  was 
kept.  It  may  be  the  Poet  means  only  old  Vessels 
which  were  all  call'd  Kpona,  from  the  Greek  Name 
of  Saturn.  Note  also  that  the  Roman  Treasury 
was  in  the  Temple  of  Saturn. 

*  Mama's  Barthen-ware.  Under  finma,  the 
second  King  of  Rome,  and  for  a  long  time  afti:r 
him,  the  Holy  Vessels  for  Sacrifice  were  of 
liarthen  Ware :  according  to  the  Superstitioiu 
Kites,  which  were  introduced  by  the  lame  Numa: 
Tiio'  afterwards,  when  Memmius  had  taken 
Corinth,  and  Paulus  Mmilius  had  conquer'd 
Macedonia.  Luxury  began  amongst  the  Romaus. 
and  then  their  LiCnsils  of  Devotion  were  of  Golii 
and  Silver,  &c. 

»  And  make  Calabrian  Wooll,  4c.  The  Wooll 
of  Calabria  was  of  the  finest  sort  in  Italy,  u 
Juvenal  also  tells  us.  The  Tyrian  Slain  is  the 
I'urple  Colour  dy'd  at  Tyrus,  and  I  suppose,  but 
dare  not  positively  affirm,  that  the  richest  of  that 
Dye  was  nearest  our  Crimson,  and  not  Scarlet, 
or  that  other  Colour  more  approaching  to  the 
Blue.     I  have  not  room  to  justifie  my  Conjecture. 

"  As  maids  lo  Venus,  &c.  Those  Baby-Toys 
were  httle  Babies,  or  Poppets,  as  we  call  them; 
in  Latin /)</»« ;  which  the  girls,  when  thev  came 
«'>  "'«  Age  of  puberty,  or  Child-bearing,  offer'd  to 
Venus ;  as  the  Boys  at  Fourteen  or  Fifteen  years 
of  age  offer'd  their  Bullce,  or  Bosses. 

ACakethusgivenJbLC  ACakeof  Barley.or 
course  Wheat-meal,  with  the  Bran  in  it  The  min- 
ing IS  that  God  ispleaa'd  with  the  pure  and  spotless 
heart  of  the  Offerer ;  and  not  with  the  Riches  of  (he 
offering;.  LaberiusXrkiat  Fragments  of  his  A/zmri 
has  a  Verse  like  this :  Puriu  Deus,  non  pltnas, 
aspicit  A/ammj.— What  I  had  forgotten  before,  in 
Its  due  place,  I  must  here  tell  the  Reader :  That 
the  first  half  of  this  Satyr  was  translated  by  one 
of  my  Sons,  now  in  Italy  :  But  I  thought  «>  well 
of  it,  that  I  let  it  pass  w  ithont  any  Alteration. 
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ARGUMENT  |  OF  THE 
SATYR. 


THIRD 


Our  Author  has  made  tuo  Satyrs  eoneerning 
Study  :  the  First  and  the  Third :  the  First 
related  to  Men;  This  to  Young  Students, 
whom  he  desir'd  to  be  educated  in  the  Stoith 
Philosophy :  He  himself  sustains  the  Person 
of  the  Master,  or  Preceptor,  in  (his  admir- 
able Satyr.  Where  he  upbraids  the  Youth 
of  Sloth,  and  Negliunee  in  learning.  Yet 
he  begins  with  one  Scholar  reproaching  his 
Fellow  StuderJs  with  late  rising  to  their 
Boohs.  After  which  he  lahes  upon  him  the 
other  fart,  of  the  Teacher.  And  addressing 
himself  particularly  to  Young  Noblemen,  tells 
them,  That,  by  reason  of  their  High  Birth, 
and  the  Great  Possessions  of  their  Fathers, 
they  are  careless  of  adorning  their  Minds  with 
Precepts  of  Moral  Philosophy :  And  withall, 
inculcates  to  them  the  Miseries  which  will 
attend  them  in  the  whole  Course  of  their  Life, 
if  they  do  not  apply  themsewes  betimes  to  the 
Knowledge  of  Virtue,  and  the  End  of  their 
Creation,  which  he  pathetically  insinuates  to 
them.  The  Title  of  this  satyr,  in  some 
Ancient  Manuscripts,  was  The  Reproach  of 
Idleness;  tho  in  i.thers  of  the  Scholiasts  'tis 
inscribed.  Against  the  Luxury  and  Vices  of 
the  Rich.  In  both  of  which  the  Intention  of  the 
Poet  is  pursued  ;  but  principally  in  the  former. 

I  remember  I  translated  this  Satyr,  when 
1  was  a  Kings-Scholar  at  Westminster  School, 
for  a  Thursday  Nights  Exercise  ;  and  believe 
that  it,  and  many  other  of  my  Exercises  of 
this  nature,  in  English  Verse,  are  still  in  tiie 
hands  of  my  Learned  Master,  the  Reverend 
Doctor  Busby. 

THE  THIRD  SATYR 

Is  this  thy  daily  course  ?  The  glarin-  -  n  ) 
Breaks  in  at  ev'rv  Chink :  The  Cattle  run  f 
To  Shades,  and  Noon-tide  Rays  of  Summer  | 

shun.  j 

Yet  plung  d  inSloth  we  lye ;  and  snoresupine, 
As  fill  d  with  Fumes  of  undigested  Wine. 
This  grave  Advice  some  sober  Student 

bears ; 
And  loudly  rings  it  in  his  Fellows  Ears. 


The  vawning  Youth,tc«rce  half  awike.emya 
Hi.,  lasy  Limbs  and  doxy  Head  to  raise : 
Then  rubs  his  gununy  Eyes,  and  scrubs  his 

And  cries  I  thought  it  had  not  been  so  late : 
My  Cloaths  ;  make  baste :   why  when  !  if 

none  be  near, 
He  mutters  first,  and  then  begins  to  swear : 
And  brays  aloud,  with  a  more  clam'rous  note, 
Than  an  Arcadian  Ass  can  stretch  his  throat. 
With  much  ado,  his  Book  before  him  laid, 
And  'Parchment  with  the  smoother  side 

displav'd ; 
He  takes  tP    Papers  ;  lays  'em  down  asen  ; 
And,  with  unwilling  Fmgers,  tries  the  Pen » 
Some  peevish  quarrel  straight  he  strives  to 

pick,  3o 

His  Quill  writes  double,  or  hk  Ink's  too 

thick ; 
Infuse  more  water  ;  now  'tis  grown  so  thin 
It  sinks,  nor  can  the  Character  be  seen. 
0  Wretch,  and  stilt  more  wretched  ev'ry 

day  ! 
Are  Mortals  born  to  sleep  their  lives  away  ? 
Go  back  to  what  thy  Infancy  becan. 
Thou  who  wert  never  meant  to  be  a  Man  : 
Eat  Pap  and  Spoon-meat ;  for  thy  Guwgaws 

cry : 
Be  sullen,  and  refuse  the  Lullaby. 
No  more  accuse  thy  Pen :   but  charge  the 

Crime  30 

On  Native  Sloth,  and  negligence  of  time. 
Think'st  thou  thy  Master,  or  thy  Fnends, 

to  cheat  ? 
Fool,  'tis  thy  self,  and  that's  a  worse  deceit. 
Beware  the  publick  Laughter  of  the  Town  ; 
Thou  sprmg  St  a  Leak  already  in  thy  Crown. 
A  flaw  is  in  thy  ill-bak'd  Vessel  found ; 
'Tis  hollow,  and  returns  a  jarring  sound. 

Yet,  thy  moist  Clay  is  pliant  to  Command  ; 
Unwrought,  and  easie  to  the  Potter's  hand  : 
Now  take  the  Mold  ;   now  bend  thy  Mind 

to  feel  40 

The  first  sharp  Motions  of  the  Formine 

Wheel. 
But  thou  hast  Land ;    a  Country  Seat, 

secure 
By  a  just  Title  ;  costly  Furniture  ; 
A  »  Fuming-Pan  thy  Lares  to  appease  : 
What  need  of  Learning  when  aMan's  at  ease? 
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If  this  be  not  enough  to  swell  thy  Soul, 
Then   please   thy   Pride,  and  Karch   the 

Herald's  KolK 
When  thou  shclt  find  thy  famous  Pediaree 
Drawn  *  from  the  Root  of  some  old  JAm- 

«iNTfC«{ 

And  thou,  a  Thousand  off,  a  Fool  of  long 

Degree}  50 

WhOfdad  in  *  Purple,  canst  thy  Censor  greet; 

And,  loudly,  call  him  Cousin,  in  the  Street. 

Such  Pageantry  be  to  the  People  shown  ; 

There  bout  thy  Horse's  Trappings,  and  thy 

owns 
I  know  thee  to  thy  Bottom  ;  from  within 
Thy  shallow  Centre,  to  thy  outmost  Skin  : 
Dost  thou  not  blush  to  live  so  like  a  Beast, 
So  trim,  so  dissolute,  so  loosely  drest  ? 
But  'tis  in  vain :  The  Wretch  is  drench'il 

too  deep; 
Hb  Soul  is  stupid,  and  his  Heart  asleep  ;   60 
Fatten'd  in  Vke  ;  so  callous,  and  so  gross. 
He  sins,  and  sees  not ;  senseless  of  his  Loss. 
Down  f'on  the  Wretch  at  once,  unskill'd  to 

swim, 
Hopeless  to  bubble  up,  and  reach  the  Water's 

Brim. 
Great  Father  of  the  Gods,  when,  for  our 

Crimes, 
Thou  send'st  some  heavy  Judgment  on  the 

Times; 
Some  Tyrant-King,  the  Terrour  of  his  Age, 
The  Type,  and  true  Vicegerent  of  thy  Rage  ; 
Thus  punish  him  :  Set  Virtue  in  his  Sight, 
With  all  her  Charms  adorn'd  ;  with  all  her 

Graces  bright  1  70 

But  set  her  distant,  make  him  rale  to  see 
His  Gains  out-weigh'd  bv  lost  Felicity  ! 

Sicilian  *  Tortures  and  the  Brazen  Bull, 
Are  Emblems,  rather  than  express  the  Full 
Of  what  he  feels :  Yet  what  he  fears,  is  more : 
The  •  Wretc!-,  who  sitting  at  hb  plenteous 

Board, 
Look'd  up,  and  view'd  on  high  tlie  pointed 

Sword 
Hang  o'er  his  Head,  and  hanging  by  a  Twine, 
Did  with  less' Dread,  and  more  securely  Dine. 
Ev'n  in  his  Sleep  he  starts,  and  fears  the 

Knife,  80 

And,  trembling,  in  his  Arms,  takes  his 

Accomplice  W^ife : 
Down,  down  he  goes  ;  and  from  his  Darling- 
Friend 
Conceals  the  Woeshis  guilty  Dreams  portend. 


When  I  was  young,  I,  like  a  lazy  Fool, 
Wou'd  bkar  my  Eyes  with  Oyl  to  stay  from 

School: 
AverH  from  Pains.and  loath  to  learn  the  Part 
Of  Cal«,  dying  with  a  dauntless  Heart : 
Though  much  my  Master  tlwt  stern  Virtue 

inais'd, 
Which,  o'er  the  Vanquisher,  the  Vanquish'd 

ntis'd ; 
And  ny  pieas'd  Father  came,  with  Pride, 

to  set  90 

His  Boy  defend  the  Roman  Liberty. 

But  then  my  Studv  was  to  Cog  the  Dice, 
And  dext'rousiy  to  throw  the  luci^y  Sice : 
To  shun  Amct-Ace,  that  swept  my  Stakes  v 

away ;  I 

And  watch  the  Box,  for  fear  they  shou'il 

convey 
False  Bones,  and  put  upon  me  in  tite  VhyJ 
Careful,  besides,  the  Whirling  Top  to  \\\\i\>, 
And  drive  her  giddy,  till  she  fell  usicep. 
Thy  Years  are  ripe,  nor  art  thou  yet  tu 

learn 
What's  Good  or  III,  and  both  their  Eiidii 

discern :  100 

Thou,'  in  the  Stoick  Porch,  severely  bred, 
Hast  heard  the  Dogma's  of  great  Zeno  reud : 
Where  on  the  WalU,  by  *Polignolus  HuikI. 
The  CoQouer'd  Medians  in  Trunk-llrvccliis 

stand: 
Where    the    Shorn    Youth    to    Midniyhi- 

Lectures  rise, 
Rous'd  from  their  Slumbers,  to  be  early  wise: 
Where  the  coarse  Cake,  and  homely  Hiuks 

of  Beans, 
From  pamp'ring  Riot  the  young  StoiDach 

weans: 
And  •  where  the  Samiau  Y  directs  thy  Stei«> 

to  run 
To  Virtue's  Narrow  Steep,  and  Broad-way 

Vice  to  shun.  no 

And  yet  thcu  snor'st ;    thou  draw'st  tli> 

Drunken  Breath, 
Sour  with  Debauch  ;  and  sleep'st  the  Sltcp 

oi  Death. 
Thy  Chans  are  fallen,  and  thy  Frame  dis- 

joyn  d : 
Thy  Body  as  dissolv'd  as  is  thy  Mind. 
Hast  thou  not,  yet,  projxK'd  some  certain 

End, 
To  which  thy  Life,  thy  ev'ry  Act  may  tend  ? 
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Hut  thou  no  Mark,  at  which  to  bend  thy  Bow? 
Or  like  a  Boy  pursu'»t  the  Carrion  trow 
With  Pellets,  and  with  Stones  from  Tree  to 

Tree: 
A  fruitless  Toil,  and  livest  Exltmpore  ?    1 30 
Watch  the  Disease  in  time :   For,  when 
within 
The  Dropsy  raL-es,  and  extends  the  Skin, 
In  vain  for  Hellebore  the  |wticnt  Cries, 
And  Fees  the  Doctor  ;  but  too  late  is  wise  : 
Too  late,   for  Cure,  he  proffers   half  his 

Wealth : 
Conquest  and   Guibbons  cannot   cive   him 
Health.  '^ 

Learn  Wretches  ;  learn  the  Motions  of 
the  Mind, 
Why  you  were  made,  for  wh        01   were 

design'd  ; 
And  the  great  Moral  End  of  1     -       .Kind. 
Study  thy  self.  What  Rank        «nat  degree 
The  wise  Creator  has  ordain'd  for  tliee  :  131 
And  all  the  Offices  of  that  Estate 
Perform  ;  and  with  thy  Prudence  guide  thy 
Fate. 
Pray  justly,  to  be  heard :  Nor  more  desire 
Than  what  the  Decencies  of  Life  require. 
Learn  what  thou  ow'st  thy  Country,  and  th)' 

Friend ; 
What's  requisite  to  spare,and  w  hat  to  spend: 
Learn  this  ;  and  after,  envy  not  the  store 
Of  the  Greaz'd  Advocate,  that  Grinds  the 

Poor: 
Fat   '•  Fees   from    the   defended    Umbrian  \ 
draws;  ,40 1 

And  only  gams  the  wealthy  Clients  Cause  ; 
To  whom  the  "  Marsians  more  Provision  send, 
Than  he  and  ail  his  Family  can  spend. 
Gammons,  that  give  a  relish  to  the  taste. 
And  potted  Fowl,  and  Fish  come  in  so  fast, 
That,  e're  the  first  is  out,  the  second  stinks  : 
And  mouldy  Mother  gathers  on  the  brinks. 
But,  here,  some  Captain  of  the  Land,  or 
Fleet, 
Stout  of  his  hands,  but  of  a  Souldiers  Wit ; 
Cries,  I  have  sense  to  serve  my  turn,  in  store  ; 
And  he's  a  Rascal  who  pretends  to  more. 
Daminee,     what-e're     those     Book-lcarn'd 
Blockheads  say,  152 

Solon'i  the  veriest  Fool  in  all  the  Play. 
Top-heavy  Drones,  and  always  looking  down 
(As  over-Ballasted  within  the  Crown  !) 
Mutt'ring,  betwixt  their  Lips,  some  Mystick 
thing, 


Which,  well  examin'd,  is  flat  Coniuriiw, 
Mere  Madmen's  Drrums:  Fo*.  what  the 

schools  have  taueht 
Is  only  this,  that  nothing  can  be  brought 
I-rom  nothing;    and  what  is,  can  ne're 

be  turn'd  to  nought.  1(0. 

I»  J  '*"■  *''"  '*'*y  »'"^ly  ?  •«  grow  pale. 
And  miss  the  Pleasures  of  a  Glorious  Meal  ? 
For  this,  in  Rags  accoutcr'd,  they  are  seen, 
And  made  the  May-game  of  the  publick 
spleen  ? 
Proceed,  my  Friend,  and  rail :  But  hear 
me  tell 
A  story,  which  is  just  thy  Parallel. 
_  ASpark,like  thee.of  theMankillingTnide, 
Fell  sick  ;  and  thus  to  his  Physician  said ! 
Methinks  I  am  not  right  in  ev'ry  part ; 
I  feel  a  kind  of  tremblmi,-  at  my  Heart :    170 
.My  Pulse  unequal,  and  my  Breath  is  strong  1 
^  Besides,  a  filthy  Fur  upon  my  Tongue. 
,  The  Doctor  heard  him,  ixercis'd  his  skill : 
I  And,  after,  bad  him  for  four  Days  be  still. 
I  Tlirce  Days  he  took  good  Counsel,  and  began 
:  To  mend,  and  look  like  a  recov'ring  Man  : 
j  Tlie  fourth  he  cou'd  not  hold  from  Drink  ; 
I         but  sends 
His  Boy  to  one  of  his  old  trusty  Friends : 
^  Adjuring  him,  by  all  the  Pow'rs  Divine,    » 
To  Dity  his  Distress,  who  cou'd  not  Dine  I 
Without  a  Flaggon  of  his  healing  Wine.    ) 
He  drinks  a  swilling  Draught :    And,  lin'd 
i  within,  jgj 

:  Will  supple,  in  the  Bath,  his  outward  skin : 
Whomshou'd  he  find, but  his  Physician  there. 
Who,  wisely,  bad  him  once  again  beware. 
Sir,  you  look  Wan,  you  hardly  draw  your 

Breath ; 
Drinkingis  Dangerous.and  the  Bath  is  Death : 
Tb  Nothing,  says  the  Fool :  But,  says  the 

friend. 
This  Nothing,  Sir,  will  bring  you  to  your  end. 
Do  I  not  see  your  Dropsy-Belly  swell  ?    190 
Your  yellow  Skin  ?— No  more  of  that ;  I'm 

well. 
I  have  already  Buried  two  or  three 
That  stood  betwixt  a  fair  Estate  and 
And,  Doctor,  I  may  live  to  Bury  thee.       , 
Thou  tell'st  me,  I  look  ill ;  and  thou  look'st 

worse. 
I've  done,  says  the  Physician ;   take  your 
Course. 


I  me,  [ 
e.       ) 


1 
"3 


188  null  but/(J{y. 
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The  laughing  Sot,  like  all  unthinking  Men, 
Baths  and  gets  Drunk )    then  Batlis  and 

Drinks  again : 
His  Throat  half  throtled  with  Corrupted 

Fleam, 
And  breathing  through  his  Jaws  a  belching 

steam :  200 

Amidst  .his  Cups  with   fainting  sbiv  ring 

seiz'd, 
Ills  Limbs  dis-jointed»  and  all  o're  diseased, 
II  is  hand  refuses  to  sustain  the  bowl  t 
And  his  Teeth  chatter,  and  his  Eye-balls 

row!  1 
Till)  with  his  Meat,  he  vomits  out  his  Soul : 
Then^ Trumpets,  Torches,  and  a  tedious  Crew 
Of  Hireling  Mourners,  for  hb  Funeral  due. 
Our  Dear  departed  Brother  lies  in  State, 
His  Heels '*stretch'd  out,  and  pointing  to 

the  Gate : 
And  Slaves,  now  maiiuniLi'd,  on  their  dead 

Master  wait.  210/ 

They  boyst  him  on  the  Bier,  and  deal  the 

Dole; 
And  there's  an  end  of  a  Luxurious  Fool. 

But,  what's  thy  fulsom  Parable  to  me  ? 
My  Body  is  from  all  Diseases  free  : 
My  temperate  Pulse  does  regularly  beat ; 
Feel,  and  be  satisfi'd,  my  Hands  and  Feet : 
These  are  not  cold,  nor  those  Opprest  with 

heat. 
Or  lay  thy  hand  upon  my  Naked  Heart, 
And  thou  shalt  find  me  Hale  in  ev'ry  part 


I  grant  this  true  i    But,  still,  the  deadly 

wound  220 

Is  in  thy  Soul ;  'Tis  there  thoU  art  not  sound. 
Say,  when  thou  sccst  a  heap  of  tempting 

Goldi 
Or  a  more  tempting  Harlot  do*st  behold  ; 
Then,  when  she  casts  on  thee  a  side-long 

glancei 
Then  try  thy  Heart ;  and  tell  me  if  it  Dance. 
Some  Course  cold  Salade  is  before  thee 

set ; 
Bread,  with  the  Bran  perhaps,  and  broken 

Meat ; 
Fall  on,  and  try  thy  Appetite  to  eat. 
These  are  not  Dishes  for  thy  dainty  Tooth : 
What,  hast  thou  got  an  Ulcer  in  thy  Mouth  ? 
Why  stand'st  thou  picking  ?   Is  thy  PallaG 

sore  ?  2J1 

That  Bete,  and  Radishes  will  make  theetoar?. 
Such  b  til'  unequal  Temper  of  thy  Mind  ; 
Thy  Passions  in  extreams,  and  m.confin'd  ■; 
Thy  Hair  so  bristles  with  unmanly  Fears, 
As  Fields  of  Corn,  that  rbe  in  bearded  Ears. 
And,  when  thy  Cheeks  with  flushing  Fury  j 

glow,  I. 

The  rage  of  boyling  Caldrons  is  more  slow  ;  I 
When  fed  with  fuel  and  with  flames  below,  I 
With  foam  upon  thy  Lips,  and  sparklinj; 

Eyes,  240 

Thousay'standdo'stinsucboutrageouswisc: 
That  mad  Orestes,^*  if  be  saw  the  show, 
Wou'dswearthouwcrtdieMadderoithcTwO' 


The  End  of  (he  Third  Satyr. 
NOTES  TO  THE  THIRD  S.\T\'R. 


•  And  ParchnunI,  &.c.  The  Students  n»M  to 
write  their  Notes  on  Parchments ;  the  inside,  on 
which  they  wrote,  was  white ;  (he  other  side  was 
Hairy,  and  commonly  Yellow.  Quitiit'lian  re- 
proves this  Custom,  and  advi:>es  rather  Table- 
books,  lin'd  with  Wax,  and  a  Stile,  like  that  we 
use  in  our  VeHum  Table  books,  as  more  casie. 

'  A  FumingPan,  &c.  Before  eating,  it  was 
Customary,  to  cut  off  some  part  of  the  Meat, 
which  was  first  put  into  a  Pan,  or  little  Uish  ;  then 
into  the  Pire;  as  an  Offering  to  the  Household 
Gods ;  this  they  called  a  Libation. 

•  Drawn  from  the  Root,  kc.  The  Thmcans 
were  accounted  of  most  Ancient  Nobility.  Horace 
observes  this  in  most  of  his  compliments  to 
Meeeuat,  who  was  deriv'd  from  the  Old  Kings  of 
Tuscany,  now  the  Dominion  of  the  Great  Duke. 

•  Wko  Clad  in  PHrpU,  &c.  The  Roman 
Knights,  attir'd  in  the  Robe  call'd  Trabea,  were 

2  Fuming]  Fumeing  16^. 


summon'd  by  the  Censor  to  appear  liefore  liim, 
and  lo  salute  him  in  passing  by,  as  their  Names 
were  c.ill'd  over.  They  led  tlieir  Horses  in  tliiir 
hand.  See  more  of  this  in  Pompey's  Life  writloii 
by  Plutarch. 

f  Sicilian  Tortures,  &c.  Some  of  the  Sicilian 
Kings  were  so  great  tyrants,  that  the  Name  is 
liccome  Proverbial.  The  Brazen  Bull  is  a  known 
Story  nf  Phalaris,  one  of  those  Tyiants;  whowh^ii 
Perillus.  a  famous  Artist,  had  presented  him  with 
a  Bull  uf  that  Metal  hollow'd  within,  which,  wluii 
the  Condcmn'd  Person  was  indos'd  in  it,  wouM 
render  th'  sound  of  a  Bull's  roaring,  causM  tho 
Workmantoniakethefifst  Bxperimcnt.  Docuilq; 
smum  tnugire  Juvencunt. 

'  Tht  Wretch,  who  sitting.  Sec.  He  alludfs  to 
the  Story  of  Damocles,  a  Flatterer  of  one  of  tlioso 
Sicilian  Tyrants,  namely  Dionysius.  Datnncles 
bail  infittilcly  cxloll'd  the  Happiness  of  Kin-s. 
Dionysius,  to  convince  him  of  the  contrary, 
invited    him   to  a  Feast,   and    cloath'd    liim  in 
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Purple  j  But  caus'd  a  Sw-oril  with  the  point  down- 
ward,  to  lie  huiur  wur  his  Head,  by  a  Silken 
iwinc;  which  when  he  perceir'd,  lie  cou'd  Eat 
nothitiir  ofihe  Ueltcates  that  were  let  before  him. 
JXou  (M  t/ie  Stoick  Parch,  &c.  The  Stoicks 
taught  tlieir  Philosophy  under  a  rbrlicus^  to 
secure  their  Scholars  from  the  Weather.  Ztno 
wa»  the  Chief  of  that  Sect 

..  '  ^yeuolus.  A  famous  painter;  who  drew 
the  Pictures  of  the  Mtdts  and  ftrsiang.  Con- 
qucrd  by  Af«//ia<fcj,  Themisloclts.  and  other 
^'Aeuian  Captains,  on  the  Walls  of  the  A/Y/Vo, 
in  their  Natural  Habits. 

ot'^I''  ""'"?  '^'  •Sf«/a«  y,  &c.  Pithagoras 
of  Samos  made  tlie  allusion  of  th.;  Y,  or  Greek 

KS?.  ?"'ki?  ^'r  »"<*  ,yj"»e-  Onfe  side  of  the 
Letter,  belnff  broad.  Characters  Vice,  to  which 
the  ascent  IS  wide  and  easic.  The  other  side 
represents  Virtue ;  to  which  the  Passajje  U  strait 


and  tUfficatt :  And  perhaps  our  Saviour  mii-ht 
also  allude  «o  thi^  in  thwe  Noted  words  of  the 
bvanijellstj  The  Way  lo  Heaveti,  he. 

FoiFtt*,  &c.     CatauboH  here  Notes,  that 

among  all  the  Komant  who  were  brought  up  to 

r    "R^^ii         '*"^*=»  »•«:  Orators,  ocLawyers, 

Pil!L7?*i  *i'":''0''\fnA  Umbriius  were  the  most 
Plentiful  of  all  the  ProvirtCes  irt  Italy. 
-  I  ^*  ^¥l* .^'"ich'd  oHl,  &c.  The  RomaHi 
were  Buried  without  the  City  ;  for  which  Reason 
the  Poet  lays  that  the  Dead  man's  heels  wire 
stretch  d  out  towards  the  Gate. 

"  TAat  Mad  Oresltt.  OrttUs  was  son  to 
AgamtmHOH  and  CUUmntstra.  Oresltt  to 
revenge  his  Fathers  Death  slew  both  Aigyslhns 
and  his  Mother :  hot  which  he  was  punishM  with 
Madness  by  the£u»$enii/*s,  or  Fwies,  who  con- 
tinually haunted  him. 


THE  FOURTH   SATYR. 


ARGUMENT  |  OF  THE  |  FOURTH 
SATYR. 

Our  Author,  living  in  the  time  of  Nero,  was 
Contemporary  and  Friend  to  the  Noble  Poet 
Luran  ;  both  of  them  were  sufficiently  sensible, 
with  all  Good  Men,  how  Unskilfully  he 
managed  the  Commonwealth :  And  perhaps 
might  guess  at  his  future  Tyranny,  by  some 
Passages,  during  the  latter  part  of  his  first 
five  years;  tho  he  broke  not  out,  into  his 
great  Excesses,  while  he  teas  restrdin'd  by  the 
Counsels  and  Authority  of  Seneca.  Lucan 
has  not  spar'd  him  in  the  Poem  of  his  Phar- 
salia :  for  his  very  Complement  look'd  asquint, 
as  weU  as  Nero.  Persius  has  been  bolder, 
but  with  Caution  likewise.  For  here,  in  the 
Person  of  young  Alcibiades,  he  arraigns  his 
Ambttton  of  meddling  with  Stale  Affairs, 
without  Judgment  or  Experience.  'Tis  prob- 
able that  he  makes  Seneca,  in  this  Satyr,  sus- 
tain the  part  of  Socrates,  tinder  a  borrowed 
Name.  And,  withal,  discovers  some  secret 
y^"'"  of  Nero,  concerning  his  Lust,  his 
Drunkenness,  and  his  Effeminacy,  which  had 
not  yet  arriv'd  to  ptibliek  Notice.  He  also 
reprehends  the  Flattery  of  his  Courtiers,  who 
endeavour'd  to  make  all  his  V^-'s  pass  for 
"triues.  Covttousness  was  undoubtedly  none 
of  hi  aults  ;  but  it  is  here  described  as  a  Veil 
cast  over  the  True  Meaning  of  the  Poet,  which 
was  to  Salyriu  his  Prodigality  and  Volup-  i 
'^uiness :  to  which  he  makes  a  transition. 
J  find  HO  Instance  in  History  of  that  Emt>eror's  ' 


being  a  Pathique,  IhoUgh  Persius  seems  to 
^and  htm  with  it.  From  the  lito  dialogues  of 
Plato,  both  calVd  Alcibiades,  the  Poet  took  the 
Arguments  ol  the  Second  and  Third  Satyr,  but 
fe  inverted  the  order  of  them  :  For  the  Third 

2r  "'"*'»  A*""  '*«  fi>'st  of  those  Dialogues. 

The  Commentatours  before  Casaubon  were 
Ignorant  of  our  Author's  secret  meaning  ;  and 
thought  he  had  only  wriUen  against  Young 
Noblemen  in  General,  who  were  too  forward 
in  aspiring  to  publick  Magistracy  :  But  this 
Excellent  Scholiast  has  unravelVd  the  whole 
Mystery:  And  tmde  it  apparent,  that  the  Sting 
of  thts  Satyr  was  particularly  aim'd  at  Nero. 

THE 
FOURTH  SATYR. 

Who-e're  tliou  art,  whose  forward  years  are 

bent 
On  State-Affairs,  to  guide  the  Government ; 
Hear,  first,  what  'Socrates  of  old  has  said 
To  the  lov'd  Youth,  whom  he,at  Athens  bred. 

Tell  me,  thou  Pupil  to  great  *  Pericles, 
Our  second  hope,  my  Alcibiades, 
What  are  the  grounds,  from  whence  thou 

dost  prepare 
To  undertake  so  young,  so  vast  a  Care  ? 
Perhaps  thy  Wit:  (A  Chance  not  often  heard, 
That  Parts  and  Prudence  shou'd  prevent 

the  Beard :)  ,o 

T"is  seldom  seen  that  Senators  so  young 
Know  when  to  speak,  and  when  to  hold 

their  Tongue. 
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Sure  thou  art  born  to  some  peculiar  Fate  ; 
When  the  mad  People  rise  against  the  State, 
To  look  them  into  Duty  ;  and  command 
An  awful  Silence  with  thy  lifted  hand. 
Then  to  bespeak  'em  thus :  Athenians,  know 
Against  right  Reason  all  your  Counseb  go ; 
This  is  not  Fair ;  nor  Profitable  that ; 
Nor  t'other  Question  Propr  for  Debate.  20 
But  thou,  no  doubt,  can  st  set  the  business 

right, 
And  give  each  Argument  its  proijer  weight : 
Know'st,  with  an  equal  hand,  to  hold  the 

Scale: 
See'st  where  the  Reasons  pinch,  and  where 

they  fail, 
And  where  Exceptions,  o're  the  general 

Rule,  prevail. 
And,  taught  by  Inspiration,  in  a  trice, 
Can'st  *  punish  Crimes,  and  brand  offending 

Vice.  [as  these. 

Leave  ;  leave  to  fathom  such  high  points 

Nor  be  ambitious,  e're  thy  time,  to  please : 

Unseasonably  Wise,  till  Age,  and  Cares,    30 

Have  form'd  thy  Soul,  to  manage  Great 

Affairs. 
Thy  Face,  thy  Shape,  thy  Outside,  are  butv 

vain ;  I 

Thou  hast  not  strength  such  Labours  to  I 

sustain :  f 

Drink  *  Hellebore,  my  Boy,  drink  deep,  and  I 

Eurge  thy  brain.  / 

at  aim'st  thou  at,  and  whither  tends> 
thy  Care, 
In  what  thy  utmost  Good  ?  Delicious  Fare ; 
And,  then,  to  Sun  thy  self  in  open  air. 

Hold, hold;  areall  thyempty  Wishes  such? 
A  good  old  Woman  wou'd  have  said  as  much. 
But  thou  art  nobly  born ;  'tis  true;  go  boast 
Thy  Pedigree,  the  thing  thou  valu'st  most : 
Besides  thou  art  a  Beau  :  What's  that,  my 
Child?  42 

A  F        veil  drest,  extravagant,  and  wild  : 
She  I        cries  Herbs,  has  less  impertinence  ; 
And,  111  iter  Calling,  more  of  common  sense. 
None,  none  descends  into  himself,  to  find 
The  secret  Imperfections  of  his  Mind  : 
But  ev'ry  one  is  Eagle-ev'd,  to  see 
Another's  Faults,  and  his  Deformity.       49 
Say,  do'st  thou  know  »  Vcclidius  ?    Who, 
the  Wretch  [stretch  ; 

Whose  Lands  beyond  the  Sabines  largely 

15  anill  An<l  i6t;j. 


Cover  the  Country,  that  a  sailing  Kite 
Can  scarce  o'reflye  'em  in  a  day  and  night ; 
Him,  do'st  thou  mean,  who,  spight  of  all 

his  store. 
Is  ever  Craving,  and  will  still  be  Poor  ? 
Who  cheats  for  Half-pence,  and  who  doffs 

his  Coat, 
To  save  a  Farthing  in  a  Ferry-Boat  ? 
Ever  a  Glutton,  at  another's  Cost, 
But  in  whose  Kitchin  dwells  jjcrpetual  Frost? 
Who  eats  and  drinks  with  his  Domestick 

Slaves ;  60 

A  verier  Hind  than  any  of  his  Knaves  ? 
Born  with  the  Curse  and  Anger  of  the  Gods, 
And  that  indulgent  Genius  he  defrauds  ? 
At  Harvest-home,  and  on  the  Sheering-Day, 
When  he  shou'd  'Thanks  to  Pan  and  Pales 

pay. 

And  better  Ceres  ;  trembling  to  approach 
The  little  Barrel,  which  he  fears  to  broach : 
He  'says  the  Wimble,  often  draws  it  back, 
And  deals  to  thirsty  Servants  but  a  smack. 
To  a  short  Meal,  he  makes  a  tediousGrace,  70 
Before  the  Barly  Pudding  comes  in  place : 
Then,  bids  fall  on ;    himself,  for  saving 

charges, 
A   pcel'd  slic'd  Onyon  eats,  and   tipples 

Verjuice. 
Thus  fares  the  Drudge  :  But  thou,  whose 

life's  a  Dream 
Of  lazy  Pleasures,  tak'st  a  worse  Extream. 
'Tis  all  thy  bus'ness,  bus'ness  how  to  shun ; 
To  bask  thy  naked  Body  in  the  Sun  ; 
Suppl'ng  thy  stiflen'd  Joints  with  fragrant 

Oyl: 
Then,  in  thy  spacious  Garden,  walk  a  while, 
To  suck  the  Moisture  up,  and  soak  it  in  :    80 
And  this,  thou  think'st,  but  vainly  think'st, 

unseen. 
But,  know,  thou  art  observ'd :    And  there 

are  those  [sins  expose. 

-Who.  if  they  durst,  would  all  thy  scent 
The  '  depilation  of  thv  modest  part :  > 
Thy  Catamite,  the  Darling  of  thy  Heart,  [ 
His  Eng'ne-hand,  and  ev'ry  lender  Art.  ' 
When  prone  to  bear,  and  patient  to  recei\ t. 
Thou  tak'st  the  pleasure  which  thou  canst 

not  give. 
With  odorous  Oyl  thy  head  and  hair  are  sleek ; 
And  then  thou  kemb'st  the  Tuzzes  on  thy 

Cheek :  90 


51)  Kili'hiiil  Kitliin  i6<)j- 
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Of  these  thy  Barbers  take  a  costly  care, 
While  thy  salt  Tail  is  overgrown  with  hair. 
Not  all  thy  Pincers,  nor  unmanly  Arts, 
Can  smooth  the  roughness  of  thy  shameful 

parts. 
Not  •five,  the  strongest  that  the  Cinus 

breeds, 
From  the  rank  Soil  can  root  those  wicked 

Weeds : 
Though  suppled  first  with  Soap,  to  ease  thy 

pain. 
The  stubborn  Fern  springs  up,  and  sprouts 

again. 
Thus  others  we  with  Defamations  wound. 
While  they  stab  us ;  and  so  the  Jest  goes 

round.  ,00 

Vain  are  thy  Hopes,  to  scape  censorious 

Eyes; 
Truth  will  appear,  through  all  the  thin  Dis- 
guise: 
Thou  hast  an  Ulcer  which  no  Leach  can  heal. 
Though  thy  broad  Shoulder-belt  the  Wound 

conceal. 
Say  thou  art  sound  and  hale  in  ev'ry  part. 
We  know,  we  know  thee  rotten  at  thy  heart. 
We  know  thee  sullen,  impotent,  and  proud  : 
Nor   canst   thou   cheat    thy  'Nerve,  who 

cheat'st  the  Croud. 


Hut  when  they  praise  me,  in  the  Neigh- 
bourhood, 109 
When  the  pleas'd  People  take  me  for  a  God, 
Shall  I  refuse  their  Incense  ?  Not  receive 
The  loud  Applauses  which  the  Vulgar  give  ? 
If  thou  do'st  Wealth,  with  longing  Eyes, 
behold ; 
And,  greedily,  art  gaping  after  Gold  ; 
If  some  alluring  Girl,  in  gliding  by. 
Shall  tip  the  wink,  with  a  lascivious  Eye, 
And  thou,  with  a  consenting  glance,  reply  ; 
If  thou,  thy  own  Sollicitor  become. 
And  bid'st  arise  the  lumpish  Pendulum : 
If  thy  lewd  Lust  provokes  an  empty  storm. 
And  prompts  to  more  than  Nature  can 
perform ;                                           121 
If,  with  thy  '•Guards,  thou  scour'st  the 

Streets  by  night. 
And  do'st  in  Murtheis,  Rapes,  and  Spoils 

delight ; 
Please  not  thy  self,  tl     flatt'ring  Crowd  to 

hear; 
'Tis  fulsom  stuff,  to  feed  thy  itching  Ear. 
Reject  the  nauseous  Praises  of  the  Times : 
Give  thy  base  Poets  back  their  cobbled 
Rhymes : 

Survevthy"Soul,notwhatthoudo'stappear, 
Butwhat  thou  art;  and  find  the  Beggar  there. 


Tlu  End  of  the  Fourth  Satyr. 
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•  Socrates,  whom  the  Oracle  of  DeUhos  praisM 
as  the  wisest  Man  of  his  Age,  liv'd  in  the  time  of  the 
Pelofonntsian  War,  He,  iindinc  the  Uncertainty 
of  Natural  Philosophy,  appliM  himself  wholly  to 
the  Moral.  He  was  Master  \oXttiophon  and  Platn, 
and  to  many  of  the  Alkenian  Youngr  Noblemen  ; 
amongst  the  rest  to  AMbiades,  the  most  lo\<-ly 
Youth  then  livinfr;  Aflerwanls  a  Famous  Captain, 
whose  Life  it  written  liy  Ptiitarch. 

»  Pericles  was  Tutor,  or  rather  Overseer  of  the 
Will  of  Cliuias,  Father  to  Akihiades.  Wiile 
Pericles  liv'd,  who  was  a  wisr  Man,  ami  an 
Excellent  Orator,  as  well  as  n  Great  General,  the 
Atkettians  had  the  better  of  the  War. 
_'  ^'"'i'P"*'/*^  Crimes,  4c.  That  is  by 
Death.  W  hen  the  Judges  would  Condemn  a  Male. 
factor,  they  cast  their  Votes  into  an  I'rn ;  as 
according:  to  the  Modern  Custom,  a  BallottinL'- 
Box.  Irthe  Suffrages  were  mark'd  with  9  they 
siifiiifyM  the  Sentence  of  Death  to  the  Offendor 
as  being  the  first  Letter  of  eaiaro?,  which  in 
English  IS  Death. 

•  Drink  Hellebore,  Ac.  The  Poet  wou'd  say, 
that  mich  an  ignorant  Young  Man,  as  he  here 
oeseribet,  is  fitter  to  be  govern'd  himself,  than  to 


fiovorn  others.     He  therefore  advises  him  to  drink 
Hellehore,  which  purges  the  Brain. 

^  Say,  dost  t/iou  itiow  Vcctldius,  4c.  The 
N.ime  of  Vecliditis  is  here  nsM  .Annellntively  to 
siRnifie  any  Rich  Covetous  Man  :  thonch  perhaps 
there  might  be  a  Man  of  that  N.nme  tlien  living. 
I  have  1  ranslateil  this  passage  parai.hrasticallv, 
ami  loosely :  And  leax  c  it  to  those  to  look  on,  «  ho 
are  not  unlike  the  Picture. 

"  "  hen  He  s/ioit'd  tliaiiks,  4c.  Pnii  the  God 
of  Shepherds,  and  /'ales  the  Go<)drss  presi<ling 
over  rural  Affairs  ;  whom  Virgil  invocates  in  the 
l>eginning  of  his  Second  Georgique.  I  give  ihe 
Epithete  of  Seller  to  Ceres,  because  she  first 
taught  the  Use  of  Corn  for  Bread,  as  the  Poets 
tell  us;  Men,  in  the  first  rude  Ages,  feeding  only 
on  Acorns  or  Mast  instead  of  Bread. 

'  [Note  suppressed.] 
^  Not  fve  Ihe  Strongest,  4c.  The  Learned 
Holiday,  (who  has  made  us  amends  for  his  bad 
Poetry  m  this  and  the  rest  of  these  Satyrs  » illi  his 
excellent  Illustrations,)  here  tells  us,  from  good 
Authoritjr,  that  the  Number  Five  docs  n(,t  allude 
to  the  Ftv*  Finders  of  one  Man,  who  us'd  them 
all  m  taking  of)  the  Hairs  before  mentioq'd ;  bat 
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to  Five  Siroug  iittt,  such  a«  were  ikilirul  m  the 
five  robust  ExercisM  then  in  Practice  at  Rome, 
and  were  porform'J  in  the  Onus,  or  pulilick 
place,  ardain'd  for  them.  These  five  he  reckons 
up  in  this  manner,  i.  The  Castas,  or  Whirlbatts, 
describ'd  by  yirgif,  in  his  fifth  Eneid  :  And  this 
was  the  most  dangerous  of  all  the  rest.  The  ad 
was  the  Footrace.  The  Third  the  Discus,  like 
the  throwing  a  weighty  Ball,  a  sport  now  us'd  in 
Coriivuall.  and  other  parts  of  England:  We  may 
see  it  daily  practis'd  In  Red-Lyon-Fields.  The 
Fourth  was  the  Saltus,  or  Leaping :  And  the 
fifth  Wrastling  Naked  and  bcsmeaPd  with  Oyl. 
They  who  were  Practis'd  in  these  five  Manly 
Exercises  were  call'd  IlfKroSAoi. 


'  [Note  suppressed.] 

'"  If,  with  l/ty  Guards,  *c.  Ptrsius  durst 
not  have  been  so  told  with  Nero,  as  I  dare  now  ; 
and  therefore  there  Is  only  an  intimation  of  that 
in  him,  which  I  publickly  sneak  ;  I  mean  of  Nero's 
walking  the  Streets  by  Night  in  disguise  j  and 
committing  all  sorts  ol  Outrages :  For  which  he 
was  sometimes  well  beaten. 

"  Suriiev  thy  Soul,  *c.  That  is,  look  into  thy 
self,  and  examine  thy  own  Conscience,  there  thou 
shaft  find,  that  how  wealthy  soever  thou  appear'st 
to  the  Worl.l,  yet  thou  art  but  a  Beggar  :l>pcause 
thou  art  destitute  of  all  Virtues,  which  are  the 
Riches  of  the  Soul.  This  also  was  a  Paradox  of 
the  Stoick  School. 
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ARGUMENT  |  OF  THE  1  FIFTH  SATYR. 

The  judicious  Casaubon,  in  his  Proem  to 
this  Salyr,  tells  us,  that  Aristophanes,  the 
Grammarian,  being  ask'd,  what  poem  of 
Archilochus  his  lambieks  he  preferred  before 
the  rest ;  answe'  'J,  the  longest.  His  answer 
may  justly  be  af>;)ly'd  to  this  Fifth  Satyr; 
which,  being  of  a  greater  length  than  any  of 
the  rest,  is  also,  by  far,  the  most  instructive. 
For  this  Reason  I  have  selected  it  from  all 
the  others,  and  inserted  it  to  my  Learned 
Master,  Doctor  Busby;  to  whom  I  am  not 
only  obligd  myself  for  the  best  part  of  my 
own  Education,  and  that  of  my  tivo  Sons, 
but  have  also  received  from  him  the  first  and 
truest  Taste  of  Persius.  May  he  be  pleased  to 
find  in  this  Translation,  the  Gratitude,  or  at 
least  some  small  Acknowledgment  of  his  un- 
worthy Scholar,  at  the  distance  of  43  Years, 
from  the  time  when  I  departed  from  under  his 
Tuition. 

This  Satyr  consists  of  two  distinct  Paris  l 
The  first  contains  the  Praises  of  the  Stoick 
philosopher  Cornutus,  Master  and  Tutor  to 
our  Persius.  It  also  declares  tlie  Love  and 
Piety  of  Persius,  to  his  well-deserving  Master  ; 
And  the  Mutual  friendship  which  continud 
betwixt  them,  after  Persius  was  now  grown 
a  Man.  As  also  his  Exhortation  to  Young 
Noblemen,  that  they  would  enter  themselves 
into  his  Institution.  From  hence  he  makes 
an  artful  Transition  into  the  second  Part  of 
his  Subject :  Wherein  he  first  complains  of 
the  Sloalk  of  Scholars,  and  afterwards  per- 
suades them  to  the  pursuit  of  their  true  Liberty  : 
Here  our  Author  excellently  Treats  that  Para- 
dox af  tk»  Stoicks,  which  a/firms,  that  the 


Wise  or  Virtuous  Man  is  only  Free,  and  that 
all  Vicious  Men  are  Naturally  Slaves.  And, 
inthe  Illustrationof  thisDogim.he  takes  up  the 
remaining  part  of  this  inimitable  Satyr. 


THE  FIFTH  SATYR; 
Inscribed  to  The  Reverend  Dr.  Busby. 

The  Speakers  Persius  and  Cornutus. 

Pers. 
Of  ancient  use  to  Poets  it  belongs. 
To  wish  themselves  an  hundred  Mouths  and 

Tongues : 
Whether  to  the  well-lung'd  Tragedians  Rape 
They  recommend  their  Labours  of  the  Stage, 
Or  sing  the  Parthian,  when  transfix'd  he  lies, 
Wrenaiing  the  Roman  Javelin  from  las 
thighs. 

Corn. 

And    why     -ou'dst    thou   these   mifilily 

Morsels  chuse, 
Of  Words  unchaw'd,  and  fit  to  choak  the 

Muse  ? 
Let  Fustian  Poets  with  their  Stuff  be  gone, 
And  suck  the  Mists  that  hang  o're  Helicon  ; 
When  » Progne's  or  » ThyesUs's  Feast  they 

write ;  1 1 

And,  for  the  mouthing  Actor,  Verse  indite. 
Thou  neither,  like  a  Bellows,  swell'st  thy 

Face, 
As  if  thou  wert  to  blow  the  burning  Mass 


II  Proene's]  All  the  English  editors  flit 
Prognc.  '  Thef  have  consult^  neither  Di-ydcu's 
text  nor  /Vrsins,  hardly  even  Dryden's  no. 
mthieA  they  j^rint. 
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Of  melting  Ore ;  nor  can'st  thou  strain  thy 

Throat, 
Or  murmur  in  an  undistinguish'd  Note  ; 
Like  rowlingThunder.till  it  breaks  theCloud, 
An(^  rattling  Nonsense  is  discharg'd  aloud. 
Soft  Elocution  does  thy  Stile  renown, 
And  the  sweet  Accents  of  the  peaceful  Gown : 
Gentle  or  sharp,  according  to  thy  choice,  3i 
To  laugh  at  Follies,  or  to  lash  at  Vice. 
Hence  draw  thy  Theme,  and  to  the  Stage 

permit 
Raw-head  and  Bloody-Bones,  and  Hands 

and  Feet, 
Ragousts  for  Tereus  or  Thyesles  drest ; 
'Tis  Tp^k  enough  for  thee  t'  expose  a  Roman 

Feast. 

Pbrs. 

'Tis  not,  indeed,  j,iy  Talent  to  engage 
In  lofty  Trifles,  or  to  swell  my  Page 
With  Wind  and  Noise  ;  but  freely  to  impart. 
As  to  a  Friend,  the  Secrets  of  my  heart ;   30 
And,  in  familiar  Speech,  to  let  thee  know 
How  much  I  love  tnee,  and  how  much  I  owe. 
Knock  on  my  Heart :  for  thou  hast  skill 

to  find 
H  it  sound  solid,  or  be  fill'd  with  Wind  ; 
And,  thro  the  veil  of  words,  thou  view'st 

the  naked  Mind. 
For  this  a  hundred  Voices  I  desire, 
To  tell  thee  what  an  hundred  Tongues  wou'd 

tire ; 
Yet  never  cou'd  be  worthily  exprest. 
How  deeply  thou  art  seated  in  my  Breast. 
When  first  my  'Childish  Robe  rcsign'd 

the  charge ;  40 

And  left  me,  unconfin'd,  to  live  at  large  ; 
When  now  my  golden  Bulla  (hung  on  high  \ 
To  House-hold  Gods)  declar'd   me  past 

a  Boy ;  [ 

And  my  *  white  Shield    proclaim'd  my  j 

Liberty ;  J 

When  with  my  wild  Companions,  I  could  row! 
From  Street   to  Street,  and  sin  without 

controul ; 
Just  at  that  Age,  when  Manhood  set  me  free, 
i  then  depos'd  my  self,  and  left  the  Reins  to 

thee. 
On  thy  wise  Bosom  I  repos'd  my  Head  ; 
And  by  my  better  *  SoaaUs  was  bred.      50 
Then,  thy  streight  Rule  set  Virtue  in  my 

sight. 
The  crooked  Line  reforming  by  the  right. 


My  Reason  took  the  bent  of  thy  Command, 

Was  form'd  and  polish'd  by  thy  skilful  hand : 

Long  Summer-days  thy  Precepts  I  reherse  ; 

And  Winter-nights  were  short  in  our  con- 
verse: 

One  was  our  Labour,  one  was  our  Repose  ; 

One  frugal  Supper  did  our  Studies  dote. 
Sure  on  our  Birth  some  friendly  planet 
shone : 

And,  as  our  •Souls,  our  Horoscope  was  one 

Whether  the  ^  mounting  Twins  did  Heav'n 
adorn,  61 

Or  with  the  rising  Balkince  *  we  were  born ; 

Both  have  the  same  Impressions  from  above ; 

And  both  have  *  Saturn's  rage  repdl'd  by 
Jove, 

What  Star  I  know  not,  but  some  Star  I  find, 

Has  given  Thee  an  Ascendant  o're  my  Mmd. 

Corn. 

Nature  is  ever  various  in  her  Frame : 

Each  has  a  different  Will;  and  few  the 

same: 
The  greedy  Merchants,  led  by  lucre,  run 
To  the  parch'd  Indies,  and  the  rising  Sun  ;  70 
From  thence  hot  Pepper,  and  rich  Drugs 

they  bear, 
Bart'ring  for  Spices  their  Italian  Ware : 
The  lazy  Glutton  safe  at  home  will  keep. 
Indulge  his  Sloth,  and    batten  with  bis 

Sleep: 
One   bribes  for  high  Preferments   in   the 

State ; 
A  second  shakes  the  Box,  and  sits  up  late 
Another  shakes  the  Bed  ;  dissolving  there. 
Till  knots  upon  his  Gouty  Joints  appear. 
And  Clialk  is  in  his  crippled  Fingers  found ; 
Rots  like  a  Doddard  Oke,  and  piecemeal 

falls  to  ground.  80 

Then,  his  lewd  Follies  he  wou'd  late  repent ; 
And  his  past  years,  that  in  a  Mist  were  spent. 

Pers. 
But  thou  art  pale,  in  nightly  Studie*, 
grown, 
To  make  the  '•  Sloick  Institutes  thy  own  ; 
Thou  long,  with  studious  Care,  has%  tlH'd 

our  Youth, 
And  sown  our  well-purg'd  Ears  with  whole- 
som  Truth : 


8q    DocldardJ    Tit    tditfr'i    wraHgfy   /irint 
dodderVI 
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From  thee  both  old  and  young,  with  protit.x 

learn 
The  bounds  of  Good  and  Evil  to  discern. 

Corn. 
Unhappy  he  who  does  this  Work  ad- 
journ ; 

And  to  To  Morrow  would  the  search  delay : 
His  lazy  Morrow  will  be  like  to  day.        91 

Pers. 
But  is  one  day  of  Ease  too  much  to  borrow  ? 

Corn. 
Yes,  sure :    For  Yesterday  was  once  To 

Morrow. 
That  Yesterday  is  gone,  and  nothing  gain'd : 
And  all  thy  fruitless  days   will  thus  be 

drain'd ; 
For  thou  hast  more  To  Morrows  yet  to  ask. 
And  wilt  be  ever  to  begin  thy  Task  ; 
Who,  like  the  hindmost  Chariot  Wheels,  art 

curst; 
Still  to  be  near ;  but  ne're  to  reach  the  first. 
O  Freedom !    first  Delight  of  Humane 

Kind !  100 

Not  that  which  Bondmen  from  their  Masters 

find. 
The  "Pnviledge  of  Doles ;  not  yet  t'  inscribe 
Their  I^ames  '*in  this  or  t'other  Roman 

Tribe: 
That  false  Enfranchisement,  with  ease  is 

found : 
Slaves  are  "madeCitizens,  by  turning  round. 
How,  replies  one,  can  any  be  more  free  ? 
Here's  Dama,  once  a  Groom  of  low  degree 
Not  worth  a  Farthing,  and  a  Sot  beside  ; 
So  true  a  Rogue,  for  lying's  sake  he  ly'd : 
But,  with  a  turn,  a  Freeman  he  became  ;  1 10 
Now    **  Marcus    Dama    is    his    Worship's 

Name: 
Good  Gods !    who  wou'd  refuse  to  lend  a 

Sum, 
If  Wealthy  Marcus  Surety  will  become  ! 
Marcus  is  made  a  Judge,  and  for  a  Proof 
Of  certain  Truth,  He  said  it,  is  enough. 
A  Will  is  to  be  prov'd  ;  put  in  your  Claim  ; 
'Tis   clear,  if  **  Marcus  has  subscrib'd  his 

Name. 
This  b  '•  true  Liberty,  as  I  believe  ; 
What    farther   can   we    from    our   Caps 

receive. 
Than  as  we  please,  without  Control  to 

live  ?  no' 


Not  more  to  ■'  Noble  Brutus  could  belong. 
Hold,  says  the  Stoick,  your  Assumption's 

wrong : 
I  grant  true  Freedom  you  have  well  defin'd:  \ 
But  living  as  you  list,  and  to  your  mind,   [ 
Are  loosely  tack'd;     and  must  be  leftj 

behind.  ) 

What,  since  the  Prajtor  did  my  Fetters  loose. 
And  left  me  freely  at  my  own  dispose. 
May  I  not  live  without  Control  or  Awe, 
Excepting  still  the  "Letter  of  the  Law  ? 
Hear  me  with  patience;  while  thy  Mind 

I  free  130 

From  those  fond  Notions  of  false  Liberty : 
'Tis  not  the  Praetor's  Province  to  bestow 
True  Freedom  ;  nor  to  teach  Mankind  to 

know 
What  to  our  selves,  or  to  our  Friends  we 

owe. 
He  cou'd  not  set  thee  free  from  Cares  and 

Strife ; 
Nor  give  the  Reins  to  a  lewd  vicious  life : 
As  well  he  for  an  Ass  a  Harp  might  string. 
Which  is  against  the  Reason  of  the  thing ; 
For  Reason  still  is  whisp'ring  in  your  Ear, 
Where  you  are  sure  to  fail,  th'  Attempt 

forbear.  140 

No  need  of  Publick  Sanctions  this  to  bind,  . 
Which  Nature  has  implanted  in  the  Mind  :  | 
Not  to  pursue  the  Work,  to  which  we're  not  j' 

design'd.  ) 

Unskill'd  in  Hellebore,  if  thou  shou'd'st' 

try 
To  mix  it,  and  mistake  the  Quantity, 
The  Rules  of  Physick  wou'd  against  thee 

cry. 
The  High-shoo' d  Ploughman,  shou'd  he\ 

quit  the  Land,  I 

To  take  the  Pilot's  Rudder  in  his  hand,  [ 
Artless  of  Stars,  and  of  the  moving  Sand,  / 
The  Gods  wou'd  leave  him  to  the  Waves 

and  Wind,  150 

And  think  all  Shame  was  lost  in  Himiaii- 

Kind. 
Tell  me,  my  Friend,  from  whence  hadst 

thou  the  skill. 
So  nicely  to  distinguish  Good  from  111  ? 
{  Or  by  the  sound  to  judge  of  Gold  and  Brass ; 
I  What  piece  is  Tinkers  Metal,  what  will  pass  ? 
;  And  what  thou  art  to  follow,  what  to  fiyc, 
This  to  condemn,  and  that  to  ratiiie  ? 


128  or]  Som*  tditors  wrongly eix>e  antj 
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When  to  be  Bountiful,  and  when  to  S|iare, 
But  never  Craving,  or  oppressed  with  Care  ? 
The  BaiU  of  Gifts,  and  Money  to  despise,  i6o 
And  look  on  Wealth  with  undesiring  Eyes  ? 
When  thou  can'st  truly  call  these  Virtues 

thine, 
Be  Wise  and  Free,  by  Heav'n's  consent 

and  mine. 
But  thou,who  latelyof  the  common  strain, 
Wert  one  of  us,  if  still  thou  do'st  retain 
The  same  ill  Habits,  the  same  Follies  too, 
Gloss'd  over  only  with  a  Saint-like  show, 
Then  I  resume  the  freedom  which  I  gave. 
Still  thou  art  bound  to  Vice,  and  still  a  Slave. 
Thou  can'st  not  wag  thy  Finger,  or  begin  170 
The  least  light  motion,  but  it  tends  to  sin. 

How'sthis?  Not  wagmy  Finger,he  replies? 
No,Friend ;  norf umingGums,norSacrifice, 
Can  ever  make  a  Madman  free,  or  wise.    1 
"  Virtue  and  >•  Vice  are  never  in  one  Sc j1  : 
"  A  Man  is  wholly  Wise,  or  wholly  is  a  Fool. 
A  heavy  Bumpkin,  tought  with  daily  care, 
Can  never  dance  three  steps  with  a  becoming 

air. 

Pers. 
In  sptght  of  this,  my  Freedom  still  remains. 

Corn. 

Free,  what  and  fetter'd  with  so  many 

Chains  ?  igo 

Can'st  thou  no  other  Master  understand 
Than  "him  that  freed  thee  by  the  Prtetor's 

Wand  ? 
Shou'd  he,  who  was  thy  Lord,  command 

thee  now. 
With  a  harsh  Voice,  and  supercilious  Brow, 
To  servile  Duties,  thou  wou'd'st  fear  no 

more; 
The  Gallows  and  the  Whip  are  out  of  door. 
But  if  thy  Passions  lord  it  in  thy  Breast, 
Art  thou  not  still  a  Slave,  and  still  opprest  ? 

Whether  alone,  or  in  thy  Harlot's  Lap, 
When  thou  wou'dst  take  a  lazy  Mominc's 
.Nap;  ,% 

lip,  up,  says  Avarice ;  thou  snor'st  again, 
Stretchest  thy  Limbs,  and  yawn'st,  but  all 

in  vain ; 
The  Tyrant  Lucre  no  denyal  takes  ; 
At  his  Command  th*  unwilling  Sluggard 

wakes. 
What  must  I  do  ?  he  cries :   What  ?  says 

his  Lord : 
Why  rise,  make  ready,and  go  streight  aboord : 


With  Fish,  from  Euxine  Seas,  thy  Vessel 

freight ; 
Flax,   Castor,   Coan   Wines,   the   precious 

Weight 
Of  Pepper,  and  Sabean  Incense,  take         \ 
With  thy  own  hands,  from  the  tir'd  Camel's 

back :  ^qq 

And  with  Post-haste  thy  running  Markets 

make. 
Be  sure  to  turn  the  Penny :  lye  and  swear  ; 
'Tis  wholesom  sin :    But  Jove,  thou  say'st, 

will  hear : 
Swear,  Fool,  or  starve  ;  for  the  Dilemma's 

even: 
A  Tradesman  thou!    and  hope  to  go  to 

Heav'n  ? 
Resolv'd  for  Sea,  the  Slaves  thy  Ba^agc 

pack. 
Each  saddled,  with  his  Burden  on  his  back  ; 
Nothing  retards  thy  Voyage,  now  ;  unless 
Thy  other  Lord  forbids,  Voluptuousness : 
And  he  may  ask  this  civil  Question :  Friend, 
What  do'st  thou  make  a  Shipboord  ?    to 

what  end?  211 

Art  thou  of  BethlenCs  Noble  College  free  ? 
Stark,  staring  mad;    that  thou   wou'dst 

tempt  the  Sea  ? 
Cubb'd  in  a  Cabin,  on  a  Mattress  laid. 
On  a  Brown  George,  with  lowsie  Swobbers, 

fed, 
Dead  Wine,  that  stinks  of  the  Borrachio,  sup 
From  a  foul  Jack,  or  greasie  Maple  Cup  ? 
Say,  wou'd'st  thou  bear  all  this,  to  raise 

thy  store 
From  Six  i'  th'  Hundred,  to  Six  Hundred 

more? 
Indulge,  and  to  thy  Genius  freely  give  ;  220 
For,  not  to  live  at  ease,  is  not  to  live  ; 
Death  Jtalks  behind  thee :  and  each  flyinc 

Hour  * 

Does  some  loose  Remnant  of  thy  Life  devour. 
Live,  while  thou  liv'st:    For  Death  will 

make  i;s  all 

A  Name,  a  nothing  but  an  Old  Wife's  Tale. 

Speak ;    wilt  thou  Avarice,  or  Pleasure 

chuse 

To  be  thy  Lord  ?  Take  one,  and  one  refuse. 

But  both,  by  turns,  the  Rule  of  thee  will 

have  ; 

And  thou,  betwixt  'em  both,  wilt  be  a  Slave. 

Nor  think  when  once  thou  hast  resisted 

one,  2JQ 

That  all  thy  Marks  of  Servitude  are  gone : 


c  -. 
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The  stntgling  Greyhound  gnaws  his  Leash  in 

vain  ; 
If,  when  'tis  broken,  still  he  rlrap  the  Chain. 
Says  •'  Phadria  to  his  Man,  Believe  mc. 

Friend, 
To  this  uneasie  Love  Tie  put  an  End  j 
Shall  I  run  out  of  all  ?  My  Friends  disgrace. 
And  be  the  first  lewd  Unthrift  of  my  Race  ? 
Shall  I  the  Neighbours  Nightly  rest  invade 
At  her  deaf  Doors,  with  some  vile  Serenade  ? 
Well  hast  thou  freed   thy  self,  his   Man 

replies ;  34° 

Co,  thank  the  Gods,  and  offer  Sacrifice. 
Ah,  says  the  Youth,  if  we  unkindly  p^rt. 
Will  not  the  Poor  fond  Creature  break  her 

Heart  ? 
Weak  Soul !  And  blindly  to  Destruction  led  ! 
She  break  her  Heart !    She'll  sooner  break 

your  Head. 
She  knows  her  Man,  and  when  you  Rant 

and  Swear, 
Can  draw  you  to  her  with  a  single  Hair. 
But  shall  I  not  return  ?    Now,  when  she 

Sues? 
Shall  I  my  own,  and  her  Desires  refuse  ? 
Sir,  take  your  Course :    But  my  Advice  is 

plain :  25° 

Once  freetl,  'tis  Madness  to  resume  your 

Chain. 
Ay ;    there's  the  Man,  who  loos'd  from 

Lust  and  Pelf, 
Less  to  the  Praetor  owes,  than  to  himself. 
But  write  him  down  a  Slave,  who,  humbly 

proud. 
With  Presents  begs  Preferments  from  the 

Crowd ; 


That   early  "Suppliant,  who  salutes   the 

Tribes, 
And  sets  the  Mob  to  scramble  for  hh  Bribes ; 
That  some  old  Dotard,  sitting  in  the  Sun, 
On  Hoiydays  may  tell,  that  such  a  Feat 

was  done : 
In  future  times  this  will  be  counted  rare.  960 
Thy  Superstition  too  may  claim  a  share : 
When  Flow'rs  are  strew'd,  and  Lamps  in 

order  plac'd. 
And  Windows  with  Illuminations  grac'd. 
On  •*  Herod's  Day ;  when  sparkling  Boub 

go  round. 
And  Tunny's  Tails  in  savoury  Sauce  are 

drown'd. 
Thou  mutter'st  Prayers  obscene ;.  nor  do'st 

refuse 
The  Fasts  and  Sabbaths  of  the  curtail'd  Jetis. 
Then  a  crack'd  •♦Eggshell  thy  "ick  Fancy 

frights. 
Besides  theChildish  Fear  of  WalkingSprights. 
Ofo'regrownGueldingPricststhouartafraid; 
The  Timbrel,  and  the  Squinvlfego  Maid  27r 
Of  Isis,  awe  thee  :  lest  the  Gods,  for  sin, 
Shou'd,  with  a  swelling  Dropsie,  stuff  tliy 

skin : 
Unless  three  Gr  'Vk  Heads  the  Curse  avert, 
Eaten  each  Mot. ,         utly,  next  thy  heart. 
Preach  this  among  the  brawny  Guards, 

say'st  thou. 
And  see  if  they  thy  Doctrine  will  allow : 
The  dull  fat  Captain,  with  a  Hound's  deep 

throat, 
Wou'd  bellow  out  a  Laugh,  in  a  Base  Note ; 
And  prize  a  hundred  Zeno's  just  as  much  280 
As  a  dipt  Sixpence,  or  a  Schilling  Diilch. 


The  End  of  the  Fifth  Satyr. 


NOTES  TO  THE  FIFTH  SATYR. 


'  /V<J<>7M  wasWifeto  Teretit,  King  of  T/ifacia  : 
Ttreus  fell  in  Love  with  Phihnula^  Sister  to 
Pngne,  ravish'd  her,  anrf  cut  out  her  Tonifue :  In 
Revenge  of  which,  Progne  killd  //M,  her  own 
Son  by  Tereui,  and  scrv'd  him  up  at  a  Fciist,  to 
be  eaten  by  his  Father. 

•  Thytsles  and  Atrtus  were  Brothers,  both 
Kings  :  Alrtits.  to  Revenge  himst'lf  of  his  un- 
natural Brother.  killM  the  Sons  of  Thyts/es,  and 
invited  hini  to  eat  them. 

•  By  the  Childish  Rohe  is  meant  the  Prcttexia, 
or  fim  Gowns  which  the  Kaman  Children  of 
Quality  wore  :  These  were  Welle<l  witli  Turple  : 
And  on  those  Welts  were  fast.  n'<l  the  BuUee,  or 
little  Bells,  which  when  they  cam*;  to  the  .Xfje  of 


Puberty  were  hunjj  up  and  consecrate 
lehold  Gw 


il  to  the 
I^res,  or  Household  Go<ls. 

*  The  first  Shielils  which  the  Rotnan  Youths 
wore,  were  white,  anil  without  any  Impri-^s  or 
Device  on  thcni,_  to  shew  they  h.id  yet  Atchitv  u 
nothing  in  tlie  Wars. 

»  Socrates  by  the  Oracle  was  declar'd  to  Iw  the 
wisest  of  Mankind:  He  instructed  many  of  Ih.- 
Atktuian  Young  Noblemen  in  Morality,  ami 
amongst  the  rest  Atcibiades. 

•  Astrologers  divide  the  Heaven  into  Twelvn 
parts,  according  to  the  Numl«-r  of  the  u  Sipis  of 
the  Zodiack :  The  Sign  or  Constell.ition  which 
rises  in  thir  East,  at  the  Biith  of  any  Mas, 
is    call'd    the    Ascendant:    Persius,    therefore, 
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iii.lgp;  that  mnd  he  CorMn/us  tad  ihe  same  or  a 
like  Nativity. 
'  TbeSJanorCVmiW. 

*  The  Sign  of  L/ira. 

•  AMrDlogrr*  have  an  Axlome,  that  whatsoevf-r 
Sa/mm  lie*  it  IomM  by /m></</-:  Theyacconm 
ia/uipt  to  be  a  Planet  of  a  Malevolent  Nature, 
and  JupiHr  of  •  Propition*  I  n/luenn-. 
J*.ZeMO  wat  the  Krcat  Mailer  of  the  Stoick 
Philosophy :  And  CUanlhta  wa«  irrand  to  him  in 
Reputation  :  Comuttu^  who  ma*  Matter  or  Tutor 
to  Plirtiut,  wu  ol  the  lame  Sehool. 

"  When  a  Slave  waa  made  free,  '  e  had  the 
Prlviledee  of  a  KomaH  Bom,  which  wax  to  have 
a  share  in  the  Donative*  or  Dolea  of  Urnad.  &c, 
which  were  Distributed  by  the  Magittrates  amongtt 

"  The  /toman  People  was  Distributed  into 
•everal  Tribes:  He  who  was  made  free  was 
inroU  d  into  some  one  of  them,  and  thereupon 
entoy'd  the  common  Privilclges  of  a  JiomcH 

"  The  Master,  who  intended  to  inOanchise  a 
Sla\-e.  carried  him  before  the  City  PriElor,  |ind 
tnrn'd  him  round,  using  ihest  words,  /  v/ill  that 
Ms  Mam  bt/rt*. 

'*  Slave*  had  only  one  Name  licfore  their 
Freedom:  After  it  they  were  admitted  to  a 
Prmmomtm,  like  our  Cliristen'd  Names;  so  Dama 
is  now  call'd  Marcut  Dama. 

"  At  the  Proof  of  a  TesUment,  the  Magistrates 
u-ere  to  subscribe  their  Names,  as  alk>wine  the 
Legality  of  Ihe  Will.  ' 

'•  Slaves,  when  they  were  set  free,  had  a  Cap 
given  them,  in  Sign  of  their  Lfberty. 

"  BrulHt  freed  the  Raman  People  from  Ihe 
Tyranny  of  theTar^M/w.'T,  and  chang'd  the  Form  of 
llic  Government  into  a  glorious  Common-wealth. 

"  The  Text  of  ihe^oMMM  Law  s  was  written  in  Red 
Letters ;  which  was  call'd  the  Rubrick ;  Translated 
here,inmoregeneral  words,  7%*iU//*»-o//jS«/,at«.. 
„.  The  Stoicks  held  this  Paradox,  That  any  one 
Vice,  or  Notorious  Folly,  which  they  call'd  Mad- 
ness, hindcr'd  a  Man  from  being  Virtuous :  That 


•  l",*?"  "tf*.*^  •  ''««*'.  »•<»•«>•»  a  Mixlurv,  either 
wholly  Vicioo/  or  Good ;  on«  Virtue  or  Vict 
Bccor.llngto  thrm,  including  ail  the  rest. 
"  J!"  *^n««  W«J  ■  AiV*!"!  In  hisliand,  with 

.If''  ■'*  ???!''  ■»"«•'  '^  S"**"  »"  ••»  Htad  when 
lie  decl'  "d  Mm  free. 

"  This  allude*  to  the  Play  irf  Ttrtnet,  calFd 
the  £>(MMe*,  w'hich  was  excellently  imitated  of 
late  m  Engiish  by  Sir  Ckarlts  Sulhy .  In  the 
first  Scene  of  that  Cometly,  Pkmdria  was  intro. 
ilucd  with  his  Man  Pamphilm*,  Dteoursing, 
wlKihcr  he  shou'd  leave  his  Miftrcs*  Tkaia,  or 
'".PI'. '"  "f*  "**  '•«'  »•«'  '••'l  invited  him . 
J*  Ha  who  sued  for  any  Office  amongst  the 
ftomans  was  called  a  Candidate,  beeansa  he  worn 
a  white  Gown:  And  soir  imes  Chalk'd  it  to 
make  it  appear  whiter.  Hj  rose  early,  and  went 
to  the  y.«w*  of  those  who  headed  the  Ptotmle: 
,  Saluted  also  the  Tnbc*  severally,  when  they  ^fere 
r gather  d  together  to  chuse  their  Magistrates:  and 
Diatributed"a  Lamsa  amongst  them,  to  engage 
them  for  their  Vfice*:  Much  resembling  our 
Elections  of  Parliament-Men. 

"  The  Commentator*  are  divided,  what  /ftreii 
tly*  wuL  whom  our  Author  mentk>ns:  Whether 
mroa  the  Great,  whose  Birth-day  migjit  possibly 
be  celebrated,  after  his  Death,  by  thcTferot/ftns, 
a  Sect  amongst  the  Jew*,  who  thought  him  their 
Messiah  ;  or  J/troJ  ^VriVAf,  lilipg  in  the 
Author  s  time  and  after  it.  TM  latter  seem*  the 
moreprobable  opinion. 

'*  The  Ancients  had  a  Superstition,  contrary  to 
oHrs  concerning  Egg-sliells:  They  thought  that  il 
an  Egg-shell  were  crack'd,  or  a  figle  bor'd  in  the 
bottom  of  it,  they  were  Subject  to  the  Power  ol 
Sorcery :  We  as  vainly  break  the  Bottom  of  an 
Egg  shell,  and  cross  it  when  we  have  eaten  the 
^eU,  lest  some  Hag  shou'd  make  use  of  it  in 
liewilching  us,  or  sailing  over  the  sea  in  it,  if  it 
were  whole. 

The  rest  of  the  Priests  of  Isis,  and  her  ene-ey'd 
or  squinting  IVirstess  is  more  largely  treated 
in  the  Sixth  Satyr  of  Juvenal,  where  the  Super- 
stitions of  Women  are  related. 


THE  SIXTH  SATYR. 


ARGUMENT  [  OF  THE  |  SIXTH  SATYR. 

This  Sixth  Satyr  Treats  an  admirable 
Common-place  of  Moral  Philosophy  ;  Of  the 
true  Use  of  Riches.  They  are  certainly  in- 
tended, hy  the  Power  who  bestows  them,  as 
InstrumenU  and  Helps  of  living  Commodi- 
ously  our  selves,  and  of  Administring  to  the 
Wants  of  others  who  are  oppress  d  by  Fortune. 
There  ca-c  two  Exlreains  itf  the  Opinions  of 
Men  concerning  them.  One  Error,  though  on 
the  right  hand,  yet  a  great  one,  is,  That 
they  are  no  Helps  to  a  Virtuous  Life  ;  The 
other  places  ali  our  Happiness  in  the  Acquisi- 


tion and  Possession  of  them :  and  Us  is 
undoutedly,  the  worse  Extream.  The  Mean 
betwixt  these,  is  the  Opinion  of  the  Stoichs : 
Which  is.  That  Riches  may  be  Useful  to 
(he  leading  a  Virtuous  Life ;  in  case  fee 
rightly  understand  how  to  Give  according  to 
right  Reason;  and  how  to  receive  what  is 
given  us  by  others.  The  Virtue  of  Giving 
Well,  is  call'd  Liberality,'  and  'tis  of  this 
Virtue  that  Persius  tprt/«  in  this  Satyr: 
Wherein  he  not  only  shows  the  lawful  Use  of 
Riches,  but  also  sharply  inveighs  against  Ihe 
Vices  which  are  oppos'd  to  it :  And  especially 
of  those,  which  consist  in  the  Defects  of  GivfHf 
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or  SptndiHg,  or  in  tht  Abut*  of  Rithts.  Ut 
wiles  to  Caesius  Buiua,  his  Fritnd,  and 
a  Pott  also.  Enquires  first  of  kit  Health  and 
Studies  ;  and  afterwards  informs  him  of  his 
own,  and  where  ne  is  now  resident.  He  gives 
an  aecount  of  himself,  that  he  is  endeavouring 
by  little  and  little  to  wear  off  his  Vices  ;  and 
particularly,  th..:  he  is  combating  Ambition 
and  the  Desire  of  Wealth.  He  dwells  upon 
the  latter  Vice  ;  And  being  sensible  that  few 
Men  either  Desire,  or  Use  Riches  at  they 
ought,  he  endeavours  to  convince  them  of 
their  Folly;  which  is  the  main  Design  of 
the  whole  Satyr. 

THE 

SIXTH  SATYR. 

To  Csesius  Bassus,  a  Lyrich  Poet. 

Has  Winter  caus'd  thee,  Friend,  to  change 

thy  Seat, 
And  seek,  in  '  Sabine  Air,  a  warm  retreat  ? 
Say,  do'st  thou  yet  the  Roman  Harp  com- 
mand ? 
Do  the  Strings  Answer  to  thy  Noble  hand  ? 
Great  Master  of  the  Muse,  inspir'd  to  Sing 
The  Beauties  of  the  first  Created  Spring ; 
The  Pedigree  of  Nature  to  rehearse ; 
And  sound  the  Maker's  Work,  in  equal  Verse. 
Now,*  sporting  on  thy  Lyre  the  Loves  of 

Youth, 
Now  Virtuous  Age,  and  venerable  Truth ;  lo 
Expressing  justly  Sapho's  wanton  Art 
Of  Odes,  and  Pindar's  more  Majestick  part. 
For  me,  my  warmer  Constitution  wants 
More  cold,  than  our  Ligurian  Winter  grants; 
And,  therefore,  to  my  Native  Shores  retir'd, 
I  view  the  Coast  old  Enniits  once  admir'd  ; 
Where  Clifts  on  either  side  their  points 

display ; 
And,  after,  opening  in  an  ampler  way,  i8 
Afford  the  pleasing  Prospect  of  the  Bay. 
'Tis  worth  your  while,  O  Romans,  to  regard 
The  Port  of  Luna,  says  our  J  arned  Bard : 
Who,  in  *a  Drunken  Dream, !    leld  his  Soul 
The  Fifth  within  the  Transmigrating  roul ; 
Which  first  a  Peacock,  then  Euphmrhus  was,  \ 
Then  Homer  next,  and  next  Pythagoras ;  I 
And  last  of  all  the  Line  did  into  Ennius : 
pass.  ) 


iH   after,] 
comma. 


The    editors    wrongli  omil  the 


Secure  '  d  free  from  Business  of  the 

State ; 
And  more  secure  of  what  the  vulgar  Prate, 
Here  I  enjoy  my  private  Thoughts  ;  nor  care 
What  Rots  for  Sheep  the  Southern  Winds 

prepare :  30 

Survey   the  Neighb'ring  Fields,  and  not 

repine. 
When  1  behold  a  larger  Crop  than  mine : 
To  see  a  Begcar's  Brat  in  Riches  flow. 
Adds  not  a  Wrinckle  to  my  even  Brow  ; 
Nor,  envious  at  the  sight,  will  I  forbear 
My  plentious  Bowl,  nor  bate  my  bounteous 

Cheer: 
Nor  yet  unseal  the  Dregi  of  Wine  that  stink 
Of  Cask  ;  nor  in  a  nasty  Flag||on  Drink  ; 
Let  others  stuff  their  Guts  with  hor'fly 

fore: 
For  Men  of  difTrent  Inclinations  are  ;    40 
Tho  born,  perhaps,  beneath  one  common 

Star. 
In  minds  and  manners  Twins  oppos'd  we  see 
In  the  same  Sign,  almost  the  same  Degree : 
One,  Frugal,on  his  Birth-Day  fears  to  dine, 
Does  at  a  Penny's  cost  in  Herbs  repine, 
And  hardly  dares  to  dip  his  Fingers  in  the 

Brine. 
Prepar'd  as  Priest  of  h's  own  Rites  to  stand, 
He  sprinkles  Pepper  with  a  sparing  hand. 
His  Jolly  Brother,  opposite  in  sencc. 
Laughs   at   his   Thrift ;    and    ':\vish  of 

Expence,  50 

Quaffs,  Crams,  and  Guttles      .  his  own 

defence. 
For  me.  Tie  use  my  own  ,  and  take  my 

share ; 
Yet  will  not  Turbots  for  my  Slaves  prepare ; 
Nor  be  so  nice  in  taste  my  self  to  know 
If  what  I  swallow  be  a  Thrush,  or  no. 
Live  on  thy  Annual  Income  !    Spend  thv 

store ; 
And  freely  grind,  from  thy  full  Threshing- 
Floor  ; 
Next  Harvest  promises  as  much,  or  more. 
Thus  I  wou'd  live:    But  Friendship's 

holy  Band, 
And  Offices  of  kindness  hold  my  hand :  60 
My  •  Friend  is  Shipwreck'd  on  the  Brutian 

Strand, 
His  Riches  in  th'  Ionian  Main  are  lost ; 
And  he  himself  stands  shiv'ring  on  theCoast; 
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Where,  dcttitute  of  help,  forlorn,  and  bare, 
He  wearies  the  Deaf  Godi  with  FruitleM 

Pray'r. 
Their  Images,  the  Kelicks  of  the  Wrack, 
Tom  from  the  Naked  Poop,  are  tided  back. 
By  the  Wild  Waves,  and  rudely  thrown 

ashore. 
Lye  impotent :  Nor  can  themselves  restore. 
The  Vessel  sticks,  and  shows  her  open'd 

side,  70 

And  on  her  shatter'd  Mast  the  Mews  in 

Triumph  ride. 
From  *  thy  new  hope,  and  from  thy  growing 

store. 
Now  lend  Assistance,  and  relieve  the  Poor. 
Come ;  do  a  NoUe  Act  of  Charity  ; 
A  Pittance  of  thy  Land  will  set  him  free. 
Let  him  not  bear  the  I3adces  of  a  Wrack 
Nor  •  beg  with  a  blue  Table  on  his  back. 
Nor  tell  me  that  thv  frowning  Heir  will  say, 
'Tis  mine  that  Wealth  thou  squander'st  thus 

away : 
What  is't  to  thee,  if  he  neglect  thy  Urn,    80 
Or » without  Spices  kts  thy  Body  burn  ? 
If  Odours  to  thy  Asiics  lie  refuse, 
Or  buys  Corrupted  ('assia  from  the  Jews  ? 
All  these,  the  wiser  Bestius  will  reply, 
Ate  empty  Pomp,  and  Deadmen's  Luxury  : 
We  never  knew  this  vain  Exiience,  before 
Th'  effeminated  Grecians  brought  it  o're  : 
Now  Toys  and  Trifles  from  their  Athens 

come ; 
And  Dates  and   Pepper  have  unsinnew'd 

Rome. 
Our  sweating    Hinds   their   Sallads,   now, 

defile,  90 

Inlecting  homely  Herbs  with  fragrant  Oyl. 
But,  to  thy  Fortune  be  not  thou  a  Slave  ; 
For  what  hast  thou  to  fear  beyond  the 

Grave  ? 
And  thou  who  gap'st  for  my  Estate,  draw 

near; 
For  I  wou'd  whis|)er  somewhat  in  thv  Ear. 
Hear'st  thou  the  News,  n>y  Friend  ?    th' 

Express  is  come 
With  Laurell'd  Letters  from  the  Camp  to 

Rome; 
Cxsiir  *  Salutes  the  Queen  and  Senate  thus  : 
My  Arms  are,  on  the  Rhine,  Victcrious. 
From   Mourning    Altars   sweep    tiie    Dust 

away :  joo 

tease  Fasting,  and  proclaim  a  Fat  Thanks- 
giving Day. 


The  *  goodly  Empress,  Jollily  inclin'd. 
Is,  to  the  welcome  Bearer,  wond'rous  kind  t 
And,  setting  her  GoodhouMwifry  aside, 
Prepares  for  all  the  Pageantry  of  Pride. 
The  "Captive  Germans,  of  Gygantick  size. 
Are  ranck'd  in  order,  and  are  clad  in  friie  : 
The  Spoils  of  Kings,  and  Conquer'd  Campa 

we  boost. 
Their   Arms   m   Trophies   hang,   on    the 

Triumphal  post.  109 

Now,  for  so  many  Glorious  Actions  done 

In  Foreign  parts,  and  mighty  Battels  won  ; 

For  Peace  at  Home,  and  for  the  publick 

Wealth,  *^ 

I  mean  to  Crown  a  Bowl  to  Casar's  Health : 
Besides,  in  Gratitude  for  such  high  matters. 
Know  "  I  have  vow'd  twohundredGladiators. 
Say,  wou'dst  thou  hinder  me  from  this 

Expence  ? 
I  Disinherit  thee,  if  thou  dar'st  take  Offence. 
Yet  more  a  publick  Largess  I  design 
Of  Oyl  and  Pyes  to  make  the  People  dine  : 
Controul  me  not,  for  fear  I   change   my 

^  'I ;  '20 

A    .yet  methinks  I  hear  thee  grunib.     • 

6till, 
You  give  as  if  you  were  the  Persian  King ; 
Your  Land  does  no  such  large  Revenues 

bring. 
Well ;  on  my  Terms  thou  wilt  not  be  my 

Heir ; 
If  thou  car'st  little,  less  shall  be  my  care : 
Were  none  of  all  my  Father's  Sisters  left 
Nay,  were  I  of  my  Mother's  Kin  bereft ; 
None  by  an  Uncle's  or  a  Grandam's  side 
Yet  I  cou'd  some  adopted  Heir  provide. 
I  need  but  take  my  Journey  half  a  day  130 
From  haughty  Rome,  and  at  Aricea  stay. 
Where  Fortune  throws  poor  Manitis  in  my 

way. 
Him  will  I  chuse :    What  him,  of  humble 

Birth, 
Obscure,  a  Foundling,  and  a  Son  of  Earth  ? 
Obscure  !  Why  prithee  what  am  I  ?  I  know 
My  Father,  Grandsirc,  and  great  Grandsire 

too: 
If  farther  I  derive  my  Pedigree, 
I  can  but  guess  beyond  the  fourth  degree. 
The  rest  of  my  forgotten  Ancestors 
Were  Sons  of  Earth,  like  him,  or  Sons  of 

Whores.  1 40 


'J 
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■  Itajf. 

■AS    J     It-t 

ijih 


ill 


Yet  why  ihou'd'tt  thou,  ok!     oM;t<v» 

Wietdt,  aspire 
To  b«  my  Heir,  who  might'st  havn  i- -n 

my  Sire  ? 
In  Nature'i  Race,  shou'd'st  the  i 

of  me 
My  "Torch,  when  I  in  countc  nvi    < 
Think  I  approach  thcc  like  the  y''> . 
With  Wings  on  Head,  and  lleilb    ' 

feign : 
Thy    mod'fttte    Fortune    froii< 

receive ; 
Now  fairly  take  it,  or  as  fairly  I -n  ve. 
But  take  it  as  it  is,  and  ask  no  i  ic  t 
What,  when  thou  liast  embczci  i 

store? 
Wljere's  all  thy   Father  left?     iis 

I  grant. 
Some  I  have  uiortRrtjj'd,  to  supply  my  want : 
The  Legacies  of  Tadiiis  too  are  flown : 
AH  S|>ent,  and  on  the  selfsame  Errand  gone, 
liow  little  then  to  my  poor  share  will  fall  ? 
Little  indeed ;  but  yet  tliat  little's  all. 
Nor  tell  me,  it\  a  dyinj;  Father's  tone, 
lie  careful  still  of  the  main  chance,  mv  Son  ; 
Put  out  tl'C  Princi|>al,  in  trusty  hands  : 
Live  wf  the  Use  ;  and  never  dip  tliy  Lands  : 
But  yet  whul's  left  for  me  ?    What's  kft, 

my  Friend  !  i6i 

Ask  that  a^ain,  and  all  the  rest  I  spend. 
Is  not  my  Fortune  at  my  own  Command  ? 
Pour  Oyl ;  and  pour  it  with  a  plenteous  hand, 


tri! 


Upon  my  SaUadt,  Boy  :  ShaU  I  be  fed 
With  loddeH  Nettles,  and  a  sing'd  Sow's 

bead? 
'Tis  Holyday  ;  provkle  me  better  Cliecr ; 
Tis  Holyday,  and  sliall  be  round  the  Ycsr. 
ShaU  I  my  Household  Guds,  and  Genius, 

cheat, 
To  make  him  rich,  wlio  grudges  mk    my 

Meat,  «.7° 

Tliat  he  may  kill  at  case ;  and  puntjier'd  bifli, 
When  1  am  hikl,  may  feed  on  Gibkt  Pye  .' 
'.].'.<       lis  throbbing  Lust  extemb  tlie 

'  c;.4, 
j     ye  whercwithall  his  Whores  tu  entertuiii  ? 
..all  I  in  homespun  Cloath  be  dad,  that  be 
1 1  %  Paundi  in  triumph  may  before  him  see  ? 

( :o  Miser,  go ;  for  Lucre  sell  thy  Soul ; 
I'ruck  Wares  for  Wares,  and  trudge  from 

Pole  to  Pok : 
That  Men  may  say,  when  thou  art  dead  and 

(!one. 
See  what  a  vast  Estate  he  left  his  Son  !    i8o 
How  large  a  Family  of  Brawny  Knaves, 
W  ell  fed,  and  fat  as  '*Capad»daH  Slases ! 
Increase  thy  Wealth,  and  double  all  tiiy\ 

Store ; 
Tis  done :  Now  double  that,  and  swell  the 

score ; 
Tocv'ry  thousand  add  ten  thousand  more.  > 
Then  say,  **Chrysip(>us,  thou  who  wou'dst 

conhne 
Tliy  Heap,  where  I  shall  put  an  end  to  mine. 


The  End  of  the  Sixth  Satyr. 


NOTES  TO  THE  SIXTH  SATYR. 


«  AyDseekiMSabineAir^ttt.  All  the  Stadiont, 
and  particularly  the  Port*,  ationt  the  eiid  of 
August,  bcKan  to  »>t  tht-mselve*  on  \lork; 
Retraining  from  Writing  during  the  Hrats  of  the 
Summer.  They  wrote  by  Night,  and  sate  up  the 
greatest  part  of  it.  For  whii-h  Reason  the  Pro<luot 
of  their  Sludie*  was  call'd  their  ElucubralioHS, 
or  Nightly  Laboars.  They  who  had  Country 
Seats  retir'd  to  them,  while  they  Studied  :  As 
/Vr«i'n«did  to  hi*,  which  was  near  the  Port  of  the 
Moon  in  Eiruria  ;  and  Bassus  to  his,  whieh  was 
in  the  Country  of  the  Sabints,  nearer  komt. 

■  Now  sporting  oh  thy  Lyrt,  Ac.  This  proves 
C^tiiu  AsjiMS  to  have  heen  a  Lvrick  Poel : 
•Ti»  said  of  him,  that  by  an  Eruption  of  the 
Flameing  Mountain  VesuviHS,  near  whiih  the 
greatest  part  of  his  Fortune  lay,  he  was  Burnt 
himself  togi^thcr  » ilh  all  his  Wrilin|(s. 

"  W^A<7,  /«  a  Drunken  Dream,  Ate.  I  call  it  n 
Drunken  Urearo  of  BHnitu  \  not  that  my  Author 


in  this  place  gives  me  any  encooragement  fot  'lie 
Epithete;  but  because  Horace,  and  all  iho 
nuntion  Ennius,  say  he  was  an  Excessivi-  Di  i  ^'  r 
of  Wine.  In  a  Dream,  or  Vision,  call  you  it  ^  in 
you  please,  he  thought  It  was  revealM  '  >  I'"". 
tliat  the  Soul  of  Pithagoras  was  Transit  ,;f-ii  J 
into  him  :  As  Pilhagoras  Iwforc  him  IkIh  vM  thai 
himself  had  been  Euphorbus  in  the  ^^■ars  ol  Tnn- 
Commentators  differ  in  placing  the  ord.r  of  inis 
Soul,  and  who  hid  it  first.  I  have  here  givrti  it 
to  the  ft-acock,  because  it  looks  more  acconlmi; 
to  the  Order  of  N.itnre  that  it  shou'd  kHl);i 
a  Creature  of  an  Inferioar  Specii-s,  ami  s"  "v 
Gradation  rise  to  the  informing  of  a  Man  .\na 
I'trtim  favours  me.  by  saying  liiat  A'««i.. ;  «»" 
the  Fifth  from  the  Pilhagortttn  Peacock. 

•  My  Friend  is  SAipwreci'ti on.  &c  Pirliap? 
thisisonlyafiacTramritionof  thePoct  tomtroilm^ 
the  Imaiiicss  of  tly  Satyr,  an' I  not  thai  nny  «ci 
Accident  had  happ^'n'd  to  one  of  the  )    ihhI^ 
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nruiu.  Bat,  however.  Ikii  I*  the  imwt  Foilical 
itaKf iption  of  any  in  our  Aulhnr :  Ami  linre  h« 
anil  Amm«  wvtf  no  »r>-M  Ftiiml*,  I  know  not  bat 
^MMM  niiirM  hrip  him  in  Iwo  or  Ihrt-r  of  lbi-«- 
VcriM,  which  iKcni  to  be  wrilirn  in  hit  (lik ; 
rerUin  it  i«  thai  Iwiiidvt  (hi*  tVM-rip«ion  (if  n 
Shipwnvk,  anii  two  Linr*  morr,  which  arc  at  the 
End  of  the  Svcom)  Satyr,  oar  Pml  liai  writlni 
nMbins  BIrganlljr.  I  mill  theiiforc  Tranicrilx: 
lioth  llw)  pawAKTs,  lo  justifH!  my  (Opinion.  Thv 
•oUowinr  are  the  laat  Vtr*-<  noving  one  of  lh« 
ifcoad  Suyr. 

C»m/>otitmm  /MS,  /mtfut  tnimi ;    ianclotque 

rteutm 
itttHit,  4*  incoctum  gtutroM  feeliit  koiuslo  : 
The  olh<'ra  art  those  in  this  {•rrarnt  Salyr,  which 
•re  Mibjoyn'd. 

— —  Irttht  rnpii,  Brttltia  Sax» 
rrtndi.     Amicu      ituf*      Htm^tt    omntm, 

CoMtUtfit  htiio:  Jaeil  ifxe  in  UUorts  A*  titii 
iHgtMki  d*  fupft  l)ti  :  Jamqiu  tbvia  Mtrjfit 
Cos/a  va/i't  lactrn. 

»  From  thy  new  hof^.  It  >  The  Latin  U,  ffutie 
*•  d*  C*spit»  v/fo.  frang^t  alifuid.  Casanhou 
only  oppotca  tin-  Cts^s  rivu-t.  which  worn  for 
word  it  llie  living  Turf,  lo  «ht-  Ma  rvett  or  Annual 
Income;  I  rappo.  the  Pbct  rntlvr  meau-i,  irll  a 
piece  of  Land  airea<lv  So«'n,  ami  jrive  the  Monry 
«f  it  to  mv  FrivifJ  who  has  Inst  u\f\ty  Shipwreck  ; 
That  ii,  do  not  itay  till  th<iu  li.  m  K  upM.  but  help 
him  immiKliately,  as  M<  Want*  reqaire. 

'  Not  Btf  with  a  B/u*  Tat/*,  &c.  Holiday 
Translatc«  it  a  Green  Tabic:  Tliu  tenci;  is  the 
same,  for  lh<-  Table  was  painini  of  llie  Sea 
Coloar;  which  the  Shipwrecl(edPi'rs<^n  carried  on 
hik  IncK,  exprm-in);  li'  4  Losses  then  l>y,  lo  excite 
the  Charity  of  IIh-  Spt    (alore. 

'  Or  witkout  apicfi,  *c.  The  BoHie*  of  the 
Kich,  before  th«-y  were  burnt,  were  Inilialm'd  with 
Spices,  or  rather  Spices  were  put  into  the  I'm, 
with  the  Relicks  oTthe  Ashes.  *)iir  Author  \wt\- 
y*me»CiMnamoH  and  Cattia,  which  Cassia  wa« 
i>phislicati~<l  with  Cherry  Gum  :  And  probably 

nuutth  by  the  Jfuis,  who  Adulterate  all  thin|;-i 
"liich  they  sell.  Hot  whither  tlie  Ancients  wrr 
aniuaialeil  with  tlic  Spicrt  of  the  Molucca  IsianiU 
Ceylon,  and  other  parts  of  the  Indits ;  or  whether 
tlictr/ir^^rand  Cinnamon  tii:.  were  the  same  with 
■  iirs.  is  another  Question.  As  for  Nittnugs  an-i 
Mace,  'til  plain  that  the  Latin  Names  ol  them  arc 
Modern. 


•  Cmtmr  tatutts,  *e.  The  C«Mr  bm  men- 
lion'd  is  Caiut  Cmlljfulei,  wkoaffecteil  loTrhimpli 
pvf-r  the  G*rm»mi,  whom  be  never  CanqiKr'd,  aa 
he  ilid  oser  the  Britmins :  an<l  acenfdinvly  vnt 
L<!ticrs,  wrnpt  about  with  l^arels,  to  iha  Benatr, 
and  the  Em|HC8«  Casouim,  whom  I  here  call 
Queen,  lho«Kh  I  kruiw  'hat  name  was  not  os'd 
aiiMinffst  the  Komnns;  uut  the  word  Empi<  *s 
wiMi'ifnut  stand  in  that  Yerae :  For  which  rcMoa 
I  Ailjoarn  d  it  to  another.  The  Dnst  wlil<  h  was 
lo  lie  swept  away  from  the  Altars,  was  elih^r  the 
Ashes  which  were  hsff  there,  after  Ihe  Innt  Sacrlfee 
for  Victory,  or  might  jicrlians  mean  (li-  Uast  or 
Ashi-«  which  were  hit  on  the  Altars  ,, itce  aome 
fornur  Drf  ,it  of  lh4-  Momaits  by  lli.-  G*rm*tu: 
AfUr  which  overthrow,  tlie  Altars  had  been 
nejflecletl. 

'  Ctr^oHia,  Wife  lo  Catus  Caligula,  who  after- 
wards, ixi  Ihe  ReiKn  of  Clanditu,  was  propoa'i., 
Imt  iiiefftrclually,  lo  lie  Marry'd  lo  him,  after  be 
had  Bxct^led  liutallna  for  Adallrry. 

•'  7'kt  CaHivtG*rmaHs,Uc.  He  meant  ,nlv 
such  as  were  to  MM  for  Gti  mana  in  the  Triumph ; 
I  ..ge-Bod*  I  Men,  aa  they  are  atill,  whotii  «ht- 
Empress  CkMlh'd  new,  vithCoaneGarnents,  tor 
the  greater  (Mtentalion  -jf  the  Victory. 

"  Anoni,  y  Aav«  vom'd  'f'vo Hnndrtd Gladia- 
tors. A  hundred  pair  of  ('ladialors  were  beyond 
the  i>arac  of  a  private  Man  tu  gi\e ;  therefore  this 
i«  only  a  (hrealniHK  to  hhi  HeTr,  that  he  coa'd  <<a 
w hat  lie  ptias'd  with  hit  Estate. 

"  skonld'tl  lAoH  dtmrnndefrnt  my  Torch,  fcc. 
Why  thoakl'tt  thon,  who  art  an  Old  Fellow,  hofx; 
lo  ootlivc  me,  and  be  my  Heir,  who  am  much 
Younger.  He  who  wat  Crtt  in  the  Courti-,  or  Race, 
delivered  the  1'orcli,  which  he  carried,  to  him  who 
wat  StTond. 

"  If  til  Fed,  and  Fat  as  Cmppadocian  sv*t. 
Who  Were  Famoas  for  their  Lustine.fs,  mv..  .  -ing, 
OS  »»  call  it,  in  ifood  li»  injj.  Th-y  wen-  ;  on 
a  Stall  wlien  they  were  e^posM  •  ■  Sale,  i>;  »ho>y 
the  gooil  Habit  of  their  Body,  ii  •.  mit  le  lo  pl.-> 
1'ricks  before  the  Bayers,  lo  mk.  v  ibcir  Aclivi' 
and  Strength. 

•'  Tktn  say,  Chrysippus,  Jic       Clf-ysippi' 
the  Sloick    invcnte'fa  kind  of  ..^'siui     nt,  ci 
sistine  of  more  than  three  I'roposii    m     which 
KaWfX  ii^riUs,  or  a  heap.     But  a       hrysiPpu 
ecu'  i  never  brinj;  \-  -.  propo^    •        to  a  n    tain 
stint,   so   neither   tji     a    Co       •js    Man     .rinjf 
his   Craving    Disirts    •  1   an         rfain    Mi  atari; 
of  Rirlies,  beyond  «hu  li  he      lu  d  not  wish  for 
any  more. 


SOME  PECULIAR  SPELLINGS  OF  DRYDEN'S. 


Built  =  Build  (substantive). 

But  =  Butt. 

Casme  =  Chasm. 

Cent'ry  =  Sentry. 

Course  =  Coarse. 

Eugh  =  Yew. 

Ghess  =  Guess. 

Helter  =  Hilter. 

Lest  =  Least. 

Loose  =  Lose. 


Main  =  Mane. 

Oar  =  Ore. 

Oph  =  Oaf. 

Pheretrian  =  Feretrian. 

President  =  Precedent. 

Salvage  =  Savage. 

Satyr  and  Satyre  =  Satire. 

Thro'*s  =  Throes. 

Wex  =  Wax. 

Whether  =  Whither. 


The  others  are  not  likely  to  mislead.  Many  of  hb  proper  names  are  eccentric. 
Greek  and  Roman  names  may  sometimes  owe  their  forms  to  misprints,  but  even 
Ben  Jonson  regularly  appears  as  Johnsoa. 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES 

A  M-fl?  'l.**'"?^'  !°  B"'*J«=  the  growiiiR  State       .  '*" 

A  Milk  white  «,W,  immortal  and  uncW'd  f?l 

J  Pf'^h-Pnest  was  of  the  Pilgrim-Train       .  .'        *        '        '        *    "! 

A  Plain  built  House,  after  so  long  a  stoy  **^ 

A  Poet  once  the  Spartan's  led  to  fight .  "^ 

Apretty  task!    and  so  I  told  the  Fool         .' "i 

A  Qualm  of  Conscience  bring,  me  back  agen        ! "« 

A  quire  of  bright  Beauties  in  Spring  did  appear *^ 

A  Virgin  Poet  was  serv'd  up  to  day  "^  *97 

Acts,  the  lively  Youth,  whose  loss  I  mourn"       ." ^i 

After  our  ,Esop's  Fable  shown  to  day  "W* 

After  the  pangs  of  a  desperat*  Lover ^5» 

Ah  fading  joy.  how  quickly  art  thou  past  373 

Ah  how  sweet  it  is  to  love     ...  37a 

All  humane  things  are  subject  to  decay 3'* 

Almighty  critiques  I    whom  our  htdians  here J2 

And  now   tis  time ;    for  their  officious  Iwste ""^ 

As  country  Vicars,  when  th«  Sermon's  done ' 

As  Juptler  I  made  my  Court  in  vain  "^ 

M  needy  Gallants  in  the  Scriv'ncrs  hands     .' "' 

As  Seamen,  Shipwrack'd  on  some  happy  Shore T 

As  some  raw  Squire,  by  tender  Mother  bred  iS 

As  there  is  Musick  uninform'd  by  Art  .  o 

As  when  a  Tree's  cut  down,  the  seaet  root *5» 

As,  when  some  Great  and  Gracious  Monarch  dies'        ."        '        '        "        '    fl? 
As,  when  some  Treasurer  lays  down  the  Stick  •        •        •        .    i86 

Ask  not  the  Cause,  why  sullen  Spring 'S9 

Auspicious  Poet,  wert  thou  not  my  Friend    ..       .'        '.        '        '        '        "    '^ 

'  •  •  •  •      '/O 

Behold  von  Mountains  hoary  height 

Below  this  Marble  Monument  is  laki ^^ 

Beneath  a  Myrtle  shade .        ,  ^9» 

Blind  Love,  to  this  hour         .  375 

By  a  dismal  Cypress  lying  ....'.''''  ^''l 

Calm  was  the  Even,  and  clear  was  the  Sky 

Can  Life  be  a  Blessing    ...  374 

Celia,  that  I  once  was  blest    ! 37* 

Celimena,  of  my  heart     .        ,        ' 379 

Chioe  found  Amyntas  lying     .        ,' 374 

Chronos,  Ckronas,  mend  thv  Pace ^* 

( reator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid  . *^ 

369 

n!?'!** **!'*»*''  ^'"^*"''  times  are  mended  well 

Drtight  of  Humane  kind,  and  Gods  above     .  Jl 

iJcscended  of  an  ancient  Line         .  39o 

404 
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INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES 


PAGB 

Dim,  as  the  borrow'd  beams  of  Moon  and  Stan 99 

Discord  and  Plots,  which  have  undone  our  Age 339 

Fair  Iris  and  her  Swain 379 

Fair  Iris  I  love  and  hourly  I  dye 379 

Fair,  Kind,  and  True,  a  Treasure  each  alone 183 

Fair,  sweet  and  young,  receive  a  prize aoi 

Fairest  Isle,  all  Isles  excelling 381 

Farewell,  too  little  and  too  lately  known 178 

Farwell  ungratefull  Traytor 378 

Fools,  which  each  man  meet-  in  his  Dish  each  Day 309 

For  mighty  Wars  I  thought  to  Tune  my  Lute 533 

lor  since   twas  mine,  the  white  hath  lost  its  Hiew 371 

From  Harmony,  from  heav'nly  Harmony       .......  196 

From  him,  the  Caledonians  sought  Relief 443 

Full  twenty  years  and  more,  our  lab'ring  Stage 350 

Gallants,  a  bashful  Poet  bids  me  say 337 

Gallants,  by  all  good  Signs  it  does  appear 310 

Go  tell  Amynta,  gentle  Swain 300 

Griev'd  tho  I  am,  an  Ancient  Friend  to  lose 541 

Happy  and  free,  securely  blest 301 

Has  Winter  caus'd  thee,  Friend,  to  change  thy  Seat 596 

Heav'n  save  ye  Gallants,  and  this  hopeful  Age 331 

He  who  cou'd  view  tht  Book  of  Destiny 194 

He  who  in  impious  times  untainted  stood 177 

He  who  writ  this,  not  without  Pains  and  Thought 307 

High  State  and  Honours  to  others  impart 303 

Hmd!   are  you  mad?   you  damn'd,  confounded  Dog 313 

How  anxious  are  our  Cares,  and  yet  how  vain 575 

How  Blessed  b  He,  who  leads  a  Countrv  Life 173 

How  comes  it.  Gentlemen,  that,  now-a-days 349 

How  happy  in  his  low  degree 406 

How  happy  the  Lover 380 

How  unhappy  a  Lover  am  I 376 

How  wretched  is  the  Fate  of  those  who  write 361 

I'm  thinking  (and  it  almost  makes  me  mad) 354 

I  beg  a  Boon,  that,  e're  you  all  disband 231 

I  Feed  a  Flame  within  which  so  torments  me 372 

I  had  forgot  one  half,  I  do  protest 207 

I've  had  tonlay  z.  Dozen  BiUet-Dottx 256 

I  look'd  and  saw  within  the  Book  of  Fate 372 

I  never  did  on  cleft  Pernassus  dream 574 

I  Ouak'd  at  heart  for  fear  the  Royal  Fashion 252 

I  think,  or  hope  at  least,  the  Coast  is  clear 257 

If  for  thy  self  thou  wilt  not  watch  thy  Whore 535 

If  streaming  Blood  my  fatal  Letter  stain 512 

If  yet  there  be  a  few  that  take  delight 235 

In  Cupid's  school  whoe'er  wou'd  take  Degree 521 

In  Days  of  old,  there  liv'd,  of  mighty  Fame 283 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES 


fc  S^'  ?*  °"'  r*"^".  ^^"^  fi»'d  the  Throne 
In  mous    imes,  e'r  Priest-craft  did  begin       . 
In  SaturH'sRttgp,  at  Nature's  EarlvBirth 
In  that  wJd  BSu?e  where  the  worlS  wSdr'ownd 
In  those  cold  RegTons  which  no  Summers  che« 
In  thrivmg  Arte  Tone  time  had  »S^own 
1»  It  not  strange  to  hear  a  Poet  mv 
l»  this  thy  daily  course  ?  The  glaring  Sun   .* 

Ladies!  (I  hope  there's  none  behind  to  hear^ 
Ladies,  the  Beardless  Author  of  thk  C  '' 
l-et  thu  auspicious  Morning  be  exprest  * 

IJ«t^'•'!^^''"*5'  t^»t  "ounf  the  Pulpit 

L^f  ^rJ  '^"'r'"''  '""  ^*^"  tormentT 
l^k,  look,  I  see— I  see  my  Love  apnear 

Look  round  the  Habitable  World,  hoHew  ! 

Lord,  how  reform'd  and  quiet  are  we  grown 

Make  ready  fair  Udy  to  night       . 

«"»  m!1T  ^K}^'^  ""^  I-^net  sing      .'        ', 

Most  Modwn  Was  such  monstrous  Fools  have  shown 

Much  mahcc  mingl'd  with  a  little  wit    . 

Much  Time  and  Trouble  this  poor  Plav  has  cost 

Must  Noble  Hastings  Immaturdy  die  ^  * 

My  Part  being  small,  I  have  had  time  to  day 

New  Ministers,  wVii  first  they  get  in  place  .        . 
No,  no,  poor  suff'ring  Heart,  no  Change  endeavour 

iVT  ^."''*  ^!!r.*J  *'"8'd  with  I  his  Fe^r 
«or  htm  alone  produc'd  the  fruitful  Queen   . 
Now,  in  good  Manners,  nothing  shou'd  be  sed 
Wow,  Luck  for  us,  and  a  kind  hearty  Pit 
Now  turning  from  the  wintry  Signs,  the  Sun 
Now  with  a  general  Peace  the  World  was  West 

0  sylvan  Prophet!   whose  eternal  Fame  . 
Of  a    Dramatique  Writing,  Comick  Wit 

Rl  *^   T  ^."5«''  Sighte  and  Pageantry  . 
Uf  aU  the  Cities  in  Romanian  Lands      . 

Of  wicient  use  to  Poets  it  belongs         .  [ 

Of  Bodies  chai^'d  to  various  Forms  I  sing  . 

Of  gentle  Blood,  his  Parente  only  Treasure  . 

Oft  has  our  Poet  wisht,  this  happy  Scat  . 

Oh  ^h»"tS  ^\u^^  ^'/"k^  .*''°  ^'^'''t  ™«intaln' 
Oh  bight,  the  Mother  of  Desires     . 

Old  as  I  am,  for  Ladies  Love  unfit 

On  a  Bank,  beside  a  Willow 

Once  I  beheld  the  fairest  of  her  Kind  .'       '. 

Our  Author  by  experience  finds  it  true 

Our  Heros  happy  in  the  Plays  Conclusion    . 

Our  Play's  a  Parallel:    The  Holy  League      . 

Our  Vows  are  heard  betimes!  and  Heaven  takes  care 
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?&7     r"f.  "''  i'."*^  /•''y  ^^'^  "«''  du^st  write 
This  day,  the  Poet,  bloodilv  inclin'd      . 

This  jeast  was  first  of  t'  other  houses  making 

rhou  hast  inspired  me  with  thy  soul,  and  I 

Thou  youngest  Virj^in-Daughter  of  the  Skies 

rho   Actors  cannot  much  of  Learning  boast 

Though  what  our  Prologue  said  was  sadlv  true 
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Thus  have  my  Spouse  and  I  inform'd  the  Nation" 

Thus  having  said,  brave  Heclor  went  to  see  . 

Ihus    ike  a  bayler  by  a  Tempest  huri'd 

Thus  long  my  Grief  has  kept  me  dumb 

Thus  you  the  sad  Catastrophe  have  seen       . 

ris  hard,  my  Friend,  to  write  in  such  an  A"c 

Tia  much  desir'd   you  Judges  of  the  Town  . 

Tis  pleasant,  safely  to  behold  from  shore      . 

To  all  and  singular  in  this  full  Meeting 

To  AmaryUts  Love  compells  my  way     . 

To  say  this  Comedy  pleas'd  long  ago     . 

To  you  who  live  in  chill  Degree    ~ 

True  Wit  has  seen  its  best  Days  long  ago     '. 

Twas  at  the  Royal  Feast,  for  Persii  ^^on     . 

Twas  on  a  Joyless  and  a  Gloomy  Morn 

Twelve  Spartan  Virgins,  noble,  yiung,  and  fair 

Two  Houses  join'd,  two  Poets  to  a  Play  ? 

"tLVl  ^^  ?'^'  ^"'^  ^^"^'  ^'^  drowning  Men 
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WhUe  flattering  Crowds  officiously  appear 
Whi  e  Arctte  lives  in  Bliss,  the  Story  turns  \ 
wmie  Norman  Tancred  in  Sakrno  reign'd 
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